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ENGLISH POETS 


3 


POEMS OF JOHN DRYDEN. 


ON DRYDEN'S RELIGIO LAICI. 


BY THE EARL OF ROSCOMMON. 


E gone, you ſlaves, you idle vermin go, 
Fly hom the ſ{courees, and your maſter know 
Let tree, impartial men, trom Dryden learn 
Myſterions ſecrets, of 2 high concern, 
And weizlty truths, solid convincing ſenſe, 
Fxvlain'd by unaſtected eloquer ce. 
What can you {Reverend Levi) here take ill? 
ſen ſtill had faults, and men will have them ſtill; 

He that hath rone, and lives as angels Co, 
Muſt he an angel, but what's that to you? 

While miylity Lewis finds the pope too great, 
And dreads the ohe of his impoſing ſeat, 
Cur ſects a n:ore tyrarn'c power aſſume, 
And vould tor ſ.orp:ors change the rods of Rome; 
That church Certain'd the legacy divire; 
Faratics caſt the pearls of heaven to ſwine: 
What then have thinking boreſt men to co, 
Pur chuſe a mean between th' uſurping two? 
Nor can th /t «yptian patriarch blame thy muſe, 
Which for His firmneſs docs his heat excuſe; 
V/ hatever councils have approv'd tus creed, 
Ihe preface ſute was his own act ard deed. 
Our church uu ave that preface read, you'll ſay: 
"Tis true: hut fo ſhe will th' Apocrypha; 
And ſuch as can believe them, freely may. 

Put did that Cod (to little underſtood) 
Wuoſe Carling attritute is teing good, 
From the dark worth of the rude chaos bring 
Snch various creatures and make man their king, 
Yet leave his favourite man, his chiefeſt care, 
ore wretched than the vileſt inſets are? 
O! how much happier and more ſafe are they? 
1: helpleſs millions muſt be deom'd a prey 
To yelling furies, and for ever burn 
In that ſad place from whence is no return, 
For unbelief in one they never knew, 
Or for rot doing what they could not do 
The very fiends krow for vrhat crime they fell, 
And fo do all their followers that rebel: 

Ver, Ul, 


If then a blind, well-meaning, Indian ſtray, 
Shall the great gulph be ſhew'd him for the way ? 
For better ende our kind Redeemer 1y*d, 
Or the faln angels room will be but ill ſupply'd. 
That Chriſt, who at the ;reat ceciding day, 
(Tor he declares what he rcſolves to ſay) 
Will damn the goats ſor their ill-natur'd faults, 
Ard fave the ſheep for act ons, rot for thoughts, 
Fatty too much mercy to ſend men to hell, 
tor humble charity, and hoping well. 
To what ſtupidity are zealots grown, 
Whoſe inhumanity profuſely ſhown 
In danming crowds of ſovls, may damn their own. 
I'll err at leaſt on the ſecurer ſide, 
A convert free from malice and from pride. 


——— —— — 
TO MY FRIEND, MR. JOHN DRYDEN, 


ON HIS SEVFRAL EXCELLENT TRANSLATIONS 
OF THE ANCIENT POETS. 


BY G. GRANVILLE, LORD LANSDOWNE. 


S flowers tranſplanted from a ſouthern ſky, 
ut hardly bear, or in the ra:fing die; 

Miſſing their native ſun, at beſt retain 

Put a faint odour, and ſurvive with pain : 

Thus arciert wit, in modern numbers taught, ? 

Wanting the warmth with which its author wrote, 

is a dead image, and a ſer ſeleſs d raught. 5 

While we transfuſe, the nimble ſpirit flies, 

Eſcapes unſeen, evaporates, and dies. 

Who then to copy Roman wit deſire, 

Muſt imitate with Roman force and fire, 

In elegarce of ſtyle and phraſe the ſame, 

And in the ſparkling genius, and the flame. 

Whence we conclude from thy tranſlated fong, 

So juſt, ſo ſmooth, ſo ſoſt, and yet ſo ſtrong, 

Ceeleſtial poet! ſoul of harmony 

That every genius was reviv'd in thee, 

Thy trumpet ſounds, the dead are rais'd to light, 


Never to die, and take to heaven their flight; 
* 


2 DRY DEN 's 


Deck'd in thy verfe, as clad with rays they ſhine, | 
All glorified, immortal, and divine. 

As Eritain in rich ſoil abounding wide, 
Furniſh'd for uſe, for luxury, and pride, 

Yet ſpreads her wanton fails on every ſhore 
For foreign wealth, inſatiate ſtill of more; 

To her own wool the fiiks of Aſia joins, 

And to her plenteous harveſts India's mines; 
So Dryden, rot contented with the fame 

Of his own works, though an immortal rame, 
To lands remote ſends ſorth his learned muſe, 
The nobleſt teeds of foreign wit to chooſe : 
Feaſting our ſenſe ſo many various ways, 

Say, is't thy bounty, or thy thirſt of praiſe ? 
That, by comparing otters, all might fee 
Who moſt excel, are yet exceli'd by thee. 


„ 10 AONOAY | 
TO MR. DRYDEN, 


BY 


JOSEPH ADDISON, Es | 


HP long, great poet, ſhall thy ſacred lays 
Provoke our wonder and tranſcend our pralſe 
Can neither injuries of time, or ace, 
Damp thy poetic heat and quench thy rage? 
Not ſo thy Ovid in his exile wiore ; 
Griefchill'd his breaſt, and check d his riſing thought; 
Pentive and fad, his drooping muſe tetrays 
The Roman genius in its laſt decays. 
Prevailing warmth has ſtill thy mind poſſeſt, 
And ſecond youth is kindled in thy b:eaft. 
Thou makꝰ'ſt the heauties of tire Pomans krown, 
And England be- s of riches rot her on: 
Thy lines have lieigliten'd \ irgil's majetty, 
And Horace wonders at himſelf in thee. 
Thou teacheſt Perfivs to inform our ifle 
In ſmoother numbers, and a clearer ſtyle: 
And Juvenal, inftruQed ir. thy page, 
Fdges his ſatire, and improves his rage. 
Thy copy caſts a fairer licht on all, 
And ſtili outſhines the bright origiva!, 
Now Ovid boaſts th* advantage of thy fong, 
And tells his ſtory in the Pritiſh tongue; 
Thy charming vert and fair trantlations thow 
How thy own laurel firſt began io grow ; 
How wild Lycaon, chang'd by angry Gods, 
And frighted at himſclf, ran howling thro* the woods. 
O may ſt thou ſtill the roble tale prolong, 
Nor age, nor ſickneſs interrupt thy ſong : 
Then may we woncering read, how human limbs 
Have water'd kingdo:ns, and diſſolv'd in ſtreams, 
Of thoſe rich fruits that on the ſertile mould 
Turn'd yellow by dex: ees, and ripen'd into gold: 
How ſome in feathers, or a ragzed hide 
Have liv'd a ſecond lite, and different natures try'd. 
Then wilt thy Ovid, thus trarsform'd, reveal 
A nobler change than he himielt can tell. 


Mag. Coll. Oxon. 
June 2, 2693. 


POEMS. 


FROM ; 
ADDISON'S ACCOUN 
OF THE 


ENGLISH POETS. 


UT fee where artful Dryden next appcars, 
Grown old in riiyme, but charming ev'n in years. 
Creat Dryden next] whoſe tun iul muſe affords 
The ſrrecteſt numbers and the fiutcſt words, 
Whither in comic ſounds, or tragic alrs, 

She torms her voice, ſhe moves our ſmiles and teas. 
It fatire or he. ſtrains ſhe writcs, 

Her hero plcaſes, and her ſatire |:ites, 

From her ro harth unartſul numbers fall, 

She wears all dreſſes, and ſhe charms in all: 

How might we fear our Eneliſh portry, 

That long has flouriſh'd, ſhould Ceca; in thee ; 

Did yo! the Muſes* other hope appar, 

Hirmon:ous Con rewe, and {oriid our frar! 
Congreve ! wh oſe fancy's unexliauſted Fore 

Has given ready much, ard promis“ ore, 
Conereve Mall ſtil preſerve thy fame alive, 

And vryden's Mefe Hall in his iriend ſurvive. 


——- XL — — 


0 N 
ALEXANDERSFEAST: 


OR, 
THE POWER OF Müsste. 
AN ODE. ; 


FROM MR POPE'S ESSAY ON CRITICISM, |. 376. 


EAR how Timotheus' vary'd lays ſurprize, 
And tid alternate patiors ſall and riſe ! 
V/hile, at each change, the fon of Lyhian jove 
Now burys with giory, a. then micits witi love; 
Nov his fierce eyes with ſparkling fury g'ow, 
Now ſighs ſteal out, and tears begin to fow, 
Perfians and Greeks like turns of natute ound 
And the world's vie or Rood ſubdued hy found, 
The power of NMuic all our hearts allo v, 

And what 'Timothcus was is Dryden now. 


— — — — — — ——ñĩůj˖jꝙ%ð?72gX 


CHARACTER OF DRYDEN, 
FROM AN ODE OF GRAY. 


EHOLD, where Dryden's leſs preſumptuous car, 
Wice o'er the fields of glory bear 
Two courſers of ethereal race, 
With necks in thunder cloath'd, and long-refounding 


pace. 
Hark, his hands the lyre explore ! 
Bright-ey*'d Fancy hovering o'er, 
Scatters from her pictur'd urn, 
Thoughts that breathe, and words that burn. 
Eut, ah! *tis heard no more 

Oh! lyre divine, what daring ſpirit 
Wakes thee now ? though he inherit 
Nor the pride, nor ample pinion, 


| 


DRYDEN'S POEMS. | 3 
les That the Theban eagle hear, Th” inſpiring ſun to Albion draws more nigh, 
 <ailing with ſupreme dominion The north at length teems with a work, to vie 

"7% Thought the azure deep of air: With Homer's nne and Virgil's majeſty. 
'S Yet oft beſore his infant eyes would run While Findus“ lo.ty heighth, our poet tought, 
Such forms, as litter in the Muſe's ray (His raviſh*d niird with vaſt ideas fraught) 
Witu orient hues, untorrow'd of the fun: Our language fail'd beneath his rifing thought. 
Yet ſhall he mount, and keep his diſcant way This checks rot his attempt ; for Maro's mines 
? Fcyond the limits of a vulgar fate He drains of all their gold, t' acorn his lines : 
* Fencath the good how far but far above the great. ,Throuzheach of which the Mantuan genius thines. 
5 The rock obey'd the powertul Hebrew guide, 
4 Her flinty breaſt diſſoiv'd into a tide: 
C —  — — — —  — Thus on our ſtubborn language he prevails, 
4 And makes the Helicon in which he fails ; 
3 The dialect, as well as ſenſe, invents, 
Y 9M And, with his po:m, a yew ſpeech preſents. 
THE UNENOWN AUTHOR Hail, then, thou matchleſs Bard, thou great un- 
kr.own, 
o F That give your country fame, yet ſhun your own! 


In vain ; for every where your praiſe you find, 
And, not to meet it, you mutt ſhun mankind. 
Y our loyal theme cach loyal reader draws, 
And ev'n the ſactious give your verſe applauſe, 
Who }.chtning ſtrikes to ground their idol cauſe: 
The ciuſe for whoſe dear ſake they drank a flood 
Ot civil gore, nor ſpar'd the royal blood; 
| The cauſe, whoſe growth to cruſh, our prelates 
| wrote 
In vain, alm oſt in vain our heroes fought; 
Yet by one ſtab of your ten fatire dies; 
Cefore your ſacred lines their ſhatter'd Dagon lies. 
Oh! it ung osthy we appear to Know 
The ſuc, to whom this lovely birth we owe: 
Deny d our reaCy | omage to expreſs, 
And can at beſt but thankful be by gueſs; 
Tiis hope remains: May David's godlike mind 
(Tor him "twas v rote) the unkrown author find; 
Ard, having found, ſhower equal favours down 
On wit ſo vaſt, as could oblige a crown 
N. TATE. 


ABSALOM axv ACHITOPHEL. 


2 FAKE it as carneſt of a faith renew'q, 
1 Your theme is vaſt, your verſe divinely good: 
Where, though tie Nine their beauteous ſtrokes 
roprats 
Ard the turn'd lines on golden anvils beat, 
It looks a+ it they ſtiœo them at a heat. 
© all ferevely great, fo juſt refin'd 
Like angel> love to human ſced inclin'd, 
It flarts a giant, and exalts the kind. 
"Tis fpirit ſeen, whoſe fiery atoms toll, 
So brightly fierce, each ſyhable 's a ſoul. 
is mniaturc of man, but he's all heart; 
„is what the world would be, but wants the art; 
To who: even the ſanaticks altars raiſe, 
Bow in their own defpite, and grin your praiſe 3 
As if a Milton from the dead aroſe, 
Fil'd off the rutt, and the right party choſe. 
2 Nor, Sir, be ſhock'd at what the gloomy ſay; 
* "Turn not your feet too inward, ror to ſplay. 
"Tis gracious all, and xreat: puſh on your theme; 
Lean your friev'd head on David's diadem. 
David, that rebel Iſracl's envy mov'd; 
David, by God and all good men belov'd. 
The beautiics of your Abfalom excel: 
Fut more the charms of charmin” Annabel: THE AUTHOR OF THE MEDAL. 
Gt Annabel, than May's firſt morn more bright, 
Clwartul as tummer's noon, and chaſte as winter's 


———— — 


UPON 0 


nigtut, r more our æ ful poet arms, t' engage 
Annabel, the Muſc's deareſt theme; ln threatening hycra faction of the age; 
Ot Annabel, the angel of my dream. Once more prepares tis dreadful pen to wield, 
Thus let a broken eloquence attend, And every Muſe attends him to the field. 
And to your maſter-piece theſe ſhadows fend. By art and nature for this taſk deſign'd, 


Nat. LIE. Vet modeſtly the fight he long deelin'd; 

| Forbore the torrent of lis verſe to pour, 
Nor 100s*d his ſatire til the needful hour. 
OC — His ſovereign's right, by patience half betray'd, 
Wak'd his averving genius to his aid. 
Bleſt Muſe, whoſe wit with ſuch a cauſe was crown'd, 

7 0 And bleſt the cauſe that ſuch a champion found ! . 
THE CONCEALED AUTHCR With choſen verſe upon the toc he falls, 
ay And black ſedition in cach quarter galls ; 
Vet, like a prince with ſul jects torc'd t* engage, 


ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL. Secure of conqueſt he rebates his rage; 


His fury rot without diſtinc“ on ſheds, 


| AL, heaven-born Muſe! hail, er facred}+iurls mortal holts, but on devoted heads; 
ip. page ! To leſs inſected members gentle found, 
9 The glory of our ifle and of our age. | Or ſpares, or elſe pours balm into the wow? 
F 7 f 
3 


2 DRY DEN “'s 


Deck'd in thy verfe, as clad with rays they ſhine, 
All glorified, immortal, and divine. 

As Pritain in rich foil abounding wide, 
Furniſh'd for uſe, for luxury, and pride, 

Yet ſpreads her wanton fails on every ſhore 
For foreign wealth, infatiate ſtill of more; 

To her own woo! the fiiks of Aſia joins, 

And to her plenteovs harveſts India's mines; 
So Dryden, rot contented with the fame 

Of his own works, though an immortal rame, 
To lands remote ſends jorth his learned muſe, 
The nobleſt ſeeds of foreign wit to chooſe: 
Feaſting, our ſenſe ſo many various ways, 

Say, is't thy bounty, or thy thirit of praiſe ? 
That, by comparing others, all might fee 
Who moſt excel, are yet excel!'d by thee. 


— . ——g 


TO MR, DRYDEN, 


PO EMS. br. 
FROM . | 
ADDISON'S ACCOUN 
+ Si of © - 


ENGLISH POETS. 


Grown old in rhyme, but charming ev'n in years. 


Creat Dryden next! whoſe turciul muſe aſtords 

The ſrrecteſt numbers and the fitteſt words. 

Whether in comic ſounds, or tras;Cc alrs, 

She torms her voice, ſhe moves our ſmiles and teas. 

It ſatire or he. ſtrains ſhe writs, 
Her hero ple aſes, and her ſatire Lites. be. 
From her ro harſh unartſul numbers fall, 

She wears all dreſſes, and ſhe charms ir all: 

How might we fear our Enz'iſh portry, 

That long has flouriſh'd, Mould GCecay in the 

Did po! the Muſes* other hope apps ar, 

Harmon. ous Con reve, and !{orvid our fear ! 

Congreve ! wh oſe fancy's unexhauſtcd Fore 

Has given already much, ard promis* ore. 


Congreve thait ſtil preſerve thy tame alive, f 
BY And Uryden's M. uſe Grall in his iriend ſurvive. * 


JOSEPH AD DIS ON, EQ 


OW long, great poet, ſhall thy ſacred lays 
Provoke our wonder and tranſcend our praiſe ! 
Can neither injuries of time, or age, 
Damp thy poetic heat and quench thy rage? 
Not ſo thy Ovid in his exile wiore ; 
GriefchilPd his breaft, and check d his riſing thought; 
Penſive and ſad, his drooping muſe Eetrays 
The Roman genius in its lat decays. 
Prevailing warmth has iti!} thy mind poſſeſt, 
And ſecond youth is kindled in thy b:eaft. 
Thou mak'ſt the heauties of tie Romans krovwn, 
And England te- s of riches rot her on: 
Thy lines have heigliten'd Wirgil's matetty, 
And Horace wonders at himſelf in thee. 
Thou teacheſt Perfivs to in o our ifle 
In ſmoother numbers, and a clearer ſtyle: 
And juvenal, inſtructed in thy page, 
Edges his ſatire, and improves his rage. 
Thy copy caſts a fairer licht on all, 
And ſtill outſhines the bright original. 
Now Ovid boaſts th' advantage of thy ſong, 
And tells his ſtory in the Pritiſh tongue; 
Thy charming verte and fair tranſlations ſhow 
How thy own laurel firſt began io grow ; 
How wild Lycaon, chang'd by angry Gods, 
And frighted at himſclf, ran howling thro' the woods. 
O may ' ſt tou ſtill tHe roble tale prolong, 
Nor age, nor ſickneſs interrupt thy ſong : 
Then may we wondering read, how human limbs 
Have water'd kingdons, and diſſolv'd in ſtreams, 
Of t ioſe rich fruits that on the ſertile mould 
Turn'd yellow by dex; ces, and ripen'd into gold: 
How ſome in feathers, or a ragged hide 
Have liv'd a ſecond lite, and different natures try'd. 
Then wilt thy Ovid, thus trarsform'd, res cal 
A nobler change than he himſelf can tell. 


Mag. Coll. Oxon. 
June 2, 2693. 


— ———— A Dom 


0 N 
ALEX ANDERS F EAST: 


FROM MR POPEY'S ESSAY ON CRITICISM, |. 376. 
EAR tow Timotheus' vary'd lays ſurprize, 
And bid alter nate paſſ ons [all and rife ! | 
V/hile, at each change, the ton of Lyhian jove oy 
Now burrs with glory, at. then micits with love; ; 
Now his fierce eyes with ſparkling fury g'ow, 
Now fighs ſteal out, and tears begin to flow, 
Perfians and Greeks like turns of natwe ound 
And the world's vie or food ſubdued hy found, 
The power of Muſic all our hearts alloy, 


And what Tiniotheus was is Dryden now. 


| — —  — . — 


CHARACTER OF DRYDEN, 
FROM AN ODE OF GRAY. ; 


EHOLD, where Dryden's leſs preſumptuous car, 8 
Wide o'er the fields of glory bear | 


Two courſers of ethereal race, | 4 
With necks in thunder cloath'd, and long - reſounding 

Ce. * ; 
Hark, his hands the lyre explore ! * 


Bright-ey'd Fancy hovering o'er, 

Scatters from her pictur'd urn, 

Thoughts that breathe, and words that burn. 

Eut, ah! 'tis heard no more 2 
Oh! lyre divine, what daring ſpirit "We 

Wakes thee now ? though he inherit 4 

Nor the pride, nor ample pinion, 


UT fee where artful Dryden next appcars, 5 


OR, a 
THE. POWER OF MUSIC, e 
AW ODE ; 


7 DRYDEN'S 


That the Theban eagle hear, 

Sailing with ſupreme dominion 

Through the azurc deep of air: 

Yet oft beſoie his infant eyes would run 

Such forms, as glitter in the Muſe's ray 

Wit': orient hues, untorrov'd of the fun: 
Yet mall he mount, and keep lis difant way 
Fcyond the limits of a vulgar fate 


POEMS. 


'Th* infpiring fun to Albion draws more nigh, 
The rorth at length teems with a work, to vie 
With Homer's flame and Virgil's majeſty. 
While P'indus' loity heighth our poet ſought, 
(His raviſh'd niird with vaſt ideas fraught) 
Our language tail'd beneath his riſing thought. 
This checks ror his attempt; for Maro's mines 
He drains of all their gold, t adorn his lines: 


| 
; 
; 


* Fencath the good how far—bur far above the great. 1 hrough each of i, ,] the Mantuan genius thines. 
5 Ihe rock obe 'd the powertul Hebrew guide, 
4 Her flinty breaſt difſoiv'd into a tide: 
— — —— Thus on our ſtubborn language he prevails, 
And makes the Helicon in which he fails ; 
The dialeR, as well as ſenſe, invents, 
A; And, with his po:m, a yew ſpeech preſents. 
| THE UNENOWN AUTHOR Hail, then, thou matciileſs Bard, thou great un- 
. krown, 
o F ' That give your country fame, yet ſhun your own! 
In vain ; for every where your praiſe you find 
y © f * 7 c 7 1 4 g | 4 * ; 3 
ABSALOM AND ACHI POPHEL. And, not to meet it, you muſt ſhun mankind. 
Y our loyal theme cach joy al reader draws, 
. : And ev'n the ſacti ive your ve zlauſe 
FLAKE it as carneſt of a ſaith renew'd, V. 155 — 8 2 r 3 5 — . 
__— ee divine t Oc }.ohtning ſtrikes to ground their idol cauſe: 
Your theme is vaſt, your verſc &;vinely good: . A Pre OY 
wi eh che Mice thew-beabreone Ba Phe c uſe for whoſe dear ſake they drank a flood 
— up — 44 . .es x 4 5 
p wing ab : civil Fore, _ ſpar*d on royal _ ; E 
M : The cauſe, wht row ur prelate 
Aud the turn'd lines on golden anvils beat, b 1 oe growtn to cruth, our p 6 
2 '$ ait they ſtrœok temat a heat. a 3 , 
= 3 e _ * e e In vain, alm oſt in vain our heroes ſought; 
CC Re Ie Yet by one ſtab of your een fatire dies; 
: Like anzel> love to human ſeed inclin'd, l : 7. f g R 
; . | 3 Cetore your ſacred lines their ſhatter'd Dagon lies. 
It arts a giant, and exalts the kind. | Oli! if unworthy we appear to krow 
"Tis fpirit ſeen, whoſe fiery atoms 10! . e- Sa 5 
5 : P! TOOTH OOO. p 4 3 "1 The fiz*, to whom this lovely birth we owe: 
So brightly fierce, each f) able $A foul, 3 1 ( 
wir Bos ci” Ls oben eny'c our ready | omage to expreſs, 
6 Ti m.niaturc ot man, bur he's a rt : : 
EE oa tier who ward aants be. tarrwants And can at heſt but thankful be by gueſs; 
> 8 vW Nord“ { 5 . . a1» . «MZ . . 
Ss 7 _ * , 87 TT erg * [This hope remains: May David's godlike mind 
when even the nmient ars Talc, 1 (For him tas v rote) the unkrown author find; 
i Bow in ther own deſpite, and yrin your prale 3 And: havine found fhawer equal favours down 
As if a Milton from the dead aroſe, FFF = 
5 hat On wit fo vaſt, as could oblige a crown 
Fil'd oft the rutit, and the right party choſe. N. Tarts 
Nor, Sir, be ſhock'd at what tlie gloomy ſay; c , 
5 Turn nod your feet too inward, ror too ſplay. 
5 "Tis gracious all, and great: puſh on your theme; 
T4 l : . 1 — — ... — — 
I can your griev'd head on David's diadem. 
David, that rebel Ifracl's envy mod; 
David, by Cod and all good men belov'd. 3 
The beautics ot your Abſalom excel: 
Put more the charms of charmin Annabel: THE AUTHOR OF THE MEDAL. 
Gt Annabel, than May's firtt morn more bright, 
Cluwartu] as tummer's noon, and chaſte as winter's 
niclit, NCE more our fol poet arms, t' engage 
Of! Annabel, the Muſe's deareſt theme; Ihe threatening hycra faction of the age; 
Of Annabel, the angel of my dream. Once more prepares tis dreadtul pen to wield, 
Thus let a broken eloquence attend, And every Muſe _— h:m to the field. 
And to your maſter- piece theſe ſhadows fend. By art and nature for this taſk deſign 0, 
Nar. LIE. Yet modeſtly the fight he long deelin'd; 
Torhore the torrent of |1i5 verſe to pour, 
Nor loos'd his ſatire till the needful hour. 
— — — — His ſovereign's right, by patience half betray'd, 
Wak'd his aveneipg genius to his aid. 
+ Bleſt Muſe, whoſe wit with ſuch a cauſe was crown? 
\ ? py 
| 7 0 And bleſt the cauſe that ſuch a champion ſound ! 
1 THE CONCEALED AUTHOR With choſen verſe upon the toc he falls, 
"hy 2 And black ſedition in cach quarter galls; 
5 Vet, like a prince with ſul jects torc'd t' engage, 
6 ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL. Secure of conqueſt he rebates his rage; 
His fury rot without diftine?.on ſheds 
: EY 7 
AIL, heaven-bom Muſe! hail, er, facred}*iurls mortal holts, but on devoted heads 
page! To leſs inſec ted members gcntle found, 
= * . 
Thr glory of our iſle and of our age. | Or ſpares, or elſe pours balm into the w . 
2 B 2 D 
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Such generons grace, th' ungrateſul tribe abuſe, 
And treſpaſs on the mercy of his Muſe: 

Their wretched doggrel rhymers forth they bring, 
To ſnarl and bark axainſt the poets? king; 

A crew, that ſcandalize the nation more, 

Than all their treaſon-canting prieſts before. 

On theſe he ſcarce vouchſafes a ſcornful ſinile, 
Fut og their powerful patrons turns his ſty le: 

A ſtyle fo keen, as ev'n from ſaction draws 

Ihe vital poiſon, Nabs to th* heart their cauſe. 
Take then, great Bard, wat tribute we can raiſe ; 
Accept our thanks, for you tranſcend our pruſ-. 


* * 


rr .. —— 


TE TT WS 


UNKNOWN AUTHOR or Taz MEDAL; 


. AND Or 


ABSALOM axp ACHITOPHEL. 


# Hyptns pious ignorance, with dubious praiſe, 

Altars of old to Gods unknown did raiſe : 

They knew not the lov'd deity; they knew 

Nivine effects a cauſe divine did ſhew 

Nor can we doubt when ſuch theſe numbers are, 

duch is their cauſe, though the worſt Muſe fall 
dare 

Their ſacred worti in humble verſe declare. 


As gentle Thames, charm'd with thy tunc ful ſong, 


Glides in a peaceful mayrity along; 

No rebel None, ro lofty bak, docs brave 
The eaſy paſſage of his Filet wave: 

do, ſacred poet, fo thy numbers flow, 
Sinewy, yet mild as happy lovers woo? 3 
Strong, yet har. o ο“ß⁹s too as planets move, 
Yet foit as down upon the wines of love. 
How 1weet dots virtue in your diols appear; 


OEM S. 


Firm, as fair Albion, midſt the raging main, 
Surveys incircl.ng danger with diſdain, 
in vain the waves atiault the unmov'd thore, 
in vain the winds with mingled fury roar, 
Fair Allos beautcous chlitts thine wiuter than 
he ort. 

Nor ſhalt ti ou move, though hell thy fall conſpire, 
Though the worle rave of zcai's fanaric fire 
Tho beft, thou greateſt ot the oritith race, 
Thou only fit to fiil great Charles's place. 

Ah, wretched Britors ! ah, too ſtubborn iſie! 
Ah, ſtiff-neck'd Iſrael on Heſt Canaan's 1o!! ! 


N. TAT E. Are thoſe car proo:, of heaven's indulgence van, 


Reſtoring David and his gentle reien? 
is it in vain thou all the goods doſt know, 
Auſp.cious ſtars on mortals ſhed belo'v, 
While all tuy ttreams with milk, thy lands wil 
hoiv'y flow? 
No more, ſond ifle! ro more thyſelf engage 
In civil fary, and inteſtine rage: 
No rebel zeal thy d tcous land mole ft, 
But a ſinooth calm foot'e every peacetu! breaft. 
While in ſuch charming rotes divir.oly ungs 
Thi beſt of poets, of the bcit of kings. 
J. Avans. 


— — OC 


To Ma. DRV DE N, 


ON HIS 


RELIWIU LS ASTCTHL 


HOSE Co's the pious ancients did adore, 
They learnt in verſe de outly to im ou, 
Thirking it rude to uſe the comnion way 
Of talk, wien they did to tuch bens prav. 
Nay, they that taught relig. on firtt, ti.ouglit fit 
in verſe its ſacred precepts to trapſint: 


How much more charming, when much leſ, ſevere !; So Solon too did his firſt flatutes draw, 


Whilſt vou our ſenſes harmi-\sly beguile, 
With all th' allurements of your happy Ryle ; 
V' inſowate loyalty with kind dece:t, 

And into ſenſe th untlunb ing man, hear. 

do the ſweer Thracian th his cha ming lyre 
Into rude nature virtuc did inſpire; 

do ne the ſavage herd to reaſon crew, 

Vet ſcarce fo ſweet, fo charminely as you 


And every little ſtanya was a law. 

By theſe tew precedents we plainly ſee 
Tie primitive deſign of poctry; 

Winch, by reſto ing to its native uſe, 
You geacroufly have reſcued from abuſe. 


She vindicates her Cod, and goliil'e ler g; 
Atheiſt, and rebel too, ſhe dots oppoſe 


O that you would, with ſome ſuch powerful charm, Cod and the Hine have aways the ſame foes). 


Inervate Albion to iu valout warm! 


Leg. ons oi verſe vou raiſe in their defence, 


Whether much-ſuffering Charles ſhall theme aflord, And write the fact. ous to obedience ; 


Or the great deeds of codllke Farnes's word. 
Az ain fair Gallia might be outs, again 
Arother fleet night paſs the ſub jet main, 
Aro wr Edward tead the Britons on, 
Or uch an Oſſo y as you did moan; 
In in ſuch pumbers you, in ſuch a rain, 
Ivy name their courage and reward their pain. 
Let falfs E. chitopnel the rout engage, 
Falic eaſy Ab ſaloin to rebel rage; 
et {ual Crime owe in holy zeal, 
r ont orah , ore new pots reveal; 
it conftant to unc, ſecure of fate, 
David full muntains the rozal ſtate. 
\ £112 tach in van ſich various ills employs, 
A. „ 1 Hands, and cv'n tl. ol ils enjo;s; 


You the hold Arian to Arms def, 

A conquering champ' on tor the | city 

Agunſt the Whigs ürſt parents, wio did dare 
Jo diünherit Gol-Almighty's heir. 

And what the bot-bram'd Arian firſt began, 

Is carried on by the Socinian, 

ho il} aſſociates to keep Cod a man, 

But 'tis the prince of poets? talk alone 

' aſſert the rights of God's an: Charles; throne. 
Vhilit vulzar poets purchaſe vulgar fame 

Zy chaunting Choris' or fair Pizyllis* name; 

Whoſe reputation ſhall laſt as long, 

As iops and ladies ſing the amo ous ſong, 

A robler ſubject wiſely they refuſe, 

[The migaty weight would cruſh their feeble Muſe. 


\V lalft your lord Muſe does in ſweet numbers fine, 


1 
8 


vw 


2 
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do, ory tells, a painter once would try But firſt takes time with majeſty to rife, 
With his Fold hand to limn a deity : Then, without pride, divinely great, 
And he, by frequent practiſing that part, She mounts her native tkies ; 
Could draw a miror-god with wondrous art: And, Coddeſs like, retains her ſtate 
Put when great Jove did to the workman ſit, When down again the flies. 
"The thunderer ſuch horror did beget, Commands, which judgment gives, ſhe ſtill obeys, 
That put the frighted artiſt to a ſtand, Poth to depreſs her flight, and raiſe. 
And made his pencil drop from 's baffled hand. Tius Mercury from hcaven deſcends, 
And to this under workd his journey bends, 
When Jove his dread commands has given: 
Put ſtill, defcending, dignity maintains, 
As much a Go upon our humble plains, 
As when he, towering, reaſcends to heaven. 


— — . — — — 


TO MR. DRYDEN, UPON HIS TRANSLATION OF 
THE THIRD Rook OF VIRGIL'S GFEFOPGICS, 


A PINDARICK ODE 


111. 
But when thy Coddeis takes her flight, 


By Mu. JOHN DENNIS. With fo much mweſty to ſuch a he:ght, 
As can alone ſuthce to prove, 
PILE mounting with expanded wings That the deſcends from mighty Jove : 
W The Mantuan ſwan unbounded heaven ex- Gods! how thy thoughts then r.ſe, and ſoar, and 
plorco, ſhine! : 
White with feraphic ſounds he towering fings, Immortal ſpirit arimates each line; 


Till to divinity he ſoars: 


Each w. th bright flame that res our ſouls is crown, 
Mankind ſtands wondering at lis flicht. 


Fach las magnificence ot ſound, 


Charm'd with his muf.c, and his hexght : euer v IG: 5 

Which both travſcend our praiſe. Thus the firſt orbs, in their ich rounds, 
day Cods incline their ravith'd cars, | A I benen 5 wry 8 
and tune their own harmonious tpheres, * Nr 3 nber IEEg 

To his me lodious lays. Majeſtically dance. 
ou, Dryden, cantt hi. notes recite On, with eternal ſymphony, they roll, 

185 T 
In modern numbers, which expreſs ae curn d in . ee courle 0 
— . . e enn 

i licir mufic, and their vtmott micht: er ray inform p eg r 
' 1 p n IC . 
ou, wondrous poct, with ſucceſs an empyrea 100 


Canſt emulate his Right, 
11. 
Comet.mes of humble rural things, 
Thy Muſe, which keeps great Maro itill in ſiglit, 
in mice air with varied numbers fines ; 
And ſometimes her ſonorons flight 
heaven ſublimely wings. 


c8ce a Poem by Dur x, in this work 


DRYDEN'S ORIGINAL POEMS. 


«is os noble youth row ave pretence to be 


Dunces ſecurely, ievorant bhealthfully. 
DIE DEATH OF LORD HASTINGS. Rare linguiſt, whoſe worth ſpeaks itſelf, whoſe praiſe, 


Though not his o:vn, all tonues bef:des do raiſe : 
Mr roble Haſtings immaturely die, Than whom great Alexander may ſeem kt; ; 
rue honour of his ancient tamily, Wo conquer'd men, but rot ther lar gvas s. 
Ceauty and learr ing thus together meet, In his mouth nations ſpake ; his to night be 
10 bring a winding ſor a wedding ſheet ? 


Interpreter to Greece, France, Italy. 

His native ſoil waz the ſour parts o- ti earth ; 
All Furone was too rarrow for his birth. 

A young apoſtle ; and with reverence may 

I ſpeak it, infpir'd wit!; gift of tongues, as t''ey. 
1! merit be Jiſexſe; it virtue death; Nature gave him a child, what men in vain 
10 le g, rot obe; who'd then bequeath Ott ſtrive, by art, though further'd, to obtain. 
Himſelf to diſapune? who'd not eſteem His body was an orb, ulis ſublime foul 

Labour a crime? ſtudy ſelf- murtlier deem? Did move on virtue's, and on learning's pole: 


Luſt virtue prove death's harbinger ? muſt ſhe, 
With him expiring, feel mortality? 
is death, in's wages, grace's now? ſhall art 
lake us more learned, only to depart ? 


——m— ——- — —ͤͤ—ͤ— 
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Whoſe regular motions better to our view, 

Than Archimedes ſphere, the heavens did ſhew. 

Grazcs and vatues, languages, and arts, 

Beauty and learning, fill'd up all the parts. 

Heavens gifts, which do like falling ſtars appear 

Scatter d in others; all as in their ſphere, 

Were fix'd conglovate in his foul ; and thence 

Shone tlrough ſus tl ody, with \ veet influence 

Let:.ng tne:r glories fo on each limb fall, 

Tie whole france render'd was celeſtial. 

Cone, learn'd Ptolemy, and trial make, 

If thou this hero's altitude canſt take: 

But that tranſcends thy ſkill; thrice happy all, 

Could we but prove thus aſtronomical. 

Liv'd Tycho now, ſtrick with this ray which ſhone 

More bright i' th' morn, than others bean at 11601, 

He'd take his aſt olabe, and ſeek out here 

What new itar 'twas did gild our hemiſphere. 

Repleniſh'd then with ſuch rare gitts as the ſe, 

Where was room left lor ſuch a foul dircaſe ? 

The nat:on's fin hath drawn that veil which ſhrouds 

Our day- ſpring in ſo ſad berighting clouds, 

Heaven would ro longer truſt its pledge; but thus 

Recall'd it; rapt its Canymede from us. 

Was there ro milder way but the ſmall-pox, 

The very filthineſs of Pandora's box? 

So many ſpots. like næves on Venus" ſoll, 

One jewel ſet off with ſo many a foil; 

Bliſters with pride ſwell'd, which through's fleſh 
Cid fprout 

Like roſe-buds, ſtuck i' th' lily ſkin about. 

Each little pimple had a tear in it, 

To wail the fault its riting did commit : 

Which rebel-like, with its own lord at ſtriſe; 

Thus made an inſ:rretion 'ga.nſt his life. 

Or were theſ- yems ſent to adorn his ſxin, 

The cab'net of a richer ſoul within? 


No comet need foretel his chanze drew on, 


Whoſe corps might ſeem a conſtellation. 

O! had he dy'd of old, how great a ſtriſe 

Had been, who from his death ſhould draw their 
life ? 

Who ſhould, by one rich draught, become wha'e'er 

Seneca, Cato, Numa, Cæſar, Were? 

Learn'd, virtuous, pious, great; and have by this 

An univerſal metempſychoſis. 

Muſt all theſe aged 1:-es in one funeral 

Expire? all die in ond fo young, fo ſmall ? 

Who, had he liv'd his life out, his great fame 

Had ſwoln hove any Greek or Roman name. 

But haſty winter, with one blaſt, hath brouglit 

The hopes of autumn, ſummer, ſpring, to rouchr. 

Thus fades the oak i th ſprig, it! blade the corn; 

Thus without young, this Pliœnix dies, new-born. 

Moſt then old three-leg'd grey-beards with their 
gout, 

Catarrhs, racums, aches, live three long ages out ? 

Time's offals, only fit for th' hoſpital ! 

Gr to hang antiquaries rooms withal ! 

Muſt drunkards, lec!.ers ſpent with finning, live 

With ſueh helps as broths, poſſets, phyſic give? 

None live, but ſuch as ſhould die ? ſhall we meet 

Wit' none but ghoſtly fathers in the ſtreet ? 

Grief males me rail; ſorro will force its way 

And ſhowers of tears tempeſtuous ſighs beſt lay. 

The tongue may fail; hut overflowing eyes 

Will weep out lafting ſtreams of elegies. 
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But thou, O virgin-widow, leſt alone, 
No v thy be. oved, heaven-rav.thed ſpouſe is gone, 
Wie! ikiliui hire in vain ſtrove to apply 
Me.!'cines, woen thy balm was no tenicdy, 
With greater than Platonic love, O Me 
II. ſou, though not his ody, to thy bed: 
Let that mae thee a mother; bring t ou forth 
Th' ideas o. his virtue, krowledge, worth ; 
Irarfcribe ti original in new copies; give 
Haitings o' th' better part; fo ſhalt he Ive 
In's ro'yer halt; and tic great grandfire be 
Of an hero.c divine progeny : 
An iſſue, which t eternity ſhall laſt, 
Vet but th' irradiations which he caſt. 
rrect ro mauſo.cums: tor his beſt 


Monument is lis ſpouſe's marble breat. 


HERKOTCSTANEZAS ON THE DFATH OF 
OLIVER TROMWE LE 


WRITTEN AFTER HIS FUNERAL. 


. 
A ND row ' tis time; for their officious haſte, 
EA Who would Hefore hae borre him to tle ſky, 
Like cazer Romans, cre all rites were paſt, 
Did let tco ſoon the ſacred eagle fly. 
11. 
Though our heſt notes are treaſon to his fame, 
Join'd with the loud applauſe of publ.c voice; 
Sin ce heaven, what praiſe we offer to his rama, 
Hath rencer'd too authentic by its choice. 


111. 
Tiouzh in his praiſe ro arts can liberal be, 
Since the, vhoſe Muſes have tie lughett flown, 
Add not o his immortal memory, 
But do an act of f-;endſhip to their own: 
IV. 
Yet 'tis our duty, and our intereſt too, 
Such monuments as we can build to raiſe; 
Lett all the world prevent what we ſhould do, 
And claim a title in him by their praiſe. 
V 
How ſhall I then begin, or where conclude, 
To draw a fame fo truly circular ; 
For in a round what order can be ſhew'd, 
Where all the parts fo equal perfect arc? 
VI. 
His grandeur he deriv'd from heaven alone; 
For he was great ere fortune made him ſo: 
And wars, like miſts that riſe azainſt the ſun 
Made him but greater ſeem, not greater grow: 


vII. 
No borrow'd bays his temples did adorn, 
But to our crown he did freſh jewels bring; 
Nor was his virtue poifon'd ſoon as born, 


| With the too early thoughts of being king. 


'We ove that bleſſing, rot to him, but heaven, 
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viii. 
Fortune, that eaſy miſtreſ; to the young, 

But to her ancient ſervants, coy and hard, 
Him at that age her favourites rank'd among, 


When the ker beſt-Jov*'d Pompey did diſcard. 


IX. 
He private mark'd the faults of others” ſway, 
And fet as ſea- marks for himfelt ro thun : 
Not ike ral; movarchs, who their youth betray 
By acts their age too late would wiih urcone. 


K. 
And yet Cominion was not his deſign; 


W hich to tur acts urfought rewards did on; 
Rewards, that icfs to him than us were gen. 


*I. 
Our ſormer chiefs, like ſticklers of the war, 
Fir ſought © inflame the partes, then to poiſe : 
Tie quarrel 107d, but did the cauſe ablior; 
And did not ftrike to hurt, but make a ro:fe. 
x17, 
War, our conſumption, was their gainſul trade: 
We inward bled, whiift they pro ony'd our pain; 
He ought to end our fighting, and eſſa, d 
To ttauncl the blood by breathing of the vein. 
* 111. 
Swift and reſift'ef; thriough the land he paſt, 
Like that hold Creek who did the Eaſt ſubdue, 
And made to hatt le, ſuch heroic haſte, 
Az it on wings 0: victory he fiew. 


XIV. 


Fe ſongit ſecutre of forturc as of ſame: 


Still by ve maps the iſland might be ſheven, 
Oi congue:ts, which he ſtrew'd where'er he came, 
Thick as the galaxy with ſtars is ſown. 
xv. 

His palms, thouzh urder weights they did rot ſtand, 
Sti thrividg ro winter could us lautels face: 
Ee aen in his portrait ſnew'd a v orkman's band, 

And crew it perfect, yet without a Made. 
xV1. 
Pence was the prize of all his toil and care, 
Vhich war had baniſt'd, and did row reſtore: 
Boo na's walls thus monnted in the air, 
10 ſeat themſelves more ſurely than lefore, 
xvit. 
Her ſafety reſcu'd Ireland to him owes; 
And treacherous Scotland, to no intereſt true, 
Yet bleſt that ſate which did his arms d:ſpofe 
Her land to civilize, as to ſubdue. 


xvIII. 

Nor was he like thoſe ſtars which only ſhine, 
When to pale mariners they ſtorms portend : 

He had his calmer influence, and his mien 
Did love and majeſty together blend. 


X1X. 
"Tis true his count'nance did imprint an awe z 
And naturally all ſouls to his did bow, 
As wands of divination downward draw, 
And point to beds where ſovereign go. d doth grow 


XX. 

When paſt all offerings to Feretrian Jove, 
He Mars depos'd, and arms to gowns made yield; 

Succeſsful councils did him ſoon approve , 
As ft for cloſe intrigues, as open field, 
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To ſuppliant Holland he vouchſaſ'd a peace, 


Our once Fold rival of the Britiſh main, 


Now tamely glad her unjuſt claim to ceaſe, 


And buy our friendſhip with her icol, gain. 
XXII. 


Fame of th' aſſerted ſea throuzh Europe blown, 


Made France and Spain ambitious of his love; 


Fach knew that fide muſt conquer he wonli owng 


Ard or him ficrcely, as for empire, ſtrove. 
XX111. 


Jo ſooner was the Frenchman's cauſe embrac'd, 


Than the light Monficur the grave Don out» 
weigh'd: 


is fortune turn'd the ſcale where er *twas caſt; 


"it bough Indian mines were in the other laid. 


xxiv. 
len abſert, yet we corquer*d in his richt: 
For though ſome meaner artitt's ſkill were ſhown 


in mingling colours, or in placing light; 


Yet still the fair deſignment was his own. 


XXV, 
or from all tempers he could ſervice draw; 
The worth of cach with its alloy, he knew, 
And, as tic confident of nature, ſaw 
How ſhe complexions did divide and brew. 


XXVI. 


Or he their ſingle virtues did ſurvey, 


By intuition in his oven large breaft, 
Where all the rich ideas of them lay, 
IJ hat were the ul and meaſure to the re 


XXVII. 

When ſuch heroic virtue heaven ſets ont, 
The ſtars, like commons, ſullenly ohey ; 
Becauſe it drains them when it comes about, 
And therefore is a tax they ſeldom pay. 


XXV1I11. 
From this high ſpring our foreign conqueſts flow, 
Which yet more glorious t iumphis do portendʒ 
Since the r commencement to his arms they owe, 
It ſprings as high as mountains may aſcend. 
XX1X. 
He made us free-men of the continent, 
Whom nature did like captives treat heſore; 
To rovler preys the Englith lion ſent, 
And tauglt him firſt in Belgian walks to roar. 
XXX. 
That old unqueſtion'd pirate of the land, 
Proud Rome, with dread the fate of Dunkirk heardg 
And trembling wiſh'd behind more Alps to ſtand, 
Although an Alexander were her guard. 
XXXT. 
By his command we toldly croſs'd the line, 
And bravely fought where fouthern ſtars ariſe 
We trac'd the far-fetch'd old unto the mine, 
And that which brib'd our fathers made our prize. 


XXXx11. 

Such was our prince; yet own'd a foul above 
The higheſt acts it could produce to ſhow : 

Thus poor mechanic arts in public move, 

Wlulſt the deep ſecrets beyond practice go. 


XXX111. 

Nor dy'd he when his ebbing fame went leſs, 
But when ſreſh laurels courted him to live; 

He ſeem'd but to prevent ſome ne ſucceſs, 
As if above what triumplis earth could give! 
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xxxiv. 
His lateſt viQories ſtill thickeſt came, 
As, near the center, motion doth increaſe; 
Till he, preſs*d down by his own weigity name, 
Did, like the veſtal, under ſpoils deceaſe. 
XXXV. 
But firſt the ocean as a tribute ſent 
The giant prince ol all her watery herd; 
And th' iſſe, when her protefting genius went, 
Upon his obſequies loud ſiglis conſerr'd. 
XXXVI. 
No civil bro'ls have ſince his death aroſe, 
But fact on row by habit does obey; 
And wars have that reſect tor lus repoſe, 
As winds for halcyons when they breed at ſea, 
a XXXVII. 
His aſhes ina peaceful wn ſhall reſt, 
His rame a great example ſtands, to ſhow 
How ſtrangely hich endeavours may be bleſt, 
Where piety and valour jointly go. 
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SETREAA KEDVUSA 


A POEM ON THE HAPPY RESTORATION ANY His wounds he took, like Romans, on his breaft, 
RETURN OF HIS SACRED MAJESTY CHARLES Which by his virtue were with laurcls dreſt. 


11, 1660. 


Jam redit & virgo, redeunt Saturnia regna.“ 


VIE C. Within the water, mov'd along the ſkies. 


The loft great age fereteld by ſacred rhimes 
Renews it's fivita curie 5 Saturnian times 
Rc! reund again. 


OW with a general peace the world was bleſt, But ſtay'd and ſufter'd fortune to repent. 


Wehle our's, a world divided from the reſt, 
A dreadful quiet felt, and worſer far 
Than arms, a ſullen interval of war: 


Thus when black clouds draw down the labouring That muſt luis futferings both regret and bleſs ? 


ſkies, 
Fre yet abroad the winged thunder flies, 
An horrid ſtillneſs firſt invaces the ear, 
And in that ſilence we the tempeſt fear. 
Th ambitious Swede, like reſtleſs billows toſt, 
Gr: t'tis hand gaining what on that he loſt, 
Tho:=h in his life he blood and ruin breath'd, 
Jo his row guireleſs knen, peace bequeath'd, 
Ard heaven, that ſem'd revarelefs of our fate, 
For France and Spain did miracles create; 
Such mortal quarrels to compoſe in peace 
As vature bred, and intereſt did increaſe. 
We fgt'd to car the fair Iberian bride 
Muſt grow a11y tothe Lly's fide, 
While our croſs ſtars deny'd us Charles's bed, 
Whom our frtt Aames and virgin love did wed. 
For hi lon” abſence church and ſtate did groan; 
Ma'veſs the pulpit, faRion ſeiz*c the throne : 
Experienc'd ac in deep deſpair was loſt, 
To fee the rebel thrive, the yal croſt: 
Youth that with joys had unacquainted bee: *, 
Envy'd grey ha. rs taat once good days had ſeen : 
Ve thouglit our fire, rot with their own content, 
Tlad ere we came to age our portion ſpent. 
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Nor could our nobles hope their hold attempt 

Who rum'd crowns would coronets exempt : 

For when by their deſigning leaders taught 

To ſtrize at po-ver w ich for themſelves they ſouglit, 
The vulgar, xull'd into rebellion, arm'd : 

Their Hloo4 to action by the prize was warm'd. 
The ſacred purple then and ſcarlet govn, 

Like ſangume dye, to elephants was ſhewn. 

nus when the bold Typhœus ſcal'd the ſky, 

And ſorc'd great Jove tom his own heaven to fly, 
What king, what crown, from treaſon's reach is free, 
If Jove and heaven can violated be?) 

nne lefler rods, that ſhar'd his proſperous ſtate, 
All ſuffer'd in the exild Thunderer's fate. 

The rabble now ſuch freedom did enfoy, 

As winds at fea, that uſe it to deſtroy : 

Plind as the Cyclop, and as wild as he, 

They own'd a lawleſs ſavage liberty, 

Like that our painted anceſtors fo priz'd, 

Ere empire's arts their breaſts had civiliz'd. 

How great were then our Charles's woes, who thus 
Was torc*d to ſuffer for humſelf and us! 

He, toſs'd by rate, and hurry'd up and down, 
Heir to his father's ſorrows, with his crown, 

Could taſte no ſweets of youth's defir'd age; 

2ut found his life too true a pilgrimage. 
Unconquer'd yet :i that forlorn eſtate, 

His manly courage overcame his fate. 


As ſouls reach heaven while yet in bodies pent, 
So did he live above his baniſhment. 
That ſun, which we beield with cozen'd eyes 


How eafy tis, when deſtiny proves kind, 
With full-ſpread fails to run before the wind ! 
But thoſe that ga nſt Riff gales lavetring go, 
Muſt be at once reſolv'd and ſkiliul too. 

He would rot, like ſoſt Otho, hope prevent, 


Theſe virtues Galba in a ſtranger ſought, 
And Pifo to adopted empire brought. 
How ſhall I then my doubtful thoughts expreſs, 


For when his carly valour Heaven had croit 
And all at Worc'ſter but the honour loſt ; 
!Forc'd into exile from his rigtitful throne, 

He made all countries where he came his own ; 
' And, viewing monarchs? ſecret arts of ſway, 

\ royal factor jor his kingdom lay, 

Thus baniſh'd David ſpert abroad his time, 
When to be Co's arointed was his crime; 
And when reſtor'd, made his proud neighbours rue 
1 hofe choice remarks he from his travels drew. 
Nor is he only by afflictions ſho n 

To conquer other realms, hut rule his own ; 
Recovering hardly what he loſt heſore, 

His right encears it much; his purchaſe more. 
Inur'd to ſufter ere he came to reign, 

No raſh procedure will his act ons ſtain : 

To buſineſs ripen'd by digeſtive thought, 

His future rule is into method brought : 

As tie, who firſt proportion vrderſtand, 


We light alone in dark afflictions find. 
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Witt eaſy practice reach a matter's hand. + 
Well mizht the ancient poets then confer = 
On night the honour'd name of Counſellor, 3 
Since, ſtruck with rays of proſperous fortune blind, 
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In ſuch adverſitꝭes to ſcepters train'd, 

he name of Great his famous grandſire gain'd: 

Who yet a king alone in name and right, 

With hunger, cold, and angry Jove did fight; 

Shock'd by a covenanting lengue's vaſt powers, 

As holy and as catholic as our's: 

ill tortunc's truitleſs ſpite had mare it krown, 

Her blows not ſhook but riveted lus thront e. 
Some lazy ages, loſt in fleep and caſc, 

No act. on leave to buſy chronicles : 

Such, whoſe ſupine felicity but males 

In ſtory chaſms, in epocha miſtakes; 


Oer whom Time gently ſhakes h:s wings of don, 


ill with his filent fickle they are mown. 
Such is not Cliarles's too too active age, 
Which, govern'd by the witd diſtemper'd rage 
Of fome black ftar infecting all the tk.es, 
Made him at his own coſt like Adam wiſe. 
'Iremble, ye nations, which ſecvre te'ore, 
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Ho hard was then his taſk! at once to be 

What in the Fody naturally we fee ? 

Van's aichiteq diſt.n&ly did ordain 

"The charge of muſcies, nerves, and of the brain, 
rough vewleſs concuits fpirits to diſpenſe; 

he rns of r:.0t on from the ſeat of ſer fe. 

"1 vas 1 ot the hatty pioduct of a day, 

Ru tae well r.pen'd fruit ef wite delay. 

He. lit e a vatient anger, ere he ſtrock, 

V ovld let inn play a while upon the hook. 

Our heal! ty food the ſtomachi labours thus, 

At fett eamracing what it ſtraight coth cruſh. 

W .fe leaches will not vain receipts obtrude, 

Vine $row ing pans prorounce the humours crude! 
Deaf to complaints tiey wait upon the ill, 

Tull fome falc crits authorlze their (kill. 

Nor could his ads too cloſe a vizard wear, 

10 ſcape tien eye; whom guilt had taught to ſear, 
And guard w.th caut on that polluted neſt, 


Laugh'd at thoſe arms that *gamtt ovriclves we, Whepce Lez.on twice before was diſpoſſeſt: 


tore; 
Rouz'd by the laſh of his own ſtubborn tall, 
Our hon now will foreign foes aſſall. 
With alga who the ſacred altar ſftre-vs ? 
To all the ſea gods Charles an offering owes: 
A bull to thee, Portunus, ſhall be fla.n, 
A lamb to you, ye tempeſts of tie mam: 
For thoſe loud ftorms that did azainſt him roar, 
Have cait his ſhipwreck'd vetie! on the ſhore, 
Yet as wiſe artiſts mix their colours fo, 
"i hat by degrees they ſiom each other go; 


Once ſacred houte 3 which when they enter'd in, 

hey thouvglit the place could ſanctify a fin; 

Like thoſe that va.nly hop'd kind heaven would 
wine, 

ile to excel; on martyrs' tombs they drink. 

And as devouter 'T urks firſt warn their fouls 

10 part, bete they taſte forbidden Fowls: 

So tlieſe, when their black crimes they went about, 

Firſt timely charm'd their uſeleſs conſcience out. 

Keligion's name aga:nft itſelf was mace; 

The ſhacow ſcrv'd the ſubſtance to invade; 


Flack ftea's unheeded from the ne:2hlouring walte, Like 74wous miff.ons, they did care pretend 


Without oFending the well-cozen'd fight: 
So on us ſtole our bleti's change; white we 
n' effect did teel, but ſcarce the manr er ſee. 
Hoſts that conftra.n the ground, and birth deny 
lo flowers that in its womb expetliny Le, 

Do felcom their uſurping porver withdraw, 

But rag.ng floods purſue tueir haſty thaw, 

Our thaw was inild, tie cold rot chas'd away, 
Bur loſt in kindly heat of lengthen'd day. 
Heaven would ro hargain tor itz Hemngs drive, 
Put what we could rot pay {or, negiy give. 

The Prince of peace would ite himſcif conier 
A gift urhop'd, w.thout the price of war: 

Yet, as he knew his Heſfirg's worth, took care, 
i hat we ſr.ou!! krow it by rene mec 1rager ; 


, 


Wich ſtorm'd tne ſkies, and rau d Caries fon 


tievce, 
As heaven itſeif is took hy vio!erce. 
Poot.r's ;orward valour only ferv*d to f} ow, 
Ee durit that duty pay we all did owe: 
il attempt was fair; hut heaven's prefixed hour 
Not come: fo, Ike ttc ateliſul travetler 
That by the moon's muiftalen 1 gh Cid r. ſe, 
Lay Cown again, and clos'd his weary eyes. 
"1 was Monk, whom Providence denen d to coſe 
Ihoſe real Fonds ſalie freecom did impoſe. 
The bleſed ſaints, that watch'd this turning ſcene, 
Did from their ſtars with joyful wonder lean, 
To ce ſmall clues draw vaſteſt weielits aaong, 
Not in the:r bulk but in their order ſtrong. 
Thus pencils can by one ſlight touch retftore 
Smiles to that changed face that wept before. 
With each ſuch fond clumæra we purſue, 
As fancy frames for fancy to ſubdue: 
But when ourſelves to action we tetake, 
It ſhuns the mint like gold that chemiſts make. 
Vor III 


Of fouls in ee, but mace the poid their end. 
Th' incenſed rowers beheld with feorn from high 
And heaven ſo for diftant froin the ſky, 
Which durf?, .ch Hñore | 005 that beat the ground, 
And mart.ai has, Feiy the thunder's found. 
"Twas hence ai engtli juſt vengeance thought it fit, 
To freed their un hy their imp ous wit. 
Thus Sforz4, cvrz'd w.th a tao ſert e bran, 
! oft by his w les tne power his it did gain. 
Flerccionth ther Huge mult fpend at leſſer rate, 
than in its Atames to wrap a rat'.on's fate, 
Sofjer'd to lu e, they are I. ke He'ots ſet, 

\ virtuous Niaine within us to beget, 
or by ch moſt we finn'd beioie, 
Ard glat;-k1 e clearneſs mix'd with frallty tore. 
But Gnce 16£107md by what we did amiſs, 
We by our ſufferings learn to prize our bliſs: 
ike early lovers, whoſe unpractis'd hearts 
Were jong tie may-game of malicious arts, 
hen once they find their jealouſies were vain, 
Wirn doubie heat renew their fires again. 

Twas this uod uc'd the jo/ that hurry d o'er 
Such fwa;ms of Englith to the ne ghbouring ſhore, 
Fo fetch that pr.ze, by wiuch Batavia mace 

C rich ameuds {or our imo erith'd trade. 
Gl; had you feen from Scheveli.n's barren ſhore, 
(Corded with troops, and barren now no more,) 
Afi.cied Hollard to his farewell bring 
rue, forrow, Holland to regret a king! 
While waiting lum his royal feet did ride, 
And willing winds to their lower'd ſails deny ' d. 
Ihe wavering ſtreamers, flags, and ſtand ads cut, 
The merry ſeamen's rude tut chearfvl ſhout 
And laſt the cannons vo'ce that ſhook the ſkics, 
Ard, as it fares in ſudden ecftaſies, 

At once bereft us both o cars ard eyes. 

C 
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The Nafeby, now no longer England's ſhame, Our nation with united intereſt bleſt, 
But better to be loſt in Charles's name, Not now content to poize, ſhall ſway the reft. 
(Like ſome vnequal bride in nobler ſheets) Ahroad your empire ſhall no limits know, 
Receives her lord: the joytul London meets 3ut, like the ſea, in boundleſs circles flow. 
The princely York, himſelf alone a fre:ght; Your much-tov'd fleet ſhall, with a wide command. 
The Swiſt-ſure groans beneath great Gloſter's| Beſiege the petty monarclis of the land: 

weight: And as old Time his offspring ſwallow'd down, 
Secure as when the halcyon breeds, with theſe, Our ocean in its depths all ſeas ſhall drown. 
He that was born to drown might croſs the ſeas, Their wealthy trade from pirates“ rapine free, 
Heaven could not own a Providence, and take Our merchants ſhall no more adventurers be: 
The wealth three nations ventur'd at a ſtake. Nor in the fartheſt Eaſt thoſe dangers fear, 
The ſame indulzence Charles's voyage bleſs d, Which humble Holland muſt diſſemble here. 
Which in h s right had miracles conteſs'd. Spain to your gift alone her Indies owes ; 
T he winds that never moderat on knew, For what the powerful takes rot he beſtows ; 
Atraid to blaw too much, too faintly blew ; And France, that did an exile's preſence fear, 
Or, out of breath with joy, could not enlurge May juſtly apprehend you {till too near. 
Their ſtrengthen'd lungs, or conſcious of their|At home the hateful names of parties ceaſe, 

charge, Ard factious ſouls are wearied into peace. 
The Britiſh Amphytrite, ſmooth and clear, The diſcontented now are only they, 
In richer azure never did appear; Whoſe crimes before did your juſt cauſe betray : 
Proud her returning prince to enterta.n Of thoſe your edicts ſome reclaim from fin, 
With the ſubmittted faſces of the main. Put moſt your life and bleſt example win, 

AND welcome now, great monarch, to your own ; Oh happy prince, whom heaven hath taught the 

Behold tl! approaching clifts of Alh.on : Way 
It is no longer motion cheats your view, By paying vows to have more vovys to pay! 
As you meet it, the land apprexcheth you. Oh happy age! Oh times like thoſe alone, 
The land returns, and, in tae white it wears, By fate reſerv'd for great Auguſtus' throne ! 
The marks of penitence and ſorrow bears. ien the joint growth of arms and arts foreſhew 


But you, whoſe goodneſs your deſcent doch few, The world a monarch, and that monarch you. 
Your heavenly parentage and eartlily too; | 
By that ſame mildnefs, winch your futl.er's crown 
Before did raviſh, ſhall ſecure your own. —— —— 
Not tied to rules of pol cy, you find 
Revenge leſs ſweet than a ſorg.vins mind. 
Thus, when th' Almighty would to NMoſcs give TO HIS SACRED MA ] ESTY; 
A ſight of all he could behold and live ; g 

A voice before his entry did proclaim 
Long-ſutffering, eooꝗneſs. mercy, in his name, nnn ĩ B 
Your power to juſtice doth ſuhmit your cauſe, | 
Your goodneſs only is above the laws z N that wild deluge where the world was drown'd, 
Whoſe rigid letter, while prorounc'd hy you, When life and fin one common tomb had found, 
Js fatter made. So wins that tempeits brew, The firtt ſmall proſpe® of a riſing hill 

When through Arab:an groves they rake their flight. ] With var.ous notes of joy the ark did fill: 

Mare wanton witu rich ours, Joſe tler ſpite. Yet wien that flood in its owh depths was drown'd, 
And as thoſe lees, that trouble it, refins It leit beiund it falſe arid N);ppery ground; 

The agitated ſou] of generous wine : And the more ſfoiemn pomp was ſtill deterr'd, 

So tears of joy, tor your returring, ſſult;  [Tillvery-Forn natwe in freſh looks appear'd. 

Work out, and expiatc our former gvilt. Thus, t0,al fir, to ire you landed here, 

Mettunks I fee thoſe crouds on Dover's ſtrand, Was cauſe enough of triumph for a year : 

Who, in their haſte to welcome you to land, Nor would your care thoſt 7;orious joys repeat, 
Cliokd up the beach with their ſtill-g:owing ſtore, ill they at once might be ſecure and great: 

And mare a wilder torrent on the ſhore ; Till your kind beams, by their continved ſtay, 
While, ſpurr'd with eager thoughts of paſt delight, Had warm'd the ground, and call'd the damps 


Thoſe, ho had feen you, court a ſecond ſiglit; av ay. 

l'reventing ſtil! your ſteps, and making haſte Sych v2povrs, while your powerful influence dries, 
Jo meet you oſten whereſoe'er you paſt. Then ſooneft vaniſh when they higheſt riſe. 

flow ſhall I ſpeak of that triumphant lay, Had greater haſte theſe ſacred rites prepar'd, 

When you renew'! tit expiring pomp of May! Some guiity months had in your triumphs ſhar'd : 
( A mouth that ons an intereit in your name: But this untainted year is all your own; 

Yo! an1 tne tiowwers are its peculiar claim.) - {Your glories may without our crimes be ſhown. 
That ar, that at your birth ſhone out fa bright, We had not yet exhauſted all our ſtore, 

It ſta n'd the duller ſun's meridian light, When you reſreſh'd our joys by adding more: 

Did once azain its po nt fires renew, As heaven, of old, diſpens'd celeſtial dew, 


Guiding our eyes to find and worthip you. 

And nov Time's whiter ſeries is begun, 
Which in ſoſt centuries ſhall ſmoothly run: 
]1ofe clouds, that overcaſt your morn, ſhall ſiy, 
P. ſpell d to fartheft corners of the (ky. 


| You gave us manna, and ſtill give us new. 
Now our ſad ruins are remov'd from fight, 
The ſeaſon too comes fraught with new delight; 
Time ſeems not now beneath his years to ſtoop, 
8 co his wings with ſickly feathers droop ; 
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©} weſtern winds waſt o'er the gaudy ſpring, 
And open'd ſcenes of flowers and bloſſoms bring, 
o grace this happy day, while you appear, 
Not king of us alone, but of the year. 
Ail eyes you draw, and with the eyes the heart: 
Ot your own pomp yourſelf the greateſt part: 
Loud ſhouts the nation's happineſs proclaim, 
And heaven this day is feaſted with your naine. 
Your cavalcade the ſair ſpectators view, 
From their lugh ſtandings, yet ook up to you. 
From your brave train eacli fingles out a prey, 
And longs to date a conqueſt trom your day. 
Now charg'd with bleſſings while you ſeek repoſe, 
Giticious Numbers haſte your eyes to cloſe ; 
And glorious dreams ſtand ready to retio: e 
Tlie pleafing ſhapes of all you faw hefe. 
Next to the ſacred temple you are led, 
Where waits a crown for your more facrec head: 
How juſtly from the church that crown is duc, 
Preſerv'd from ruin, and reftor'd by you ! 
"The grateful choir their harmony emp!oy, 
Not to make greater, but more ſolemm joy. 
Wrapt foit and warm your name is ſent on high, 
As flames do on the winys of incenic fly: 

{ufick herſelf is loft, in vain the brin'ss 
Her c}oiceſt notes to praſe the heſt of kings: 
Her melting ſtrains in you a tomb have (ound, 
And le like bees in their own ſweetrers Crown'd. 
Le that brougiit peace, all diicord could atone, 
His name is muſic of itſelf alone. 
Nov white the ſacred ol ar &.nts your heul, 
Aud fragrant ſcents, begun hom you, we ſpren? 
trough the large dome; the peopte's jo, ſul ſound, 
Sent back, is ſtill preferv*'d in hallo d ground; 
Which in one hleſſing miat'd deſcends on you; 
As heighten'd ſpirits fall in richer dew. 
Not that our wiſhes Co increaſe your Rore, 
Full of yourſelt you can admit no more: 
We add not to your glory, but emp!oy 
Our time, like angels, in expreſſing joy. 
or is it duty, or our hopes alone, 
Create that joy, but full fruition: 
We kno thoſe bleſſings which we muſt poſſeſs, 
And judge of future by paſt happineſs. 
No promiſe can oblige a prince fo much 
Still to be good, as long to have heen ſuch. 
A robie emulation beats your breaſt, 
And your own fame row robs you of your reft. 
Good actions ſtill muſt be maintain'd with good, 
As todies rouriſh'd with retemtling ood. 
You have already quench'd ſecit.on's brand ; 
And zeal, which burnt it, only warms the land. 
The jealous ſes, that dare not truſt their cauſe 
So far trom their own will as to the laws, 
You for tlieir umpire ard tlicir ſynod take, 
And their appeal alone to Cæſar make. 
Kind heaven ſo rare a temper did provide, 
That guilt repenting mig in it confide. 
Among our crimes o-livion may be ſet : 
But tis our king's perfetion to ſorpet. 
Virtues unknown to theſe ougli rorthern climes 
From milder heavens you bring without their 

crimes. | 

Your calmneſs does no after-ſtorms provide, 
Nor ſeeming patience mortal anger hide. 
When empire firſt from familæs did ſpring, 
Then every fat ier govern'd as a king: 
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But you, that are a ſovereign prince, allay 

Imperial power with your paternal ſway. 

rom thoſe great cares when eaſe your ſoul unbends, 

Your pleaſures are deſign'd to noble ends? 

Born to command the 1:1i\treſs of tlie ſeas, 

Your thoughts themſelves in that blue empire pleaſe. 

Hither in ſuminer evenings you repair 

To taſte the fraic/crr of the purer air: 

Undaunted here you ride, when winter raves, 

With Cwtar's heart that roſe above the waves. 

More I could ting, but fear my numbers ſtays; 

No io al ſubject Cares that courage praiſe. 

In ſtately frigates moſt delight you find, 

Where well-draven battles fire your martial mind. 

What to your cares we owe, is learnt from hence, 

When ev'n your picafures ferve tor our delence. 

Peyond your court Hos in th* admitted tide, 

Where in new dept''s the wondering fiſhes glide: 

Here in a royal hed the waters ſleep; 

Wlien, tir'd at ſea, w:tiun tis hay they creep. 

Here the miſtruſtiul fowl harm ſuſpects, 

So ſate we all things winch our king protects. 

om your lod Thames a Heffing yet is due, 

&econd alone to that it brought in you 3 

A queen, near wi.ole chte womb ordain'd by 
fate, 

The fouls of kings untorn for bodies wait. 

it was your love he ore made diſcord ceaſe: 

our love is deitin'd to your country's Peace. 

Voth Indies, rivals in your bed, provide 

Wich gold or jevee!s to acorn your bride. 

Mus to a mighty king preſents rich ore, 

| While that with incerfe goes a god imp'ore. 

Two king /oms wait your ©0011, and, as you chooſe, 

his muſt receive a cio vn, or that mult loſe. 

Thus from your royal oak, like Jove's of old, 

Are anſwers ſought, and deſtinies foretold: 

Propitious oracles are begg*d with vows, 

And crowns that grow upon the ſacred toughs. 

Your ſutje&ts, while you weigh the nation's fate, 

Suſpend to both their doubtful love or hate: 

Chuſe only, ſir, that ſo they may poſſeſs 

With their ov/n peace tl. eit children's happineſs. 
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LORD CHANCELLOR HYDE. 


PRESENTED ON NEW-YEAR'S DAY, 1662. 
\ HILE flattering crouds officiouſly appear, 

To give themſelves, not you, an happy year; 
And by the greatneſs of their preſents prove 
How much they hope, but not how well they love ; 
Ihe Muſcs, who your early courtſhip boaſt, 
Though row your flames are with their beauty loſt, 
Vet watch their time, that, if you have forgot 
They were your miſtreſſes, the world may rot: 
Decay'd by time and wars, they only prove 
Their former beauty by your former 'ove ; 
And now preſent, as ancient ladies do, 
That courted long, at length are farc*d to woe. 
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For ſtill they lock on you with ſuch kind eyes, 
As thoſe that ſce the church's fovereien r:(c ; 
From their own order choſe, in wioſe luzh ſtate, 
"They think them{cives the ſecond cho.ce of fate. 
When our great monarch no exile went, 
Wit and religion ſufter'd banithment. 
Thus once, When Troy was wrap'd in fic and 
ſmolce, 
The helpleſs gods their burning ſhrines ſorfehtg; 
They with their vanquiſh'd prince and paity go, 
And leave their temples empty to the los. 
At length the Viuſes ſtand, reitor'd again 
To that great charge which nature did orcan ; 
And tho ir zo d Druids ſeem'd reviv'd by fate, 
While you diſpenſe the laws, and guide the fate 
The nation's ſoul, our monarch, Co: > d. ſpenſe, 
Through you, to us, his vital influence; 
Von are the channel, where thoſ- ſpirics flow, 
Ana work them higher, as to us they go. 
In open prope rothing bounds our eye, 
Until the earth ſeems join'd unto the ky : 
So in this hemiſphere our utmoſt view 
Is only bounded by our king and you: 
Our fight is limited where you are join'd, 
And beyond that ro farther heaven can find. 
So well your virtues do with his agree, 
That, though your orhs of different greatneſs be, 
Yet both are for each other's uſe dif os'd, 
His to incloſe, and yours to be inclo, d. 
Nor coult another in your room have been, 
Except an emptineſs, had come between. 
Well may he then to you his cares impart, 
And thare his burden where he ſhares his gg. 
In you his fieep ful wakes ; hi, ple ures nud 
Their ſhare of buſineſs in your la on mud. 
So when the weary ſun his place reſigns, 
He leaves is light, and by refle&.on ſhines. 
Juſtice, that fits and frowns wliere public laws 
Exclude ſoft mercy from a t-ivate cauſe, 
In your tribunal moſt herſelf docs pleaſe ; 
There 0n!; ſmiles becaute the lives at caſe ; 
And, like young David, finds her itrength the more. 
When difincyumber'd from thoſe arms the wore. 
Heaven wo id our royal mailer ſould exccrtl 
Moſt in that virtue, which we moſt did need; 
And his mill father (who too late did find 
All mercy vain but what with power was join'c) 
His fatal gcocinef(s left to fitter times, | 
Not to increaſe, but to ern, our Crimes : 
But when the heir of this vaſt treafure knew 
How large a legacy was left to yo"! 
Too great for any ſubject to retain! 
je wiſely ty'd it to the cron atk 
Vet, paſſing throuth your hands, it gather more, 
As ſtreams, tluougzhu mines, bear tc 
ore 
hile empiric politicians ute deceit, 
Hide what they give, and cure but by a cheat; 
You toldly ſhew tlie ſkill Wü they pretend, 
And work by means as noble as your end: 
Which ſhould you veil, we miglit unwind the clue, 
As men do rature, till we came to your. 
And as the In lies were : ot found, be'ore 
Thoſe rich perfumes, which, from the happy ſhore, 
The winds upon their balmy wings convey*d, 
Whoſe guilty ſweetneſs firſt their world betray d; 
So hy your counſels we are brought to view 
A rich and undiſcover'd world in you, 


Ser. 


By you our monarch docs that ſame aſſure, 

WW hich kings muſt have, or carrot live ſecure; 
Fer proſperous princes rain their ſubjects heart, 
Who love that praiſe in which themſeives have part. 


By you he fits thoſe ſubjeRs to obey, 

as heaven's eternal monarch does convey An 

His power upſcen, and man to his defigns, Ar 

By his bright mnifters the ſtars, inclires. Li} 
Gur ſetting ſun, nom his declining feat, 10 

Shot beams of kindneſs on you, not of ht: Is | 

And, when his ove was Founded in a few, : It | 

\' hat were unhappy that they might he true, 7 ze: 

Made you the favourite of his laſt fad times, = 

Tat i» 4 ſufferer in his ſuhjects crimes : 1 

Thus thoſe firſt favorrs you recziv'd, were ſent, toy 

Like heaven's rewards in cartiily puniſkment. 1 

Vet foitune, conſc:ous of your deit.ny, 5 8 

Een then took care to lay you foitly by; A 


And wrap'd your fate among her piec.ous things, 
Kept freſu to be unfolded with your king's. 

Sheen all at once you Cazzled fo our eyes, 

As rew-Þomn Pallas did the gods ſurprize ; 

Wen, n {orth from Jove's new-clofing 
| . ound, 

She ſtruc 


K the Warl ke ſpear into the ground; T! 
Which Fer leaves did ſuddenly in clole,. Al 
And per ceful olives ſhaded as they roſe. Tl 
f Ho v fir angely active are the arts of — T 
Wu oſe reitieſs notions leſs than wars do ceaſe ! "7 
'P eace i» rot freed from labour hut from noiſe; * 
Ard war more {orce, but rot more pains employs : . 
[Such is the mig! 'y f wiftnels of your mind, de 
That, like the carth, it leaves our ſenſe behind, 80 
Winde you ſo 1n,00* iy turn arc ro our ſphere, . 
That rapid motion docs but reſt appcar. | * 
tor, as in nature's fwittneſs, with the thirong 7 Y 
Ot flying orhs while ours is borr.: Along, R 
All ſeems at reſt to the deluded cye, | 1 
Mov'd hy the ſonl of the ſame coming yy 
50, Carrie on by your unwearicd Ca) P 
We reſt in pta , ard yet in motion —_ . 1 
Let envy tier! thoſe crimes within you ſ-. *Y I: 
From which the happy rever mutt he ſtee; A 
vy, that docs with miſery refic 1 * 
e joy and the revenge of ruin'd pride. P 
link it rot hard, if at fo cheap a rate 1 
You can ſecure the conſtancy ol fate, 1 
A 1:of- kindneſs ſent what does their :nalice ſeem, 1 
y ietlir ill, tlie greater to redeem. A 
7a can We this weak ſhower a tempeſt call, 1 
Pt drops of heat, that in the ſun-ſhine fall * 
O'1 gave alrrady wearicd torture fo, V 
She can ot farther our friend or foe 1 1 
gut nts all breathleſs, ard admires to feel V 
ture ol tlieir A fate io weirhity, that it ſtops | her wheel, F 
In all things elie above our humble fate, e\ 
Your equal mind yet ſwells not into ſtate, C 
Put, I:ke ſome mountain in thoſe happy iſles, V 
Where in perpetual ſpring young nature ſmiles, 1 
Y Our gckatfeſs ſhews: ro t orror to afirizht, 
But trees tor ſharle, and flowers to court the ſiglit: e 
Sometimes the hill ſubmits itſelf a while \ 
in im: al deſcents, which do its heiglit beguile ; 4 
und ſometimes mounts, hut ſo as hillows play, # 
Whoſe riſe rot hinders, * makes ſhort our way. | 
Your brow, which does no fear of thunder know, , 


Sees ro vling tempeſts vainly beat below ; 3 


N 
; 
is 
* 
3 
ä 
% * 5 * 
Th 
. oC 
g's 
cp 
+ © 
”— 
7 
BEES \ 1 
> 
* 
* 
3-0 
4 
2 
AK 
To 
. 
F > WW 
UE - 
EP. 
* 5 7 
LA 
_ 
* 8 3 
i 4 
IK 
8 
* 
1 
* 
« 


And. like Olympus? top, th' impreſſion wears 


Of love and friendſhip writ in former years. 


Yet unimpair'd with laLours, or with time, 
Your ave Lut ſeems to a new youth to climb. 
Tuus heavenly bodies Co our time beget, 

And meaſure change, but ſhare no part of it. 
And {till it ſhall without a weight increaſe, 
Lile this new year, whoſe motions never ceaſe. 
For tince the glortous courie you have begun 

I; led by Charles, as that is by the ſun, 

It mutt both weizhtleſs and immortal prove, 
Zcauſe tlie centre of it is above, 
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DRYDEN'S 


POEM 8, 13 


To her Royal Hizhnefs the DV renzss of Yorr, 
on the memorab le Viclory gained by the Dux 
over the Hort axp+tzs, June the 3d, 1665, and 
on her Journey aſterwar's into the North. 


Mapa u, 


* Tun, for our ſakes, your hero you reſign'd 
| \ To (vellng ſcas, and every la.thlefs wind; 
When you releas*d lus courage, and ſet tree 

A v our ſatal to the eremy; 

| You lodge d your country's cares within your breaſt 
(The mai Gon where ſoit love ſhovld only reſt) : 
And, ere our {ors abroar! were overcome, 

Ihe robleft conqueſt you had rain'd at home. 
Ah what cor.cerns did both your ſouls divide! 


[ 
| 
| 
| 
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E ee CH. Your horour gave us what your love denied: 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 


1662. 


S needy gallants, in the ſcrivener's hands, 


Ard *twas {or him much caſier to ſubdve 

\ "1 hoſe fors + fought with, than to part from you. 
That £' day, winch two ſuch navies ſaw, 
As each unraatch'd, might to the v.orld give law. 
Neptune, yet Coubtiv} whom he ſhovid obey, 


Court the rich knaves that gripe their mort - Held to them hoth the tricent of the ſea: 


gag'd lands; 
"The firſt fat buck of all the ſeaſon's ſent, 
And keeper takes ro fee in compliment 
The dotage of ſome Engliſhmen is ſuch, 
To fawn on thoſe who ruin them, the Dutch. 
They ſha!l have all, rather than make a war 
With thoſe, who of the fame rel. gion are. 


The Stra.ts, the Guirca-trade, the herr:ngs too; 


Nay, to keep iriendiſtin, they ſhall p.ci:!- you. 
Some are oled rot to find out the cheat, 
Kut, che oldie, love them that do tie cat. 
What mjurics ſoc'er upon us ful, 

Vet ſtili the ſame rel jon anf ers all. 

Religion wheedled us to civil War, 


The winds were hett. d, tic waves in ranks were 
| caſt, 
As fully as when Cos people paſt : 
Thoſe, yet uncertain on whoſe ſails to blow, 
Theſe, where the wealth of nations ought to Now 
Ihen with the duke your highrefs ruPd the day: 
While all the brave dd his command obey, 

tin fair ant povs uncer you d. d pray. 

[ov poorer ate chaſte rows! the wind and tide 
Y ov tiber co.:1-at on the Eppkiſh fd. 

Fiz to your nition d lod you did convey 

| An unknwn ſuccou, fer the neareſt way. 

Yes vizour to his wearied arms you brought, 

So Moſcs was upheld while ifracl fought) 


Drew Enplith blood, and Dutchmen's row would While, from afar we heard the cannon play, 


(pare. 
Be gull'd no longer; for you'll fir d it true, 
1licy have no more religion, faith! than you. 
Intereſt's the god they worſhip in their Nate, 
Ant we, I take it, have not much of that. 
Well monarchie; my own religion's name, 
Put ſtates are atheiſts in their very frame. 
They ſhare a ſin; and ſuch proportions tall, 
Thar, like a ſtink, 'tis nothing to them all. 
Think on their rapine, falſhood, cruelt , 


And that what once tley were, they ſtul would he. 


To one well- horn th. affront is worfe and more, 
When he's ahus'd and baffled by a boor. 

With an ill grace the Dutcli ther m.ſchiefs do; 
They've Loth ill nature and ill manners too. 


Well may they boaſt theraſclves an ancient nation; 
For they were bret ere manners were in faſhion; 


And their new commonwealth has ſet them tree 
Only from Honour and civil.ty. 

Veret ans do not more uncouthly ride, 

Than did their lubber ſtate mankind beſtride. 
Their ſway became them with az ill a mien, 

A; their own paunches ſwell above their chin, 
Yet is their empire no true growth but humour, 


And only two kings* touch can cure the tumour. 


As Cato, fruits of Afric did diſplay ; 
Let us before our eyes their Indies lay: 
All loyal Engliſh will like him conclude ; 


Let Czfor live, and Carthage be ſubdued, 


| Like diſtant thunder on a ſhiny day. 

For allſent friends we were aſham's to fear, 

When we confider'd what you ventur'd there. 

Ships, men, and arms, our couptry might reſtore ; 

ut ſuch a leader could ſupply ro more, 

| With generous thoughts of conquett he did burn, 

Vet fourzht rot more to var qui ſin than retum. 

|Fo-tune and victory he did puiſuc, 

To bring tnem % his ſlaves io vait on your. 

Thus beauty ravith'd the rewards of fame, 

Ard the fair trump when the brave o'ercame. 

Then, as you mewt to ſpread arother way 

% lard your con mucits, iar as his by ſea, 

Leaving our fouttwimn clime, you march'd along 

The ſtubborn North, ten thovfand Cupids ſtrong. 

Like commons the ro'lity refort, 

In crowding heaps, to fill your moving court: 

lo welome your approach the vulgar run, 

Like fore new envoy from the diſtant ſun, 

And country heauties by their lovers co, 

Plefting themfelves, and wondering at the ſow. 

So when the new-Htorn Phren.x firlt [5 en, 

Her ſcather'd ſubrefts all acors their queen, 

And while ſhe makes her pro r. fs throu the Faſt, 

From every grove her numerous train's increas'd : 

Each Poet of the air her glory ſings, 

And round him the plcas'd audience clap their 
wings. 


— 
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1 H E 
PM E.Ar OO WONDER 
MDCLXVI. 
AN HISFORICAL POEM. 


To the MzTxoroLts of GRrAT- BriTaix, the moſt renowned and late flouriſhing 
CITY of LONDON, in its RxrxESENTATIVESs, the Logr-Mayor and Court 


of ALDERMEN, the SHERIFFS and Common-Councirl of it. 


S perhaps I am the firſt who ever preſented a work of this nature to the metro- 
polis of any nation; fo it is likewiſe conſonant to juſtice, that he who was to 
give the firſt example of ſuch a dedication ſhould begin it with that city, which has 


ſet a pattern to all others of true loyalty, invincible courage, and unſhaken conſtancy. , 


Other cities have been praiſed for the ſame virtues, but I am much deceived if any 
have fo dearly purchaſed their reputation ; their fame has been won them by cheaper 
trials than an expenſive, though neceſſary war, a conſuming peſtilence, and a more 
conſuming fire. To ſubmit yourſelves with that humility to the judgments of heaven, 
and at the ſame time to raiſe yourſelves with that vigour above all human enemies ; 
to be combated at once from above and from below, to be {truck down and to triumph : 
I know not whether ſuch trials have been ever paralleled in any nation: the reſolution 
and ſucceſſes of them never can be. Never had prince or people more mutual reaſon 
to love each other, if ſuffering for each other can endear affection. You have eome 
together a pair of matchleſs lovers, through many difficulties ; he, through a long 
exile, various traverſes of fortune, and the interpoſition of many rivals, who vio- 
lently raviſhed and with-held you from him: and certainly you have had your ſhare 
in ſufferings. But providence has caſt upon you want of trade, that you might appear 
bountiful to your country's neceſſities ; and the reſt of your afflictions are not more 
the effects of God's diſpleaſure (frequent examples of them having been in the reign 
of the moſt excellent princes) than occaſions tor the manifeſting of your chriſtian 
and civil virtues. To you therefore this Year of wonders is juſtly dedicated, becauſe 
you have made it ſo. You, who are to ſtand a wonder to all years and ages; and 
who have built yourſelves an immortal monument on your own ruins, You are now 
a Phenix in her aſhes ; and, as far as humanity can approach, a great emblem of the 
ſuffering Deity : but hc?ven never made ſo much piety and virtue to leave it miſerable. 
I have heard, indeed, of ſome virtuous perſons who have ended unfortunately, but 
never of any virtuous nation : Providence is engaged too deeply when the cauſe be- 
comes ſo general; and I cannot imagine it has reſolved the ruin of that people at 
home, which it has bleſſed abroad with ſucceſſes I am therefore to conclude, that 
our ſufferings are at an end; and that one part of my poem has not been more an 
biftor of your deſtruction, than the other a prophecy of your reſtoration. The ac- 
compliſhment of which happineſs, as it is the wiſh of all true Engliſhmen, fo it is by 
none more paſſionately deſired, than by, 
The greateſt of your admirers, 
Ad molt humble of your ſervants, 


JOHN DRYDEN. 


AN ACCOUNT OF THE ENSUING POEM, 


INA LETEER TO THE 


HON. SIR ROBERT HOW 2X mm 


1 


AM ſo many ways obliged to you, and fo little able to return your favours, 
1 that, like thoſe who owe too much, I can only Jive by getting farther into your 
debt. You have not only been careful of my fortune, which was the effect of your 
nobleneſs, but you have been ſolicitous of my reputation, which is that of your kind- 
neſs. It is not long ſince I gave you the trouble of peruſing a play for me, and now, 
inſtead of an acknowledgment, I have given you a greater, in the correction of a 
poem. Bur ſince you'are to bear this perſecution, I will at leaſt give you the encou- 
ragement of a martyr ; you could never ſuffer in a nobler cauſe. For I have choſen 
the moſt heroic ſubje&, which any poet could defire: I have taken upon me to deſ- 
cribe the motives, the beginning, progreſs, and ſucceſſes, of a moſt juſt and neceſſary 
war; in it, the care, management, and prudence of our king; the conduct and valour 
of a royal admiral, and of two incomparable generals; the invincible courage of our 
captains and ſeamen ; and three glorious victories, the reſult of all. After this, I 
have, in the Fire, the molt deplorable, but withal the greateſt, argument that can be 


-2 »magined : the deſtruction being ſo ſwift, ſo ſudden, fo vait and miſerable, as nothing 


can parallel in ſtory. The former part of this poem, relating to the war, is but a due 
expiation for my not having ſerved my king and country in it. All gentlemen are 
almoſt obliged to it : and I know no reafon we ſhould give that advantage to the com- 
monalty of England, to be foremoſt in brave actions, which the nobles of France would 
never ſuffer in their peaſants. 1 ſhould not have written this but to a perſon who has 
been ever forward to appear in all employments whither his honour and generoſity have 
called him. The latter part of my poem, which deſcribes the Fire, I owe, firſt to the 
piety and fathetly affection of our monarch to his ſuffering ſubjects; and, in the ſecond 
place, to the courage, loyalty, and magnanimity of the city; both which were ſo 
conſpicuous, that I wanted words to celebrate them as they deſerve. I have called my 
poem Hiſtorical, not Epic, though both the actions and actors are as much heroic as 
any poem can contain. But fince the action is not properly one, nor that accompliſhed 
in the laſt ſucceſſes, I have judged it too bold a title for a few ſtanzas, which are little 
more in number than a ſingle Iliad, or the longeſt of the Eneids. For this reaſon 
I mean not of length, but broken action, tied too ſeverely to the laws of hiſtory) 1 
am apt to agree with thoſe, who rank Lucan, rather among hiſtorians in verſe, than 
Epic pots: in whoſe room, if I am not deceived, Silius Italicus, though a worſe 
writer, may more juſtly be admitted. I have choſen to write my poem in quatrains, 
or ſtanzas of four in alternate rhyme, becauſe I have ever judged them more noble, 
and of greater dignity, both for the ſound and number, than any other verſe in uſe 
amongſt us; in which J am ſure I have your approbation. The learned languages 
have certainly a great advantage of us, in not being tied to the ſlavery of any rhyme ; 
and were leſs conſtrained in the quantity of every ſyllable, which they might vary with 


dpondees or dactyls, beſides ſo many other helps of grammatical figures, for the length- 


ening 
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ening or abbreviation of them, than the modern are in the cloſe of that one ſyllable, 
which often confines, and more often corrupts, the ſenſe of all the reſt. But in this 
neceſſity of our rhymes, I have always found the couplet verſe more eaſy, though not 
ſo proper for this occaſion: for there the work is ſooner at an end, every two lines 
concluding the labour of the poet; but in quatrains he is to carry it farther on, and not 
only fo, but to bear along in his head the troubleſome ſenſe of four lines together. For 
thoſe, who write correctly in this kind, mult needs acknowledge, that the Jaſt line of 
the ſtanza is to be conſidered in the compoſition of the firſt. Neither can we give 
ourſelves the liberty of making any part of a veiſe for the ſake of rhyme, or conclud- 
ing with a word which is not current Engliſh, or uſing the variety of female rhymes ; 
all which our fathers practiſed: and for the female rhymes, they are ſtill in uſe amongſt 
other nations; with the Italian in every line, with the Spaniard promiſcuouſly, with 
the French alternately ; as thoſe who have read the Alarique, the Pucelle, or any of 
their later poems, will agree with me. And beſides this, they write in Alexandrins, 
or verſes of fix feet; ſuch as amongſt us is the old tranſlation of Homer by Chapman: 
all which, by lengthning of their chain, makes the ſphere of their activity the larger. 
I have dwelt too long upon the choice of my (tanza, which you may remember is much 
better defended in the preface to Gondibert; and therefore I will haſten to acquaint 
you with my endeavours in the writing. In general I will only ſay, 1 have never yet 
ſeen the 1 of any naval fight in the proper terms which ave uſed at fea: and if 
there be any ſuch in another language, as that of Lucan in the third of his Pharſalia, 
yet I could not avail myfelf of it in the Englith; the terms of art in every tongue 
beuting more the idiom of it than any other words. We hear indeed among our pocts, 
of the thundering of guns, the ſmoke, the diſorder, and the laughter ; but all theſe 
are common notions. And certainly, as thoſe who in a logical diſpute keep in general 
terms, would hide a fallacy ; fo thoſe who do it in any poetical deſcription, would 
veil their ignorance. | | 


« Defcriptas ſeryare vices operumque colores, 
« Cur ego, ſi nequeo ignoroque, Poeta ſalutor?“ 


For my own part I had little knowledge of the ſea, yet I have thought it no ſhame to 
learn: and if I have made ſome few miſtakes, it is only, as you can bear me witneſs, 
becauſe I have wanted opportunity to coriect them; the whole poem being firſt written, 
and now ſent you from a place where I have not ſo much as the converſe of any ſea— 
man. Let though the trouble I had in writing it was great, it was no more than re- 
compenfed by the pleaſure. I found myiclf ſo warm in celebrating the praiſes of mili— 
tary men, two fuch eſpecially as the prince and general, that it is no wonder if they 
inſpired me with thoughts above my ordinary level. And J am well ſatisſied, that, as 
they are incomparably the beſt ſubjz& I ever had, excepting only the royal family, fo 
alfo, that this 1 have written of them is much better than what I have performed on 
any other. I have been forced to help out other arguments; but this has been boun- 
tiful to me: they have been low and barren of praiſe, and I have exalted 
them; and made them fruitful ; but here “ Omnia ſponte ſua reddit juſtiſſima tel- 
& lus.” I have had a large, a fair, and a pleaſant field ; ſo fertile, that without 
my cultivating, it has given me two harvelts in a ſummer, and in both oppreſſed 
the reaper. All other greatneſs in ſubjects is only counterfeit: it will not endure 
the teſt of danger; the greatneſs of arms is only real: other greatnefs burdens a 
nation with its weight; this ſupports it with its ſtrength. And as it is the happioels 
of the age, ſo it is the peculiar goodneſs of the beſt of kings, that we may praiſe his 
ſubjects without offending him. Doudtleſs it proceeds from a juſt confidence of his 
own virtue, which the luſtre of no other can be ſo great as to darken in him; for 
zue good or the valiant are never ſafely praiſed under a bad or a degenerate prince. 


But 
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But to return from this digreſſion to a farther account of my poem; I muſt crave leave 
to tell you, that as I have endeavoured to adorn it with noble thoughts, ſo much more 
to expreſs thoſe thoughts with elocution. The compoſition of all poems is, or ought 
to be, of wit; and wit in the poet, or wit-writing (if you will give me leave to uſe a 
ſchool- diſtinction) is no other than the faculty of imagination in the writer, which, 
like a nimble ſpaniel, beats over and ranges through the field of memory, till it ſprings 
the quarry it hunted after: or, without metaphor ; which ſearches over all the me- 
mory for the ſpecies or ideas of thoſe things which it deſigns to repreſent. Wit writ- 
ten is that which is well defined, the happy reſult of thought, or product of imagi- 
nation. But to proceed from wit, in the general notion of it, to the proper wit of 
an heroic or hiſtorical poem; I judge it chiefly to conſiſt in the delightful. imaging of 
perſons, actions, paſhons, or things. It is not the jerk or ſting of an epigram, nor 
the ſeeming contradi ction of a poor antitheſis (the delight of an ill-judging audience 
in a play of rhyme), nor the gingle of a more poor Paranomaſia; neither is it fo 
much the morality of a grave ſentence, affected by Lucan, but more ſparingly uſed by 
Virgil; but it is ſome lively and apt deſcription, dreſſed in ſuch colours of ſpeech, 
that it ſets before your eyes the abſent object, as perfectly, and more delightfully than 
nature. So then the fir{t happineſs of the poet's imagination is properly invention or 
finding of the thought ; the ſecond is fancy, or the variation, deriving or moulding 
of that thought as the judgment repreſents it proper to the ſubject; the third is elo- 
cution, or the art of cloathing and adorning that thought, ſo found and varied, in apt, 
ſignificant, and ſounding words: the quickneſs of the imagination is ſeen in the in- 
vention, the fertility in the fancy, and the accuracy in the expreſſion. For the two 
firſt of theſe, Ovid is famous amongſt the poets ; for the latter, Virgil. Ovid images 
more often the movements and affections of the mind, either combating between two 
contrary paſſions, or extremely diſcompoſed by one. His words therefore are the leaſt 
jart of his care; for he pictures nature in diſorder, with which the ſtudy and choice 
of words is inconſiſtent. This is the proper wit of dialogue or diſcourfe, and con- 
ſequently of the drama, where all that is ſaid is to be ſuppoſed the effect of ſudden 
thought ; which, though it excludes not the quickneſs of wit in repartees, yet ad- 
mits not a too curious election of words, too frequent alluſions, or uſe of tropes, or 
in fine any thing that ſhews remoteneſs of thought or labour in the writer. On the 
other ſide, Virgil ſpeaks not ſo often to us in the perſon of another, like Ovid, but in 
his 0wn : he relates almoſt all things as from himſelf, and thereby gains more liberty 
than the other, to expreſs his thoughts with all the graces of elocution, to write more 
figuratively, and to confeſs as well the labour as the force of his imagination. Though 
he deſcribes his Dido well and naturally, in the violence of her paſſions, yet he mult 
yield in that to the Myrrha, the Biblis, the Althaea, of Ovid; for, as great an ad- 
mirer of him as I am, I muſt acknowledge, that if I ſee not more of their ſouls than 
I fee of Dido's, at leaſt I have a greater concernment for them: and that convinces 
me, that Ovid has touched thoſe tender ſtrokes more delicately than Virgil could. 
But when action or perſons are to be deſcribed, when any ſuch image is to be ſet be- 
fore us, how bold, how maſterly are the ſtrokes of Virgil! We ſee the objects he 
preſents us with in their native figures, in their proper motions ; but ſo we ſee them, 
as our own eyes could never have beheld them ſo beautiful in themſelves. We ſee the 


foul of the poet, like that univerſal one of which he ſpeaks, informing and moving 
through all his pictures: 


Totamque infuſa per artus 
„Mens agitat molem, & magno ſe corpore miſcet.” 


We behold him embelliſhing his images, as he makes Venus breathing beauty upon her 


fon ZEneas.” 


Vor. III. D We 
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— lumenque juventæ 

% Purpureum, & lætos oculis afirat honores : 
„ Quale manus addunt ebori decus, aut ubi flavo 
« Argentum Pariuſve lapis circumdatur auto.” 


See his Tempeſt, his Funeral Sports, his Combat of Turnus and ZEneas: and in 
his Georgics, which I eſteem the divineſt part of all his writings, the Plague, the 
Country, the Battle of the Bulls, the Labour of the Bees, and thoſe many other ex- 
cellent images of nature, molt of which are neither great in themſelves, nor have any 
natural ornament to bear them up: but the words wherewith he deſcribes them are fo 
excellent, that it might be well applied to him, which was ſaid by Ovid, “ Materiem 
& ſuperabat opus! the very ſound of his words has often ſomewhat that is connatural to 
the ſubject; and while we read him, we ſit, as in a play, bcholding the ſcenes of what 
he repreſents. To perform this, he made frequent uſe of tropes, which you know 
change the nature of a known wort, by applying it to ſome other ſigniſication; and 
this is it which Horace means in his epiſtle to the Piſo's: 

% Dixeris egregie, notum ſi callida verbum 
© Reddiderit junctura novum——” . 


But I am ſenſible I have preſumed too far to entertain you with a rude diſcourſe of 
that art which yuu both know ſo well, and put into practice with ſo much happineſs. 
Yet, before I leave Virgil, T muſt own the vanity to tell you, and by you the world, 
that he has been my maſter in this poem: 1 have followed him every where, I know 
not with what ſucceſs, but I am ſure with diligence enough : my images are many of 
them copied from him, and the reſt are imitations of him. My expreſſions alſo are as 
near as the idioms of the two languages would admit of in tranſlation. And this, fir, 
I have done with that boldneſs, for which I will ſtand accountable to any of our little 
eritics, who, perhaps, are no better acquainted with him than I am. Upon your firſt 
peruſal of this poem, you have taken notice of ſome words, which I have innovated 
(if it be too bold for me to ſay refined) upon his Latin; which, as I offer not to in- 
troduce into Engliſh proſe, ſo I hope they are neither improper, nor altogether inelegant 
in verſe ; and, in this, Horace will again defend me. 


Et nova ſictaqe nuper habebunt verba ſidem, fi 
« Grzco fonte cadant, parce detorta——” 


7 


The inference is exceeding plain: for if a Roman poet might have liberty to coin a 
word, ſuppoſing only that it was derived from the Greek, was put into a Latin termi- 
nation, and that he uſed this liberty but ſeldom, and with modeſty; how much more 
juſtly may 1 challenge that privilege to do it with the fame pre- requiſites, fiom the belt 
and moſt judicious of Latin wiiters ! In ſome places, where either the fancy or the 
words were his, or any other's, I have noted it in the margin, that I might not ſeem 
a r in others I have neglected it, to avoid as well tediouſneſs, as the affectation 
of doing it too often. Such deſcriptions or images well wrought, which I pro- 
miſe not for mine, are, as I have ſaid, the adequate delight of heroic poeſy; 
for they beget admiration, which is its proper object; as the images of the bur- 
lefque, which is contrary to this, by the ſame reaſon beget l:uglter; for the 
one ſhews nature beautified, as in the picture of a fair woman, which we all 
admire ; the other ſhews her deformed, as in that of a lazar, or of a fool with diſ- 
torted face and antique geſtures, at which we cannot forbear to laugh, becauſe it is 2 
deviation from nature. But though the ſame images ſerve equally for the Epic poeſy, 
and for the hiſtoric and panegyric, which are branches of it, yet a ſeveral ſort of ſculp- 


ture is to be uſed in them, If ſome of them are to be like thoſe of Juvenal, “ Stantes 
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« in cyrribus AEmiliani,” heroes drawn in their triumphal chariots, and in their full 
proportion; ochers are to be like that of Virgil, “ Spirantia mollius æra:“ there is 
{omewhat more of ſoftneſs and tenderneſs to be ſhewn in them. You will ſoon find 
1 write not this without concern. Some, who have ſeen a paper of verſes, which I 
wrote laſt year to her Highneſs the Dutcheſs, have accuſed them of that only thing I 


* could defend in them. They ſaid, I did, “ humi ſerpere;“ that I wanted not only 
height of Fancy, but dignity of words, to ſet it off, I might well anſwer with that 
of Horace, Nunc non erat his locus ;” I knew I addreſſed them to a lady, and ac- 
cordingly I affected the ſoftneſs of expreſſion, and the ſmoothneſs of meaſure, rather 
than the height of thought; and in what I did endeavour, it is no vanity to fay I have 
2 ſucceeded. | deteſt arrogance ;- but there is ſome difference betwixt that and a juſt de- 
” fence. But I will not farther bribe your candor, or the reader's. I leave them to 
ſpeak for me; and, if they can, to make out that character, not pretending to a 
greater, which 1 have given them. 


And now, fir, it is time I ſhould relieve you from the tedious length of this ac- 


7 count. You have better and more profitable employment for your hours, and 1 wrong 
the public to detain you longer. In concluſion, I mult leave my poem to you with all 
its favits, which I hope to find fewer in the printing by your emendations. I know 
you are not of the number of thoſe, of whom the younger Pliny ſpeaks ; “ Nec ſunt 
p parum multi, qui carpere amicos ſuos judicium vocant;“ I am rather too ſecure of 
> you on that ſide. Your candor in pardoning my errors may make you more remiſs in 
= correcting them; if you will not withal conſider that they come into the world with 
> your approbation, and through your hands. I beg from you the greateſt favour you 
can confer upon an abſent perſon, ſince I repoſe upon your management what is deareſt 
to me, my fame and reputation; and therefore J hope it will ſtir you up to make 
my poem fairer by many of your blots ; if not, you know the ſtory of the gameſter 
who married the rich man's daughter, and when her father denied the portion, chriſ- 


tened all the children by his ſurname, that if, in concluſion, they muſt beg, they ſhould 


do ſo by one name, as well as by the other. But ſince the reproach of my faults will 

light on you, it is but reaſon I ſhould do you that juſtice to the readers, to let them 

© know, that, if there be any thing tolerable in this poem, they owe the argument to 

your choice, the writing to your encouragement, the cotrection to your judgment, and 

> the care of it to your friendſhip, to which he mult ever acknowledge himſelf to owe 
all things, who is, 


S 1. 
The moſt obedient, and moſt 


Faithful of your ſeryants, 


From Charleton in Wiltſhire, 
Nov. 10, 1666 


JOHN DRYDEN. 
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I. 
N thriving arts long time had Holland grown, 
Crouching at home and cruel when abroad: 
Scarce leaving us the means to claim our own ; 
Our king they courted, and our merchants aw'd. 


II. 
Trade, which like blood ſhould circularly flow, 
Stopp'd in their channels, found its freedom loſt : 
Thither the wealth of all the world did go, 
And ſeem'd but ſhipwreck'd on ſo baſe a coaſt. 


III. 
For them alone the heavens had kindly heat; 
In eaſtern quarries ripening precious dew ; 
For them the Idumzan halm did ſweat, 
And in hot Ceilon ſpicy foreſts grew. 
IV. 
The ſun but ſeem'd the labourer of the year ; 
Each waxing moon ſupply*d her watery ſtore, 
To ſwell thoſe tides which from the line did bear 
Their brim-full veſſels to the Belgian ſhore. 


V. 
Thus, mighty in her ſhips, ſtood Carthage long, 
And ſwept the riches of the world from far 
Yet ſtoop'd to Rome, leſs wealthy, but more firong : 
And this may prove our ſecond Punic war. 
VI. 
What peace can be, where both to one pretend ? 
(But they more diligent, and we more ſtrong) 
Or if a peace, it ſoon muſt have an end ; 
For they would grow too powerful were it long. 


VII. 
Behold two nations then, engag'd fo far, 


That each ſeven years the fit muſt ſhake each 


land: 
Where France will ſide to weaken us by war, 
Who only can his vaſt deſigns withſtand. 
VIII. 
See how he feeds th* Iberian with delays, 
To render us his time y friendſhip vain: 
And while his ſecret ſoul on Flanders preys, 
He rocks the cradle of the babe of Spain. 


IX, 
Such deep deſigns of empire does he lay 
O'er them, whoſe cauſe he ſeems to take in hand 
And prudently would make them lords at ſea, 
To whom with eaſe he can give laws by land. 


X. 
This ſaw our king; and long within his breaſt 
His penſive counſels balanc'd to and fro: 
He gr ev'd the land he freed ſhould be oppreſs'd, 
And he leſs for it than uſurpers do. | 


XI. 
His generous mind the fair idea drew 
Of fame and honour, which in dangers lay; 
Where wealth, like fruit on precipices, grew, 
Not to be gatlier'd but by birds of prey. 
XII. 
The loſ; and gain each fatally were great; 
And ſtil! his ſubjects call'd alovd for War: 
But peaceful kings, o'er martial people ſet, 
Each other's po.ze and counterbalance are. 
XIII. 
He firſt ſurvey'd the charge with careful eyes, 
Whichnone but mighty monarchs could maintain 
Yet judg'd, like vapours that from limbecs riſe, 
It would in richer ſhowers deſcend again. 


XIV. 

At length reſolvꝰd t aſſert the watery ball, 

He in himſclt did whole Armadoss bring: 

Him aged ſeamen might their maſter call, 

And chuſe tor gencral, were he rot tlieir king. 
XV. 

It ſeems as every ſhip their ſovereign knows, 

His awful ſummons they ſo ſoon obey; 

do hear the ſcaly herd when Proteus blows, 

And ſo to paſture {o!low tough the ſca. 


XVI. 
To ſce this fleet upon the ocean move, 
Angels crew wide the curtains of the ſkies 
And heaven, as if there wanted lights at ove, 
For tapers made two glaring comets riſe. 
XVII. 
Whether th y unctuous exhalatiors are, 
Fir'd by the fun, or feeming fo alone 
Or each ſome more remote and {lippery ſtar, 
Which loſes tooting when to mortals thewn. 
| XVIII. 
Or one, that bright companion of the ſun, 
Whoſe glor.ous aſpect ſeal'd our new-born king 
And now, a round of greater years begun, 
New influence from his walks of light did bring. 


XIX. 
Victorious York did firſt with fam'd ſucceſs, 
To his krown valour make the Dutch give place: 
Thus heaven our monarch's fortune did confeſs, 
Beginning conqueſt from his royal race. 
XX. 
But ſince it was decreed, auſpicious king, 
In Britain's right that thou ſhouldſt wed the 
main, 
Heaven, as a gage, would caſt ſome precious thing, 
And therefore doom'd that Lawſon ſhould be ſlain. 


Ce 
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Lawſon among the foremoſt met his fate, 


® Whom ſea-green Sirens from the rocks lament : 
Thus as an offering for the Grecian ſtate, 
; He firſt was kill'd who firſt to battle went. 


XXII. 


XXXIII. 
The ſon, who twice three months on th* ocean toſt, 
Prepar'd to tell what he had paſs'd before, 
Now ſees in Engliſh ſhips the Holland coaſt, 
And parents, arms, in vain, ftretch'd from the 
ſhore. 


P XX 5 XXXIV. 
*Z Their chief blown up in air, not waves, expir d, : Wand had been long awa 
Io which his pride preſum'd to give the law : hg" Res trad 1 — mourn ; 
The Dutch conſeſs d heaven preſent, and retir'd, Who on their fingers learn d to tell the day 
* And all was Britain the wide ocean ſaw. On which their father promis'd to return. 
3 ö xxxv. 
'Y To neareſt ports their ſhatter'd ſhips repair, Such are the proud defigns of human-kind, 
Where by our dreadful cannon they lay aw'd: And ſo we ſuffer ſhipwreck every where! 
WF So reverently men quit the open aur, Alas, what port can ſuch a pilot find, 
* When thunder ſpreads the angry gods abroad. Who in the night of fate muſt blindly ſteer 
IF XXIV. XXXVI1. 
And now approach'd their fleet from India fraught, The undiſtinguiſn d ſeeds of good and ill, 
With all the riches of the riſing ſun: Heaven in his boſom from our knowledge hides: 
And precious ſand {rom ſouthern climates brought, And draws them in contempt of human kill, 
1 where the war begun. Which oft for friends miſtaken foes provides. 
9 XXV. XXXVII. 
like hunted caſtors, conſcious of their ſtore, Let Munſter's prelate ever be accurſt, 
1 Their way-laid wealth to Norway's coaſts the; jn whom we ſeek the German faith in vain: 
3 bring: a Alas, that he ſhould teach the Engliſh firſt, 
; I here firſt the North's cold boſom ſpices bore, That fraud and avarice in the church could reign! 
g By And winter brooded on the eaſtern ſpring. 
*s xxvi a A 
| : , . Ha who never truſt a ſtranger's wi 
By the rich ſcent we found our perſum d prey, WIG friedſhip 's in his intereſt denn 
5 1 way _ did cloſe in —_— lie: Since money given but tempts him to be ill, 
nd round about their murdering cannon lay, : e 
3 At once to threaten and invite the eye. Wr 
2 XXXIX. 
15 ; XXVII. Till now, alone the mighty nations ſtrove ; 
Fiercer than cannon, and than rocks more hard, The reſt, at gaze, without the liſts did ſtand ; 
Ihe Engliſh undertake th unequal war: And threatening France, plac'd like apainted Jove, 
© Seven ſhips alone, by which the port is barr'd, Kept idle thunder in his lifted hand. 
3 Beſiege the Indies, and all Denmark dare. XL 
2 xXxXVII. That eunuch guardian of rich Holland's trade, 
I., heſe fight Ike huſbands, but like lovers thoſe : Who envies us what he wants power t' enjoy; 
* Theſe fain would keep, and thoſe more fain en-|Whoſe roiſeful valour does no foe invade, 
"IF OY : 


And weak aſſiſtance will his friends deſtroy. 
And to ſuch height their frantic paſſion grows, 


'Th : XLI. 
enn onde A:.. Offended that we ſought without his leave, 
XXIX. He takes this time his ſecret hate to ſhew : 
Amidſt whole heaps of ſpices lights a hall, 


Which Charles does with a mind fo calm receive, 
And now their odours arm'd againſt them fly: As one that neither ſeeks nor ſhuns his foe. 
So:ne preciouſly by ſhatter*d porcelain fall, 


3 1 XLII. 
nn e _ With France, to aid the Dutch, the Danes wake: 
. þ France as their tyrant, Denmark as their ſlave. 
And though by tempeits of the prize bereft, But when with — nations join to fight, 
In heaven's inclemency ſome eaſe we find: They ſilently confeſs that one more brave. 
Our foes we vanquiſh'd by our valour left, | 
And only yielded to the ſeas and wind. XLIII. 
XXX1. Lewis had OO _ _ his ſhore ; : 
Nor wholly loſt we ſo deſerv'd a prey; Would heaven for each firms Sr. 
For ſtorms repenting part of it reſtor'd : Who. by thei 1 h ' 
Which, as a tribute from the Baltic ſea, ho, by their mercy, may deci right! 
The Britiſh ocean ſent her mighty lord. XLIV. 
XXXII. Were ſubjects ſo but only by their choice, 
the Co mortals now and vex yourſelves in vain And not from birth did forc'd dominion take, 
For wealth, which ſo uncertainly muſt come: Our prince alone would have the public voice; 
ng, When what was brought ſo far, and with ſuch pain, 
lain. 


And all his neighbours realms would deſerts make. 
Was only kept to loſe it nearer home. 


* 
c 


2 DRYDEN 
XI. v 
He without fear a dangerous war purſues, 
Which without raſhneſs he hegan hetore : 
As hovour made him firſt the danger chuſc, 
So itil he makes it good on virtue's ſcoie. 
XLVI. 
The doubled charge his ſubjects love ſupplies, 
Who in that bounty to themſelves are kind: 
So glad Egyptians ſee their Nilus rife, 
And in his plenty tiieir abundance find. 


XLVII. 
With equal power hie does two chiefs create, 
Two ſuch as each ſeem'd wortlueſt when alone; 
Lach able to ſuſtain a nation's fate, 
Since both had found a greater in their on. 
XLVIII. 
Both great in courage, conduct, and in fame, 
Vet neither envious of the other's praiie; 
Their duty, faith, and intereſt too the ſame, 
Like mighty partners equally they raife. 
XLIX. 
The prince long time had courted fortunes love, 
But once polleſs'd did abſolutely reign : 
Thus with their Amazons the heroes ſtrove, 


And conquer d firſt thoſe beauties they would gain. 


L. 8 
The duke beheld, like Scipio, with difdain, 
That Carthage, which he ruin'd, rife once more; 
And ſhook aloſt the faſces of the main, 
To fright thoſe ſlaves with what they felt beſore. 


IT. | 
Together to the watery camp they haſte, 
Whom matrons patſing to their children ſhove : 
Infants firit vows for them to heaven arc caſt, 
And ſuture people bleſs them as they go. 


LII. 
With them no riotous pomp or Aſian train, 
To inte a navy with their gaudy fears ; 
To make flow nghts, and victories but vain: 
But war, ſevercly like itſelf appears. 
LIII. 
Diffuſive of themſelves, where*er they paſs, 
They make that warmth in others they expect: 
Their valour works like bodies on a plats, 
And does its image on their men project. 
LIV. 
Our fleet divides, and ſtralght the Dutch appear, 
In number, and a fam'd commander, bold: 
The narrow ſeas can ſcarce the navy bear, 
Or crowded veſſels can their ſoldiers hold. 


LV. 
'The Duke, lefs numerous, but in courage more, 
On winzs of all tie winds to combar flics : 
His murdc:.ng guns a loud defiance roar, 
And bloody croſſes on his flag- ſtaffs rite. 
LVI. 
Bo: li furl their ſails, and ftrip them for the fight; 
J ueir folded ſheets diſmiſs the uſeleſs air: 
Th' Elean plains could boaſt no nobler ſight, 
When ſtruggling champions did their bodies bare. 


LVII. 
Porne each by other in a diſtant line, 
The ſea-built forts in dreadful order move: 
So vaſt the noiſe, as if not fleets did join, 
But lands unfix'd, and floating nations ſtrove. 


{Ours o'er the Duke their pious wings diſplay, 
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L VIII. 
Now pafs'd, on either fide they nimbly tack ; 
Poth ſtrive to intercept and guide the wind: 
And, in its eye, mere cloſely they come back, 
To finith all the deaths they left behind. 
LIX. 
On high-rais'd decks the haughty Belgians ride, 
Beneath whoſe ſhade our humble frigates go: 
Such port the elephant bears and fo dety'd 
By the rhinoceros her unequal toe. 
: LX. 
And as the built, ſo different is the ſight ; 
Their mounting ſhot is on our ſails deſign d: 
Deep in their hulls our deadiy bullets light, 
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And through the yielding planks a paſſage find. Our 
LXI. 4 
Our dreaded admiral from far they threat, He 

Whoſe batter'd rigging their whole war receives: F 
All bare, like ſome old oak which tempeſts beat, 
He ſtands and ſees below his ſcatter'd leaves. His 
LXII. 


Heroes of old, when wounded, ſhelter ſought ; 
But he who meets all danger with difdain, 

Ev'n in their face his ſhip to anchor brought, 

And ſteeple-high ſtood propt upon the main 


LXIII. 

At this exceſs of courage, all amaz'd, 

The foremoſt of his foes a while withdraw: 

With ſuch reſpect in enter'd Rome they gaz'd, 
Who on high-chairs the god-like fathers ſaw. 


LXIV. 
And now as where Patroclus' hody lay, 
Here Trojan chiefs advanc'd, and there the Greek; 


And theirs the nobleſt ſpoils of Britain ſeek. 


LXV. 
Mean-time his buſy mariners he haſtes, 
His ſhatter'd ſails with rigging to reſtore ; 
And willing pines aſcend his broken maſts, 
Whoſe loſty heads riſe higher than betore. 


LXVI. 
Straight to the Dutch he turns his dreadful prow, 
More fierce th* important quarrel to decide: 
Like ſwans, in long array his veſſels ſhow, 
Whote creits advancing do the waves divide. 


LXVII. 
They charge, recharge, and all along the ſea 
They drive, and ſquander the huge Belgian fleet. 
Berkely alone, who neareſt danger lay 
Did a like fate with loſt Creuſa meet. 


LX VIII. 
The night comes on, we eager to purſue 
The combat ſtill, and they aſham'd to leave: 
Till the laſt ſtreaks of dying day withdrew, 
And doubtful moon-light did our rage deceive. 


LXIX. 
In th* Engliſh fleet each ſhip reſounds with joy, 
And loud applauſe of their great leader's fame: 
In fiery dreams the Dutch they ſtill deſtroy, 
And ſlumbering ſmile at the imagin'd flame. 
LXX. 
Not ſo the Holland fleet, who, tir'd and done, 
Stretch'd on their decks like weary oxen lie : 
Faint ſweats all down their mighty members run; 


1 Vaſt bulks which little ſouls but ill ſupply. 
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2X The mighty ghoſts of our great Harri-z roſe, 


LXXI. | 


in dreams they fearful precipices tread : 

Or, ſhipwreck'd, labour to ſome diſtant ſhore : 
Or in dark churches walk among the dead: 

They wake with horror and dare fleep no more. 


LXXII. | 

The morn they look on with unwilling eyes, 
Till from their main-top Joyful news they hear 
Of ſhips, which by their mould bring new ſupplies, 
And in their colours Belgian Lions bear. 


LXXIII. 
Our watchful general had diſcern'd from far 
This mighty ſuccour, which made glad the foe : 
He field, but like a father of the war, 
His face ſpake hope, while deep his ſorrows flow. 


LXXIV. 
His wounded men he firft ſends off to ſhore, 
Never till now unwilling to obey ; 
They, not their wounds, but want of ſtreneth, deplore, 
And think them happy who with him can ſtay. 
LXXV. 
Then to the reſt, Rejoice, ſaid he, to-day ; 
In you the fortune of Great- Britain lies: 
among fo brave a people, you are they 
Whom heaven has choſe to fight for ſuch. a prize. 


LXXVT. 
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LXXXIII. 
Silent in ſmoke of canyon they come on: 
Such vapours once did fiery Cacus hide : 
In theſe the height of pleas'd revenge is ſhewn, 
Who burn contented by another's tide. 


LXXXIV. 
Sometimes from figliting ſquadrons of each fleet, 
Peceiv*d themſelves, or to preſerve ſome friend, 
Two grapling Atnas on the ocean meet, 
And Engliſh fires with Belgian flames contend. 


LXXXV. 
Now at each tack our little fleet grows leſs ; 
And, like maimꝭc fo h fwim lavging on the mains; 
Their greater loſs their nurahers ſcarce confeſs, 
While they lofe cheaper than the Engliſh gain. 


LXXXVI. 
Have you not ſeen when whiſtled from the fiſt, 
Some falcon ſtoops at what her eye deſign'd, 
And with her eagerneſs the quarry miſs'd, 
Straiglit flies at check, and clips it Cown the wind ? 


LXXXVII. 

The daſtard crow that to the wood made wing, 
And ſees the groves no ſhelter can afforc, 
With her loud caws her craven kind does bring, 
Who fate in numbers cuff the noble bird. 


It number Engliſh courages could quell, 
We ſhouid at firſt have ſhunn'd, not met our foes :, 
Whofe numerous fails the fearful only tell: 
Courage from !wearts and not from numbers grows. 


LXXVII. 
He ſaid, nor needed more to ſay: with haſte 
To their known ſtations chearfully they go; 
And all at once diſdaining to be laſt, 
Solicit every gale to meet the toe. 


LXXVIII. 
Nor did th' encourag'd Pelgians long delay, 
But hold in others, not themſelves, they ſtood : 
So thick, our navy ſcarce could ſteer their way, 
But fecm'd to wander in a moving wood. 


LXXIX. 
Our little fleet was row enzag'd ſo far, 
That like the ſword-fiſh in the while they forght:! 
The combat only ſeem'd a civil wur, 
Till through their bowels we our paſſage wrought. 


LXXX. 
Never had valour, no not ours, before 
Done aught like this upon the land or main, 
Where rot to be o'ercome was to do more 
Than all the conqueſts former Kings did gain. 


LXXXI. 


And armed Edwards look'd with anxious eyes, 
To fee this fleet among unequal foes, 
By * fate promisꝰd them their Charles ſhould 
riſe. 


; LXXXII. 
Mean: time the Belgians tack upon our rear, 
And _ chaſe-.guns through our ſterns they 
end: 


Cloſe by their fire-ſhips, like jackals, appear, 


| 


LXXXVIII. 

Among the Dutch thus Albemarle did fare: 
He could not conquer, and diſdain'd to fiy; 

Paſt hope of ſafety, twas his lateſt care, 

Like talling Cæſar, decently to die. 


LXXXIX. 
Yet pity did his manly ſpirit move, 
To ſee thoſe periſh who ſo well had fought : 
And generouſly with his deſpair he ſtrove, 
Reſolv'd to live till he their ſaſety wrought. 


XC. 
Let other Muſes write his proſperous fate, 
Of conquer'd nations tell, and kings reſtor'd : 
Put mine ſhall ſing of his eclips'd eſtate, 
Which, like the ſun's, more wonders does affœ d. 


XCI. 
He drew his mighty frigates all he ſore, 
On which the {oc his fruitleſs force employs: 
His weak ones deep into his rear he bore 
Remote from guns, as ſick men from the ro.ſe. 


XCII. 
His fiery canron did their paſſage guide, 
And following ſmoke obſcur'd them from the foe: 


Thus Iſracl ſafe from the Egyptian's pride, 


By flaming pillars and by clouds did go. 
XCIII. 


Elſewhere the Belgian force we did defeat, 


But here our courages did theirs ſubdue : 


So Xenophon once led that fam'd retreat, 


Which firſt the Aſian empire overthrew. 
XCIV. 


The foe approach'd; and one for his bold fn 


Was ſunk; as he that touch'd the ark was flain: 


The wild waves maſter'd him and ſuck'd him in, 


Wo on their lions for the prey attend. | 


And ſmiling eddies dimpled on the main. 
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XCV. 

This ſeen, the reſt at awful diſtance ſtood: 
As if they had been there as ſervants ſet 

To ſtay, or to go on, as he thought good, 
And not purſue but wait on his retreat. 

XCVI. 

So Libyan huntſmen, on ſome ſandy plain, 
From ſhady coverts rouz'd, the lion chace: 

The kingly beaſt roars out with loud diſdain, 
And ſlowly moves unknowing to give place. 


XCVII. | 

But if ſome one approach to dare his force, 

He ſwings his tail, and ſwiftly turns him round; 
With one paw ſeizes on his trembling horſe, 

And with the other tears him to the ground. 


XCVIII. : 
Amidſt thefe toils ſucceeds the balmy night; 
Now hiſſing waters the quench'd guns reſtore ; 
And weary waves withdrawing ſrom the fight, 
Lie lull'd and panting on the ſilent ſhore. 


XCIX. 
The moon ſhone clear on the becalmed flood, 
Where, while her beams like glittering ſilver play, 
Upon the deck our careful general ſtood, 
And deeply mus'd on the ſucceeding day. 


C. 
That happy ſun, ſaid he, will rife again, 
Who twice victorious did our navy ſee: 
And I alone muſt view him riſe in vain, 
Without one ray of all his ſtar for me. 


CI. W 
Yet like an Engliſh general will I die, % 
And all the ocean make my ſpacious grave 
Women and cowards on the land may lie : 


The ſea's a tomb that's proper for the brave. 


CII. 
Reſtleſs he paſs'd the remnant of the night, 
Till the freſh air proclaim'd the morning nigh : 
And burning ſhips, the martyrs of the fight, 
With paler fires beheld the eaſtern ſky. 


CIII. 
But now his ſtores of ammunition ſpent, 
His naked valour is his only guard: 
Rare thunders are from his dumb cannon ſent, 
And ſolitary guns are ſcarcely heard. 


CIV. 
Thus far had fortune power, he forc'd to ſtay, 
Nor longer durſt with virtue be at ſtrife; 
This as a ranſom Albemarle did pay, 
For all the glories of ſo great a life. 


CV. 
For-now brave Rupert from afar appears, 
Whoſe waving ſtreamers the glad general knows: 
With full-ſpread fails his eager navy ſteers, 
And every ſhip in fwift proportion grows. 
CVI. 
The anxious prince had heard the cannon long, 
And from that length of time dire omens drew 
Of Engliſh overmatch'd, and Dutch too ſtrong, 
Who never fought three days but to purſue. 
CVII. 
Then, as an eagle, who with pious care 
Was beating widely on the wing for prey, 
To her now filent eiry does repair, 
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CVIII. 

Stung with her love, ſhe ſtoops upon the plain, 

The broken air loud whiſtling as ſhe flies: 

She ſtops and liſtens, and ſhoots forth again, 

And guides her pinions by her young ones cries. 
CIX. 

With ſuch kind paſſion haſtes the prince to fight, 

And ſpreads his flying canvaſs to the ſound : 

Him whom no danger were he there could fright, 

Now abſent every little noiſe can wound. 
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As in a drought the thirſty creatures cry, 

And gape upon the gather'd clouds for rain; 
And firſt the martlet meets it in the ſky, 

And with wet wings joys all the feather'd train. 


CXI. 

With ſuch glad hearts did our deſpairing men 
Salute th* appearance of the prirce's fleet; 
And each ambitiouſly would claim the ken, 
That with firſt eyes did diſtant ſafety meet. 


CXII. 

The Dutch, whocame like greedy hinds before, 
To reap the harveſt their ripe ears did yield, 
Now look like thoſe, when rolling thunders roar, 
And ſheets of lightning blaſt the ſtanding field. 


CXIII. 

Full in the prince's paſſage, hills of ſand, 

And dangerous flats in ſecret ambuſh lay, 
Where the falſe tides ſkim o'er the cover'd land, 
And ſeamen with diſſemblcd depths betray. 


CXIV. 
The wily Dutch, who like fall'n angels fear'd 
This new Meſſiah's coming, there did wait, 
And round the verge their braving veſſels ſteer'd, 
Ws o tempt his courage with ſo fair a bait. 
| CXV. 
But he unmov'd contemns their idle threat, 
Secure of fame whene'er he pleaſe to fight : 
His cold experience tempers all his heat, 
And inbred worth doth boaſting valour flight. 

| CXVI. 
Heroic virtue did his actions guide, 
And he the ſubſtance not th appearance choſe: 
To reſcue one ſuch friend he took more pride, 
Than to deſtroy whole thouſands of ſuch foes. 

CXVII. 

But when approach'd, in ſtrict embraces bound, 
Rupert and Albemarle together grow : 
He joys to have his friend in ſafety found, 


CX VIII. 

The chearful ſoldiers, with new ſtores ſupply'd, 
Now long to execute their ſpleenſul will; 
And, in revenge for thoſe three days they try'd, 


CXIX. 
Thus reinforc'd, againſt the adverſe fleet, 
Still doubling ours, brave Rupert leads the way: 


And bring night back upon the new-born day. 


CXX. 
His preſence ſoon blows up the kindling fight, 
And his loud guns ſpeak thick like angry men 1 
It ſeem'd as laughter had been breath'd all night, 


And finds her callow infants forc'd away: 


And death new pointed his dull dart again. 


Which he to none but to that friend would owe. 5 ö 


With one, like Joſhua's, when the ſun ſtood ſtill, | | 


With the firſt bluſhes of the morn they meet, m4 1 
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CXXI. 
The Dutch too well his mighty conduct knew, 
And matchleſs courage, fince the former ficht: 
Whoſe navy like a ſtiff- ſtretch'd cord did ſhew, 
Till he bore in and bent them into flight. 


CX XII. 
The wind he ſhares, while half their fleet offends 
His open tide, and high above him lhows : 
pon the reſt at pleaſure he deſcends, 
And doubly harni'd he double harms beſtows. 


CXXIII. 
Pchind the general mends his weary pace, 
And ſullenly to his revenge he ſails : 
So glides ſome trodden ſerpent on the graſs, 
And long behind his wounded volume trails. 


CXXIV. 
Thr increafing ſound is home to either ſhore, 
And for their ſtakes the throwing nations fear : 
Their paions double with the canvons roar, 
And with warm wiſhes each man combats there. 


CXXV. 
Ply*d thick and cloſe as when the fight begun, 
Their huge unwieldy navy waſtes away : 
do ſicken waneing moons too near the fun, 
And blunt tir creſcents on the edge of day. 


CXXVI. 
And row reduc*d on equal terms to fight, 
Their thips like waſter! patriraonies ſhow ; 
V/liere the thin ſcattering trees udimt the liobr, , 
And (hun cach others ados as tlicy gi. 


CXX VII. 
The warlike prince had fever'd from the reſt 
Two giant ſhips, the pride of all the main; 
Which with his ove fo vizoroufly he prets'd, 
And fle ſo home they could not riſe again. 
ä CXXVIII. 
Already batter'd, by his lee they lay, 
In vain upon the paſſing winds they call: 
The paſſing winds trough their tom canvaſs play, 
And flagging ſa.i on heartleſs ſailors tall. 


CXXIX. 
Their open'd ſides receive a gloemy light, 
Dreadtul as Cay let into ſhades below : 
Without grim death rides barefac'd in their ſight, 
And urges entering billows as they flow. 
. CXXX. 
When one dire ſhot, the laſt they could ſupply, 
Cloſe by the hoard the prince's inain-matt bore : 
All three now helpleſs by cach other Le, 
And tis ofiends not, and tie trar no more. 


CXXXI. 
So have I ſeen ſome feartul hare maintain 
A courſe, till tir'd bz.cre the dog ſhe lay : 
Who ſtretch'd behind her pants upon the plain, 
Paſt power to kill, as ſhe to get away. 


CXXXII. 
With his loll'd tongue he faintly licks his prey: 
His warm breath blows her flix up as ſhe lies; 
She trembling creeps upon the ground away, 


And looks back to him with beſceching eyes. 
Vor. III. 
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CXXXIII. 
The prince unyjuſtly does us ſtars accuſe, 
Which hinder'd lum to puth his fortune on; 
For what they to his courage Cid refuſe, 
By mortal valour never muſt be done. 


CXXXIV. 
This lucky hour the wiſe Fatavian takes, 
And warns h:s tatter'd fleet to {ollow home: 
Proud to have ſo got off with equal ſtakes, 
Where *twas a triumph not to be o'ercome. 


CXXXV. 
The general's force as kept alive by fight, 
Now rot oppos*d no longer can purſue : 
Laſting till heaven had done his courage right; 
When he had conquer'd he his weakneſs knew. 


CXXXVI. 
He caſts a frown on the departing foe, 
And ſighs to ſee him quit the watery field: 
His ſtern fix'd eyes no ſatisfaction ſhow, 
I or all tic glories which the fight did yield. 
CXXX VII. 
Though as when fiends did miracles avow, 
He ſtands confeſs'd ev'n by the boaſttul Dutch: 
He only does his conqueſt diſavow, 
And thinks too little what they found too much. 
CXXXVIII. 


Return'd, he with the fleet refolv'd to ſtay; 
No ter der thouzhts of home his heart divide; 


Dome ſtic joys and cares he puts away; 


I or reajims are houlſi.olds which the great muſt 
suide. 
C XXXIX. 
As thoſe who unripe veins in mines explore, 
On the rich bed a ain the warm turt lay, 
Fill time digeſts the yet imperſect ore, 
And know it wili be gold arocher day: 


CXL. 
So looks our monarch on this early fight, 
TH «tay and rudiments of great ſucceſs : 
Which ail maturing time mull bring to light, 
While he ike heaven does cach day's labour bleſs, 


CXLI. 
Heaven ended not the firſt or ſecond day, 
Vet each was perfect to the work deſign'd : 
God and kings work, when they their work ſurvey, 
A paſhve aptneſs in all ſubjects find. 


CXLII. i 
in h urden'd veſſels firſt with ſpeedy care, 
Nis plenteous ſores do feafon'd timber ſend : 
Thithcr the brawny carpenters repair, 
And as th: ſurgeons of maim'd ſhips attend. 


CXLIII. 
With cord and carvss from rich Hamburgh ſent, 
His navy's molted wings he imps orce more: 
Tal: Norway fir, their maſts in battle ſpent, 
And Lngliſh oak, ſprung leaks and planks, reſtore. 
CXLIV. 
All hands emp'oy'd, the royal work grows warm: 
Like labouring bees on a long ſummer's day, 
Soine ſound the trumpet tor the reſt to ſwarm, 


And ſome on bells of taſted ies play. 
L 
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CXLV. 
With glewy wax ſome new foundations lay 
Ot virgin-comhs which from the roof are hung: 
Some arm'd within doors upon duty ſtay, 
Or tend the ſick, or educate the young. _ 


CXLVI. 
So here ſome pick out bullets from the ſides, 
Some drive old okum through each ſeam and ritt : 
Their left hand does the calking iron guide, 
The rattling mallet with the right they lift. 


CXLVII. 
With boiling pitch another near at hand, 
From friendly Sweden brougit, tie ſeams inſtops: 
Which, well paid o'er, the ſalt fea waves withſtand®! 
And ſhakes them from the riſing beat: in drops. 


CXLVIII. 
Some the gall'd.ropes with dawby marline bind, 


Or ſcar- clothi maſts with ſtrong tarpawling coats; 


To try new ſhrouds one mounts into the wind, 
And one below their caſe or ſtittneſs notes. 


CXLIX. 
Our careful monarch ſtands in perſon by, 
His new-caſt canons firmneſs to explore: 
The ſtrength of hig-corn'd powder loves to try, 
And ball and cartridge ſorts ſor every bore. 


CL. 
Each day brings freſh ſupplics of arms and men, 
And ſhips which all laſt winter were abroad; 
And ſuch as fitted fince the ſiglit had been, 
Or new tron ſtocks, were fall'n into the road. 


CLI. 
The goodly London in her gallant trim, 
The Phoenix, daughter of the va iſh'd old, 
Like a rich bride dots to the ocean ſ'vim, 
And on her ſhadow rides in floating gold. 


CLII. 
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CLVII.. 


In ſhipping ſuch as this, the Iriſh kern, 
And untaught Indian on the ſtream did glide : 
Erc tharp-kecl'd ioats to ſtem the flood did learn, 
Or fin- like oars d. d ſpread from either fide. 


CLVIII. 
Add but a ſail, and Saturn fo appear'd, 
When from loſt empire he to exile went, 
And with the golden age to 'I'yber ſteer'd, 
Where coin and commerce firſt he did invent. 


CLIX. 
Rude as their ſhips was navigation then; 
No uſctul compaſs or meridian known ; 
QCoalting, they kept the land within their ken, 
And knew no North but when the Pole-ſtar ſhone. 


CLX. 

Of all who ſince have us'd the open ſea, 

Than the bold Engliſh none more fame have won: 

Beyond the year, and out of heaven's high way, 
They make diſcoveries where they ſee no ſun. 


CLXI. 

But what ſo long in vain, and yet unknown, 
Ry poor mankind's benighted wit is fought, 

Shal! in this age to Britain firſt be ſhown, 
And hence be to admiring nations taught. . 


. CLXII. 
The ebbs of tides and their myſterious Row, 
We, as art's clements, ſhall underſtand, 
And as by line upon the ocean go, 
Whoſe paths ſhall be familiar as the land. 


CLXIII. 
Inſtructed ſhips ſhall ſail to quick commerce, 
. By which remoteſt regions are ally'd ; 
Which makes one city of the univerſe ; 
Where ſome may gain and all may be ſupply' d. 


CLXIV. 


Her flag aloſt ſpread ruMing to the wind, 
And ſanguine ftreamers ſeem the flood to fire: 


The weaver, charm'd with what his loom deſign'd,, 


Goes on to ſea, and knows not to retire. 


CLIII. 
With roomy decks, her guns of mighty ſtrength, 
Whoſe low-laid mouths each mounting billow 
; laves : 
Deep in her draught and warlike in her length, 
She ſeems a ſea-waſp flying on the waves. . 


CLIV. 
This martial preſent, piouſly defien'd, 
The loyal city gave their heft-lov*& king : 
And with a bounty ample as the wird, 
Built, fitted, and maintain'd, to aid him bring. 


CLV. 
By viewing nature, nature's handmaid, art 
Makes mighty things from ſmall beginnings grow: 
Thus fiſhes firſt to ſhipping did impart, 
Their tail the rudder, and their head the prow. 


CLVI. 
Some log perhaps upon the waters ſwam, 
An uſcleſs drift, which rudely cut within, 
And hollow'd firſt a floating trough became, 
And croſs ſome rivulet paſſage did begin. 


Then we upon our globe's laſt verze ſhall go, 
And view the ocean leaning on the ſky: 

From thence our rolling neighbours we ſhall know, 
And on the lunar world ſecurely pry. 


CLXV. 
This J foretel from your auſpicicus care, 


Who great in ſearch of God and nature grow; 
WIo beſt your wiſe Creator's praiſe declare, 


Since beſt to praiſe his works is beſt to krow. 


| CLXVI. 


O truly royal! wlio kehold the law 
And rule of beings in your maker's mind: 
And thence, like hmbecs, rich ideas draw, 
To fit the levell'd uſe of human- kind. 


CLXVII. 
But firſt the toils of war we muſt endure, 
And from th” injurious Dutch redeem the ſs. 
War makes the valiant of his right ſecure, 
And gives up fraud to be chaſtis'd with eaſe. 


CLXVIII. 


{ Already were the Belgians on our coaſt, 


Whoſe fleet more mighty every day became 
By late ſucceſs, which they did falſely boaſt, 
| And now by firſt appearing ſeem'd to claim. 
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CLXIX. 
Deſigning, ſubtle, diligent, and cloſe, 
They knew to manage war with wiſe delay: 
Yet all thoſe arts their vanity did croſs, 
And by their pride their prudence did betray, 
CLXX. 
Nor ſtaid the Enzliſh long; but well ſupply'd, 
Appear as nuincrous as th” inſulting toe : 
The combat row by courage mult be try'd, 
And the ſucceſs the braver nation ſhcw. 


CULXXI. 
There was the Plymouth ſquadron now come in, 
Which in the Straights laſt wir.ter was abroad ; 
Which twice on Biſcay's workirg bay had been, 
And on the midland ſea tie trench had aw'd. 
CLXXII. 
Old expert Allen, loyal all along, 
Fam'd tor his action on the Smyrpa fleet: 

And Holmes, whoſe name thall hve in epic ſong, 
While muſic numbers, or while verſe has cet. 
CLXXIII. 

Holmes, the Achates of the general's fight; 
4 ho firit bewitch'd our eyes with Guinca gold; 
As once old Cato in the Ronan fight 
The tempting truits of Airic did unſold. 
CLXXIV. 
With him went Sprag, as bountiful as brave, 
Whom his high courage to command had brought: 
Harman, who did the rwice-fir*d Harry fave, 
And in his burning ſhip undaunted ſouglit. 
CLXXV. 
Young Hollis on a Muſe by Mars berot, 
Porn, Cwfar like, to write and act great deeds : 
impatient to revenge his fatal ſhor, | 
His right hand cCoubly to his left ſucceeds. 
CLXXVI. 
Thouſands were there in darter fame that dwell, 
Whoſe deeds ſome robler poem ſhall aon: 
And though to me unknown, they ſure ſought well, 
Whom Rupert led, and who were Britiſh born. 
CLXXVII. 
Of every fize an hundred fighting ſail, 
So valt the navy now at anchor rides, 
That underneath it the prefs'd waters fail, 
And wit! its weight it thoulCcers off the tides. 
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CLXXXII. 
The Belgians hop'd that, with diforder'd haſte, 


Our deep-cut keels upon the ſands miglit run: 
Or if with caution leiſurely were paſt, 
Their numerous groſs might charge us one by one 
CLXXXIII. 
But with a forewind puſhing them above, 
And twveiling tide that heav'd them from below, 
O'er the blind flats our warl;ke ſquadrons move, 
And with ſpread fails to welcome battle go. 
CLXXXIV. 
it ſeem'd as there the Britiſh Neptune ſtood, 
With all his hoſts of waters at command, 
Beneath them to ſubmit tl; oſticious flood; 
And with lus trident ſhov'd them off the ſand. 


CLXXXV. 

To the pale fors they ſuddenly draw near, 
And ſummon them to unexpected fight: 

They Hart like murderers when ghoſts appear, 
And draw their curtains in the dead ot night. 


CLXXXVI. 

Now van to van the foremoſt ſquadrons meet, 
The midmoſt battles haſtening up behind: 

Who view lar off the ſtorm of falling fleet, 

And hear their thunder rattling in the wind. 


CLXXXVII. -/ 

At length the adverſe admirals appear ; 

The two bold champions of each country's right : 
Their eyes deſcribe the lifts as they come near, 

And draw the lines of death before they fight. 


CLXXXVIII. 

The diſtance judg'd ior ſhot of every ſize, 

The linſtocs touch, the ponderous ball expires : 
The vigorous ſcaman every port- hole plies 

And adds his heart to every gun he fires! 


CLXXXIX. 

Fierce was the fight on the proud Pelgians fide, 

For honour, hien they ſeldom ſought before: 

But row they by their own vain boaſts were ty'd, 
And torc' at leaſt in ſhew to prize it more. 

CXC. 

But ſharp remembrance on the Engliſh part, 

And ſhame ot being match'd by ſuch a foe, 

Rou/e conſcious virtue up in every heart, 


CI. XXVIII. | 
Now anchors weigh'd the ſeamen ſhout fo thrill, . 
That heaven and earth and the wide occan rings: 
A breeze from weſtward waits tlieir ſails to fill, 
And reſts in thioſe high beds his downy wings. 
CLXXIX. 
The wary Dutch this gathering ſtorm foreſaw, 
Ard durſt not hide it on the Engliſh coaſt : 
Peliind their treacherous ſhallows they withdraw, | 
And there lay ſnares to catch the Britiſh hoſt. 
CLXXX. 
So the falſe ſpider, when her nets are ſpread 
Deep ambuſh'd in her filent den does lie: 
And feels far off the trembling of the thread, 
Whoſe filmy cord ſhould bind the ſtruggling fly. 
CLXXXI. 
Then if at laſt ſhe find him faſt beſet, 
She iſſues forth and runs along her loom: 
She joys to touch the captive in her net, 
And drags the little wretch in triumph home. 


And ſceming to be ſtronger makes them ſo. 


CXCI. 
Nor long the Pelgians could that fleet ſuſtain, 
Which did two generals“ fates, and Cæſar's bear: 
Each ſeveral ſhip a victory did gain, 
As Rupert or as Albemarle were there. 
CXCII. 
Their batter*d admiral too ſoon withdrew, 
Enthank'd by ours for his unfiviſh*d fight: 


{But he the minds of his Dutch maſters knewy, 


Who cal;'d that providence which we call'd flight, 
CXClIII. 
Never did men more !oyfully obey, 
Or ſooner unccritood tle ſign to fly: 


With ſuch alacrity they bore away, 


As if to praiſe them all the Sates ſtood by. 
CXCIV. 


O ſamous leader of the Belxian fleet, 


Thy monument inſcrib'd ſuch praiſe ſhall wear, 


As Varro timely flying once did meet, 


Becauſe he did not of his Rome deſpair, 
E 2 
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CXCV. 
Behold that navy, which a while hefore 
Provok'd the tarty Enel ſu cloſe to fiaht; 
Now draw ther heaten veſſels cloſe to ſhore, 
As larks lie dar'd to ſnun the nobbies fliant. 
CXCVT. 
Who-'er would Engliſh mor.uments ſurvey, 
In other recorrs may our courage krow : 
But let them hide the ſtory of tas dee, 


W loſe fame was blemith'd by too baſe a foe. 


CXCVIT. 
Or if too Er ly they will erquire 
Into a victory which ve ſdain; 
Ther let them krow the Pelzians di revire 
Before the patron ſaint of injur'd Spain. 


i CxCVIII. 
Repentins Enzland this revengeſul day 
1o Philip's mares did an offerinz brins : 
Eneland, which firſt H, leading them aſtray, 
Hatch d. ap reteilon to deſtro ler King. 


CACIX. » 
Our. fathers bent their hanieful induſiry, 
Te check a monarchy tit ſlowly grew ; 
But did rot Frarce or Ho lard's fate foreſee. 
Whofe riſing power to ſwitt dom iron fle. 


| + hn 
In fortune's empire blindly thus we go, 
And wander after pathleſs deſtiny ; 
Whoſe dark reforts fince prudence cannot know, 
In ain it would provide for at (hall te 


COL, 
But whate'er Tnelifh to the bleſs'4 hall go, 
And the fourth Harry or firſt Orange meet; 
Find him diſo vn of a Pourton for, 
And tum cetcit.ng a Patavian Rect, 


CCI. 
Now on their coai a our conquering navy rides; 
Wayiays tieir merchants, ard the land helets ; 
Each day new wealth without their care provides; 
They lie aſleep with prizes in their nets. 


CCIII. 
So cloſe behind ſome promor tory le 

The huge leviathans t atter d the prey; 
And give ro chace, bur fwallow in t! 
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Which through their gaping jaws miſtaice the way. 
O 2 1 5 4 * 
CCIV. 
Nor was this all; in ports ard roads remote, 
Deſtructive fires airong whote feets we fend ; 
Triumphant flames upon the vate Poar, 
And out-hound ſhips at home ther voyaze end. 


e. 
Thoſe var ons ſmadrons variouſſy def and, 
Each ver] ſreichted with a ſeveral load, 
Fach ſmadron waitir for a teveral wind, 
All find bur ore to burn them in the road. 
. 
dome our d for Cuinea golden fand to find, 
Bore all the gauds the ſmple natives wear : 
Some for the pride of Turkah courts defizn'd, 
For tolded turbarits fineſt Holland bear 
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CCVIT. 
Some Freliſh wool vex'd in a Pel-ian loom, 
Ard ir:0 cloth of ſpungy ſoftneſs mare, 
Did into France or colder Denmark doom, 
To ruin w:th worſe ware our ſtaple trade 


CCVTIT. 
Our greedy ſeamo1 rummage every hold, 
| Smile on the hooty of each v eaitl er cheſt ; 
{And ar the pr:eft; who with their gods make bold, 
Jake what tlie like, and ſacrifice the reſt. 


CCIX. 
,nancere are all our joys ! 
W hich, ſent from heaven, like ligutning make no 
| ſtay: 
Their pallng taſte the ourrey's length deſtroys, 
| Or griet ſent poſt o ertakes them on the way. 
| COX 
Swell'd with our late ſucceſſes on the for, 
| Which France and fiolland wanted power to croſs, 
We urge an urſeen fate to lay us love, 
Ard teed their envious eyes with ngliſh loſs, 
CEXTS. 
Fach e'ement his dread command obeys, 
Wo mattes or rums wit a ſmile or frown ; 
ho, as hy one ne did our nat.on raiſe, 


But ak | how 


do no he with another pulls us down. 


| CLAS. 
| Yes, London, empreſ, of the rarthern clime, 


j By an high fate thou greatly didſt expire; 

| Great as te world s, which, at the death of time, 

| Mutt tail, aac riſe a robier frame hy fire. 

| COXITI. 

As when ſome dire uſurper heaven provicles. 

his country with a lawleſs fway ; 

perhaps, ſome petty villave hides, 

And tets his cradle out of fortune way 
. 
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* 


101 
His bien. 


Ouretk 


And hurrie; him to mighty miſchieſs on; 
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F115 e, furvr;z's at firſt, ro ill could doubt. 


And want; the Power to meet it when tis krown, 


| CCXV. 
Such was the rife of e 3 proc icions fire, 

Wich in mean buildings, firſt obſcnrely bred, 

From thence did foon to open Nreets afnire 


ANG Itraignt to palaces and tempies ſpread, 
| . 
The dilleepce of trade and ro ſeſul gain, 
Ard yuxury more late, aſleep were laid: 
All was the nicht's; and in her ſilent reign 
No fourd the rei? of nature did invade. 
? 
{ 


| CCXVIT. 

{ In this deep quiet, from what ſource unkrown, 

| Thoſe ſeeds of fire their fatal birth diſcloſe ; 
And firſt few ſcattering ſparks about were hiown, 
| Big with the flames that to our ruin roſe. 


CCXVIII. 
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nen in ſome cloſe pent room it crept along. 

And ſmonldering as it went, in filence fed; 
Till eh' infant monſter with devouring ftrong, 

Walk'd holdly upright with exalted head. 
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CCXIX. 
Now like ſome rich or mighty murderer, 
Too vyreat for priſon wich he breaks with gold; 
Wi freſher for new miſcncts © ors appears 
And dares the world to tax lum with tie old: 
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apes th” inſult fire his narrow ail, 
And mares (mail outet, ro open ar: 
There the fierce v. ns te 
And heat Hm don nWwaitl tO 
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CCXXII 


Art neww 116 longer letted of his prey, 
He leaps up at it with enrag'd cefire : 
Oerlooks the e 3 with a wide ſurvey, 


And nods at every houſe his threatenirg fire 


XXIII. 
The ghoſts of traitors dp” Om the bridge deſcend, 
With holed! fanatic ſpectres to retoice: 
About the fire into 2 dar ce they bend, 
And ſing their ſabhath notes 3 feeble voice 


XXIV. 
Our enardian angel ſaw them where they ſate 
Above the palace of our ſlumbering king: 
He ggh'd, abanconins his charge to fate, 
nd droaping, oft look'd hac upon the wing 
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CCXXVII. 
Their cries foon walken all the cwellers near; 
rmuring no ſes riſe in every ſtreet 
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CCXXIX. 
Now ſtreets grow throng d and buſy as by day: 
Some run for buckets to the hallo d quire 
Some cur the pipes, and ſome the engines play; 
And ſome more bold mount ladders to the fire. 


CCXXX. 
for ſrom the Faſt a Belgian wind 
Flis hoſtile breath through the dry rafters ſent ; 
The fames 1mpell'd ſoon left their foes behind, 
And forward with a wanton fury went. 
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A key of fire ran all along the ſhore, 


And lighten'd all tae river with a blaze : 
The waken'd tides began again to roar, 
| And wondering fin in ſhinng waters gaze. 


CCXXXII. 


01 father Thames ra. up en, revere n head, 


ut teard tte late of Sinois wont return: 
Deen n his eie be ſobetit his ſeddlgy bed, 
And inrunk ms waters hack into his urn 
| 
| CCXXXIII. 
Ihe Gre, mean- time, walks in a broader groſs ; 
reer han ing wings he opens wide : 
He wales the Rrects, and ftraight he reaches croſs, 


And pays tas longing flames on tl” other fide. 


| 

| CXXXIV. 

At ſirſt they war my ther ſrorch, and then they take; 
8 one nects from fide to fide they fecd : 

"wan Fs mg their mother - fire torl. Ke, 

a colony of flames ſucceed. 


CCXXXV. 
To every rehler portion of the town 
[he curl billows roll their reftleſ; tide : 
In parties row they frragzie up and dn, 
As armies uroppos d for prey divide. 
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| CCXXXVI. 
| Ore mighty ſquadron, w th A fide-wind ſped, 
Through narrow lanes 3 cumber*d hre does haſte, 
y poweriul charms 01 — and ſilver led, 
The Lombard hankers and the Change to waſte, 


CCXXXVII. 
kackward to the Tower would go, 
Ari fic ey cats his way azainft the vind: 
put the mam body of the marching foe 
Avainſt tu' imperial palace is defign'd, 


CCNAXVEHST 
Appears, arc! with the day the ing, 
hoſe early care had roh d him of his reſt: 
* we 3 of falling houſes ring, 
And ſhrieks of ſubjects pierce his tender breaft. 


CCAXMXATE: 
thick harbingers of ſmoke 
pillars cover all the place; 
vals of nizht are hroke 
that drive azainſt ! his ſacred face. 


CCXI. 
dis ſor res made him known, 
| And.pom tears wichen his cheeks did ſhower; 
The wretched in his or ef orzort their own z 

So much the pity of a king has power. 


| COXLT 
te wept the fames of what he lov'd fowell, 
And what fo ell had meriteꝗ his love: 
For never prince in Trace did more excel, 
Or royal city more in duty ſtrove. 
CCXLII. 
| Nor with an idle care did he hehod: 
Subjects may grieve, but monarchs may redreſs; 
| Fe chears the fearful, and comments the hold, 
And makes deſpairers hope for good ſucceſs. 
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CCXLIII. 
Himſelf directs what firſt is to be done, 
And orders all the ſuccours which they bring: 
The helpful and the good about him run, 
And torm an army worthy ſuch a king. 


CCXLIV. 
He ſees the dire contay1on Tpread ſo faſt, 
That where it ſeizes all relief is vain : 
And thereiore muſt unwillinely lay waſte 
That country, which would elſe the foe maintain. 


CCXLV. 
The powder blows up all before the fire: 
Ti amazed flames ſtand gather'd on a heap; 
And from the precipice's brink ret:re, F 
Afraid to venture on fo large a leap. 


. CCXLVI. 
Thus fichting fires a while themſelves conſume, 
But ſtraight like Turks forc'd on to win or die, 
They firſt lay render bridges of their tume, 
And o'er the breach in unctuous vapours fly. 


CCXLVII. 


Part ſtay for patſage, till a guſt of wind 
Skips o'er their forces in a ſhining ſheet : 
Part creeping under ground their journey blind, 
And climbing from below their fellows meet. 


CCXLVIII. 


Thus to ſome deſert plain, or old wood-fide, 

Dire nicht- hags come from far to dance their round; 
And o'er broad rivers on their fiends they ride, 

Or ſweep in clouds above the blaſted ground. 


CCXLIX. 


No help avai!s : for, hydra- like, the fire 
Lifts up his hundred heads to aim his way : 

And ſcarce the wealthy can one half retire, 
Beiore lie ruthes in to ſhare the prey. 


CCL. 


The rich grow ſuppliant, and the poor grow proud: 
Thoſe offer mighty gain, and theſe aſk more: 
So void of pity is th' 1gnoble crowd, 
When others ruin may increaſe their ſtore. 


CCLI. 


As thoſe who live by ſhores with joy behold 
Some wealthy veſſel ſplit or ſtranded nigh; 

And from the rocks leap down for ſhipwreck'd gold, 
And ſeek the tempeſts which the others fly: 


CCLII. 


So theſe but wait the owners laſt deſpair, 
And what's permitted to the flames invade 
Ev*n from their jaws they hungry morſels tear, 
And on tlicir backs the ſpoils of Vulcan lade. 


CCLIII. 


The days were all in this loſt labour ſpent; 

And when the weary king gave place to night, 
His beams he to his royal brother lent, 

And ſo ſhone ſtill in his refieCtive light. 


CCLIV. 


Night came, but without darknefs or repoſe, 
A diſmal picture of the general doom; 
Where ſouls diſtracted when the trumpet blows, 
And half unready with their bodies come. 


DRYDEN'S 


{ 


POEMS, 


CCLV. 
Thoſe who have homes, when home they do repair, 
To a laſt lodging call their wandering friends: 
Their ſhort uneaſy ſleeps are broke with care, 
To look how near their own deſtruction tends. 


CCLVI. 
Thoſe who have none, fit round where once it was, 
And with full eyes each wonted room require : 
Haunting the yet warm aſhes of the place, 
As murder'd men walk where they did expire. 


CCLVII. 
Some ſtir up coals and watch the veftal fire, 
Others in vain from ſight of ruin run; 
And while through burning labyrinths they retire, 
With loathing eyes repeat what they would ihun, 


CCLVIII. 
The moſt in fields like herded beaſts lie down, 
To dews obnoxious on the graſſy floor; 
And while their babes in ſleep their ſorrows drown, 
Sad parents watch the remnants of their ſore, 


CCLIX. 


While by the motion of the flames they gueſs 

What ſtreets are burning now, and what are near, 
An infant waking to the paps would preſs, 

And meets, inſtead of milk, a falling tear. 


CCLX. 


No thought can eaſe them but their ſovereign's care, 
Whoſe praiſe th' afflicted as their comfort ſing: 
Ev'n thoſe, whom want might drive to juſt deſpair, 

Think life a blefſing under ſuch a king. 


CCLXI. 
Mean-time he ſadly ſuffers in their grief, - 
Out-weeps an hermit, and out-prays a ſaint : 
All the long night he ſtudies their relief, 
How they may be ſuppli'd, and he may want. 


CCLXII. 


O God, ſaid he, thou patron of my days, 


Guide of my youth in exile and difſtreis ! 
Who me untriended brought'tt by wondrous ways, 
The kingdom of my ſathers to poſſeſs: 


CCLXIII. 


Be thou my judge, with what unweary'd care 
I ſince have labour'd for my people's good 

To bind the bruiſes of a civil war, 
And ſtop the iſſues of their watting blood. 


CCLXIV. 


Thou who haſt taught me to forgive the ill, 
And recompenſe as friends the good miſled; 
If mercy be a precept of thy will, 
Return that mercy on thy ſervat.t's head. 


CCLXV. 


Or if my heedleſs youth has ſtep'd aſtray, 
Too ſoon forgetful of thy gracious hand; 
On me alone thy juſt diſpleaſure lay, 
But take thy judgments from this mourning land. 


CCLXVI. 


We all have finn'd, and thou haſt laid us low, 

As humble earth from whence at firſt we came : 
Like flying ſhades betore the clouds we ſhow, 

And ſhrink like parchment in conſuming flame. 
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CCLXVII. 
© let it be enough what thou haſt done; 


When ſpotted deaths ran arm'd through every ſtreet. 
With poiſon'd darts which not the good could ſhun, 


The ſpeedy could out- fly, or valiant meet. 


CCLXVIII. 
The living few, and frequent funerals then, 
Proclaim'd thy wrath on this ſorſaken place: 
Ard row thole few who are return'd again, 
Thy tearching judgments to their dwellings trace. 
CCLXIX. 
O paſs not, Lord, an abſolute decree, 
Or bind thy ſentence unconditional : 
But in thy {ſentence our remorſe foreſee, 
And in that forctight this thy doom recal. 


CCLXX. 
'Thy threatenings, Lord, as thine thou may*ſt revoke : 
But if immutable and tix'd they ſtand, 
Continue ſtill thyſelf to give the ſtroke, 
And let not toreign foes oppreſs thy land. 


CCLXXI. 
Th' Eternal heard, and from the heavenly quire 
Choſe out the cherub with the flaming ſword; 
And bade him ſwiftly drive th* approaching fire 
From where our naval magazines were ſtor'd. 


. CCLXXII. 
The bleſſed miniſter his wings diſplay'd, 
And like a ſhooting ſtar he cleſt the night: 
He charg'd the flames, and thoſe that diſobey*d 
He lathed to duty with his ſword of light. 


CCLXXIII. 
The fugitive flames chaſtis'd went forth to prey 
On pious ſtructures, by our fathers rear d; 
By which to heaven they did affe the way, 
Ere faith in cliurchmen without works was heard. 


CCLXXIV. 
The wanting orphans ſaw with watery eyes, 
Their founders charity in duſt laid jow ; 
And ſent to God their ever-anſwer'd cries, 
For he protects the poor, who made them ſo. 


CCLXXV. 


Nor could thy fabric, Paul's, defend thee long, 
Though thou wert ſacred to thy Maker's praiſe: 
Though made immortal by a poet's ſong ; 
And poets ſongs the Theban walls could raiſe. 


CCLXXVI. 
The daring flames peep'd in, and ſaw from far 
The awful beauties of the ſacred quire : 
But, ſince it was prophan'd by civil war, 
Heaven thought it fit to have it purg d by fire. 


CCLXX VII. 


Now down the narrow ſtreets it ſwiftly came, 


And widely opening did on both ſides prey: 
This benefit we ſadly owe the flame, 


It only ruin muſt enlarge our way. 


CCLXXVIII. | 


And now four days the ſun had ſeen our woes : 
Four nights the moon beheld th' inceſſant fie: 
It ſeem'd as if the ſtars more ſickly roſe, 
And farther from the feveriſh north retire, 
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CCLXXIX. 
In th empyrean heaven, the bleſs'd abode, 
The thrones and the dominions proſtrate lie, 
Not daring to behold their angry God; 
And an huth'd tilence damps the tuneful iky. 


CCLXXX. 
At length th' Almighty cait a pitying eye, 
And mercy ſoftly touch d his mciting breaſt: 
He ſaw the town's one halt in rubbiſh le, 
And eager flames drive on to ſtorm the reſt. 


CCLXXXI. 
An hallow cryſtal pyramid he rakes, 
In firmamental waters dipt above 
Of it a broad extinguiſher he makes, 
And ioods tlie flames that to their quarry drove. 


CCLXXXII. 
The vanquiſh'd fires withdraw from every place, 
Or full with feeding ſink into a ſleep : 
Each houtho!d genius ihews again his face, 
And from the heartlis the little lares creep. 


CCLXXXIII. 
Our king this more than natural change beholds; 
With ſober joy his heart and eyes abound: 
To the All- good his litted hands he olds, 
And thanks him low on his redeemed ground. 


CCLXXXIV. 


As when ſharp froſts had long conſtrain'd the eartiy 
A kindly thaw unlocks it with cold rain; 
And fuſt the tender blade peeps up to buth, 
And ſtraighit the green ficids laugh with promis's 
grain : 
CCLXXXV. 
By ſuch degrees the ſpreading gladneſs grew 
In every heart which fear had froze be ore: 
The ſtanding ſtreets with ſo much joy they view, 
'That with leſs grief the periſh'd they deplore. 
CCLXXXVI. 
The father of the people open'd wide 
His ſtores, and all the poor with plenty fed: 
Thus God's anointed God's own place ſupply'd, 
And fill d the empty with his daily bread. 


CCLXXXVII. 
This royal bounty brought itz own reward, 


| And intheir minds fo deep did print the ſenſe; 

That if the ruins ſadly they regard. 

"Tis but with fear tue gut might drive hun 
thence. 


CCLXXXVIII. 
But fo may he live long, that to vn to ſway, 
Which by his auſpice they will nobler make, 
As he will hatch their aſhes by his ſay, 
And not their humble ruins now forlake. 


CCLXXXIX. 
They have not lo{ their loyaity by fire; 
Nor is their courage or their wealth ſo low, 
That from his wars they poorly would retire, 
Or beg the pity of a vanquiſh'd foe. 


CCXC. 

Not with more conſtancy the Jews, of old 
By Cyrus from rewarded exile ſent, 

Their royal city did in duſt behold, 


Or with more vigour to rebuild it went 
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CCXCT. 
The utmoſt malice of the ſtars is paſt, 
And two dire comets, which have ſcourg'd the 
town, 
In their own plague and fire have hreath'd the laſt, 
Or dimly in their tnking ſockets irown. 


CCXCII. 


Now frequent trires the happier lights among, 
And high-rais'd Jove trom lis dark priſon treed, 

Thoſe we:ghts took ot that on his planet hung, 
Will g.or.ouily the new-la.d work ſucceed. 


CCXCIII. 


Methinks already from this chemꝭc flame, \ 
I fee a city of more precious mold: 

Rich as the town waich gives the ind:es name, 
With tilver pav'd, and all divine witu guid. 


CCXCIV. 
Aheady labouring with a mizhty fate, 
She thakes the rubbiſh from her mourning brow, 
And ſeems to have renew'd her charter's date, 
Which heaven will to the death of time allow. 


COXCV. 
More great than human now, and more auguſt, 
Now dcity'd ſhe from her fires does rife : 
Her widening ſtreets on new toundations truſt, 
And opening into larger parts ſhe fl.cs. 


CCXCVI. 
Before the like ſome ſhephcrdefs did ſhow, 
Who ſat to bathe her by a river's fide; 
Not anſwering to her ſame, but rude and low, 
Nor taught tlic beautzous arts 0: modern pride. 


COXCVII. 
Now like a maden queen ſhe will behold, 
From her high turrets, hourly ſuitors come; 
The Eaſt with incenſe, and the Weſt with gold, 
Will Rand like ſupplants to rece:ve her doom. 


CCXCVIII. 
The ſilver Thames, her own domeſtic flood, 
Shall bear her veilels like a (weeping train 
And often wind, as oi liis m.{trets proud, 
With longing eyes to meet her face again. 


CCXCIX. 
The wealthy Tagus, and the wealthier Rhine, 
The glory of their towns no more ſaall boaſt, 
And Seyne, that would wit! Eeigian rivers join, 
Shal!! find her luſtre ſtain'd, and traitic lo. t. 


CCC. 
The venturous merchant, Hh νᷓι more far 
And touches on our hoſpitabie ore, 
Charm'd witu tie ſplendor of this northern ſtar, 
Shall here unlade him, and depart no mote, 


CCCI. 
Our powerful navy ſhall no longer meet, 
The wealth ot France or Holland to invade : 
The beauty oi this ton without a fleet, 
From all the world ſhall vindicate her trade. 


CCCII. 
And while this fam'd emporium we prepare, 
The Britiſh ocean ſhall ſuch triumphs boaſt, 
That thoſe, who now diſdain our trade to ſhare, 
Shalb rob like pirates on our wealthy coaſt, 
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| 
Already we have conquer'd half the war, 


CCCIIT. 


And the leſs dangerous part is leſt behind : 
Our trouble now is but to make them darc, 
And not ſo great to vanquiſh as to find. 


CCCIV. 


Thus to the eaſtern wealth through ſtorms we go, 
But now, the Cape once doubled, fear no more; 
A conſtant trade-wind will ſecurely blow, 

And gently lay us on the ſpicy ſore, 
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ESSAY UPFUN SATIAE 


BY MR. DRYDEN, AND THE EARL OF 
MULGRAVE. 


OW dull, and how inſenſible a beaſt 
Is man, who yet would lord it o'er the reſt! 

tutoſophers and poets vainly ſtrove 
in every age the lumpita maſs to niove : 
ut thoſe were pedants, when compar'd with theſe, 
lo know not only to inſtruct, but pleaſe, 
ets alone found the delightful way, 
Mytterious mortals gently to convey 
in charming numbers; ſo that as men grew 
ca, d with their poems, they grew wiſer too. 
Saure has always none among the reſt, 
And is tae toielt way, it not the beſt, 
to tell men freeiy oi their ſouleſt faults; 
o laugh at their vain deeds, and vainer thoughts, 
In ſatire too the wiſe took d.ſſerent ways, 
o each deſerving its peculiar pra. ſe. 
Some did all folly with juſt ſarpreſs blame, 
W iſt others laugh'd, and ſcorn'd them into ſhame. 
But ot theſe tw, the laſt ſucceeded beſt, 
As men aim rigliteſt when they ſhoot in jeſt. 
Yet it we may preſume to blame our guides, 
And cenſure thoſe who cenſure all betides, 
In other things they juſtly are preferr'd: 
in this alone methinks the ancients err'd ; 
Agaimit the groſſeſt toilies they declaim 
Hard they purſue, but hunt ignoble game. 
Nothing is eaſter than ſuch blots to hit, 
And *tis the tatent of each vulgar wit: 
Beiices "tis labour loft; tor who would preach 
Morals to Armſtrong, or dull Afton teach? 
is being devout at play, wile at a ball, 
Or bringing wit and triend{hip to Whitehall. 
But with ſharp eyes thoſe nicer taults to find, 
Which Le obfcureiy in tae wiſeſt mind: 
That little ſpeck which all the reſt does ſpoil, 
To waſh off that would be a noble toil; 
Reyond the looſe-writ libels of this age, 
Or the ſorc d ſcenes of our declining ſtage ; 
Above all cenſure too, each little wit 
Will be fo glad to fee the greater hit; 
Who judging better, though concern'd the moſt, 
Of ſuch correction will have cauſe to boaſt. 
In ſuch a ſatire all would ſeek a ſhare, 
And every fool will fancy he is there. 
Old ſtory-tellers too muſt pine and die, 


'T o ſce their antiquated wit laid by; 
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His limbs are crippled, and his body ſhakes; 
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Like her, who miſs' d her name in a lam 
And griev'd to find herſelf decay'd ſo ſoon. 
No common coxcomb muſt be ment.on'd here: 
Not the dull train of dancing ſparks appear; 
Nor fluttering officers who never fight; 
Of ſuch a wretched rabble who would write? 
Much lefs half wits: that's more againſt our rules; 
For they are fops, the other are hut fools. 
Who would not be as filly as Dunbar? 
As dull as Monmouth, rather than Sir Carr? 
The cunning courtier ſhould be flighted too, 
Who with dull knavery makes fo much ado; 
Till the ſhrewd fool, by thriving too too faſt, 
Like A, ſop's fox, becomes a prey at laſt. 
Nor ſhali the royal miſtreſſes he nam'd, 
Too ugly or too eafy to be blam'd ; 
With whom each rhyming iool keeps ſuch a pother, 
They are as common that way as the other : 
Yet ſauntering Charles, between his beaſtly brace, 
Mects with diſſembling ſtill in either place, 
Affe cted humour, or a painted face. 
In loyal libels we have often told him, 
How one has jilted him, the other fold him: 
Tow that affects to laugh, how this to weep z 
But who can rail ſo long as he can ſleep ? 
Was ever prince hy two at once miſled, 
Falſe, fooliſh, old, ill-natur'd, and ill-bred ? 
Farnley and Ayleſbury, with all that race 
Of uſy blockheads ſhall have here no p. ace; 
At council ſet as fo:ls on Dorfer's core, 
io make that great falſe jewel ſhine the more; 
ho all that while was thought exceedingwiſe, 
On for taking pains and telling lies. 
Put there's ro meddling with ſuch nauſcous men; 
Their very names have tir'd my lazy pen: 
is time to quit their company and chuſe 
Some fitter ſubject for a ſharper Muſe. 

Firſt, let's behold the merrieſt man alive 
Againſt his carc!efs genius vainly ſtrive; 
Quit his dear eaſe, ſome deep deſign to lay, 
'Gainſt a ſet time, and then forget the day: 
Yet he will lauzh at his beſt friends, and be 
Jutt as good company as Nokes and Lee. 
But when he aims at reaſon or-at rule, 
He turns himſelf at heſt to ridicule. 
Let him at bufineſs ne'er ſo carneſt fit, 
Shew him but mirth, and bait that mirth with wit; 
Nat ſhadow of a jeſt ſhall beenjoy'd, 
Though he left all mankind to be deftroy'd. 
do cat trarsform*d ſat gravely and demure, 
I mouſe appear'd, and thought himſelf ſecure 3 
But ſoon the lady had him in her eye, 
And from her friend did juſt as oddly fly. 
Reaching above our yature does ro good; 
We muſt fall hack to our on fleſh and blood 
As by our little Machiavel we find 
That nimblcſ creature of the buſy kind, 


Vet his hard mind, which all this buſtle makes, 

No pity of its poor companion tales. 

What gravity can hold from lauz!:'ng out, 

To ſce him drag his fecble legs about, 

Like hounds ill-coupled ? Jowler lugs him till 
Through hedges, ditches, and through all that 's ill. 
Twere crime in any man but him alone | 
To uſe a body ſo, though 'tis one's own : 

Yet this falſe comfort never gives him o'er, 
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Alas ! that ſoaring, to 1 few that know, 

Is but a buſy groveling flere below. 

So men in rapture think they mount the ſky, 

Whilſt on the ground th” entranced wretches lie: 

So modern fops have ſancy'd they could fly. 

As the new earl with parts deſcrving praiſe, 

And wit enough to laugh at s own ways; 

Yet loſes all ſoft days and ferſual nights, 

ind rature checks, and kind er fortune flights; 

Strivirg againſt his quiet all he can, 

For the fine notion of a buſy man. 

And what is that at beſt, but one, whoſe mind 

Is mace to tire himſelf and all mankind ? 

For I eland he work! vo ; faith, let him reign; 

For if ome odd fantaſtic lord would fain 

Carry in trunks, and all my drudgery do, 

I "ll not only pay him, but admire him too. 

Bur is there any other beaſt that lives, 

Who his own harm ſo wittirgly contrives ? 

Will any dog, that has his tceth and ſtones, 

Refinedly leave his bitches and his bones, 

To turn a wheel and bark to be employ'd, 

While Venus is by rival dogs enjoy'd ? 

Vet this fond man, to get a ſtateſman's name, 

Forfeits his friend, his freedom, and his fame. 
Though ſatire nicely writ no humour ſtings 

But t!;ofe who merit praiſe in other things; 

Yet we muſt needs this one exception make, 

And break our rules for folly Tropos fake ; 

Who was too much deſpis'd to be accus'd, 

And therefore ſcarce deſerves to be abus'd; 

Rais*d only by his mercenary tongue, 

For railing ſmoothly, and for 1caſoning wrong. 

As hoys on holy-days let looſe to play, 

Lay waggiſn traps tor girls that paſs that way; 

Then ſhout to ſee in dirt and deep diſtreſs 

Some filly cit in her flower'd ſooliſh dreſs: 

So have I mighty ſatisfact.on found, 

To ſce his tinſel reaſon on the ground: 

To ſe the Porid fool deſpisd, ard kro it, 

By ſome who ſcarce have words erough to thow it: 

For ſenſe fits ſilept, ard condemns for weaker 

The ſinner, nay ſometimes the wittieſt ſpeaker ; 

But 'tis prodigious ſo much eloquence 

Should be acquired by ſuch little ſenſe ; 

For words and wit did anciently agree, 

And Tully was ro fool, thourh this man be: 

At bar abuftve, on the bench unable, 

Knave on the woolfack, fop at council-table. 

Theſe are the zrievances of ſuch ſools as would 

Be rather wiſe than honeſt, great than good. 
Some other kind of wits muſt be mace known, 

Whoſe harmleſs errors hurt themſelves alone 

Exceſs of luxury they think can pleaſe, 

And lazir «ts call loving of their eaſe: 

To live diſſolv'd in pleaſures ſtill they feign, 

Though their whole life 's but intermitting pain: 

So much of ſuricits, head-aches, claps are ſeen, 

We fcarce perceive the little time between: 

Well-meaning men who make this groſs miſ- 

take, 

And pleaſure loſe only for pleaſure's ſake; 

Fach pleaſure has its price, and when we pay 

Too much of pain, we ſquander life a- way. 
Thus Dorſet, purrine like a thoughtiul cat, 

Marry'd, but wiſer puſs ne'er thought of that: 

And firſt he worried her with railing rhyme, 


That whilſt he creeps his vigorous thoughts can ſoar: 
Vor. III. 


Like Pembroke's maſtives at his kindeſt time; 
E i 
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Then for one night ſold all hi Naviſh life, 

A teeming widow, but a barren wife; 

Swell'd by contact of ſuch a fulſome toad, 

He lugg'd about the matrimonial load; 

Till fortune, blindly kind as well as he, 

Has ill reſtor'd him to his liberty; 

Which he would uſe in his o! | ſneaking way, 

Drinking all niglu, and dozing all the day; 

Dull as Ned Howard, whom his briſker times 

Had fam'd for dulneſs in malicious rhymes. 
Mulgrave had much ado to ſcape the f::are, 

Though learn'd in all thoſe arts that cheat the iair : 

For after all his vulgar marriage-mocks, 

With beauty dazzled, Numps was in the ſtocks; 

Deluded parents dry'd their ve ing eyes, 

To ſee him catch his tartar for lus prize: 

Th' impatient town waited the with*'d-for change, 

And cuckolds ſmil'd in hopes of ſweet revenge; 

Till Petworth plot made vs with for:ow ſee, 

As his eſtate, his perſon too was free : 

Him no ſoft thoughts, no gratitude could move; 

To gold he fied from beauty and from love; 

Yet failing there he keeps his freedom ſtill, 

Forc'd to live happily avainſt his will : 

Tis not his fault if too much wealth and power 

Break not his toaſted quiet every hour. 
And little Sid. for ſimile renown'd, 

Pleaſure has always ſonght hut never fourd: 

Though all his thoughts on wine and women fall, 

His are ſo bad, ſure he ne'er thinks at all. 

The fleſh he lives upon is rank and ſtrong, 

His meat and miſtreffes are kepr too long. 

But ſure we all miſtake this pious man, 

Who mortifics his perſon all he can: : 

What we uncharitably take for fin, 

Are only rvles of this odd capuchin ; 

For never hermit under grave pretence, 

Has liv*d more contrary to common ſenſe ; 

And *tis a miracle we may ſuppoſe, 

No naſtineſs offends his ſkilful noſe ; 

Which from all ſtink can with peculiar art 

Extract perfume and etſence from a ft: 

Expecting ſupper is his zreat delight; 

Ke toils all day but to be drunk at night: 

Then o'er his cups this night- bird chirping fits, 

Till he takes Hewit and Jack Hall for wits. 
Rocheſter I deſpiſe for want of wit, 

Though thought to have a tail and cloven feet; 

For while he miſchief means to ail mankind, 

Hinifelt alone the ill effects docs find: 


And fo like witches juſtly ſuffers ſhame, 

Whoſe harmleſs malice is fo much the ſame, 
Falſe are his words, atfected is his wit; 

So often he does aim, fo ſeldom hit; 

To every face he cringes while he ſpeaks, 

But when the back is turn'd the head he breaks: 
Mean in each action, lewd in every limb, 
Manners themſeives are miſ*1;evous in bim: 

A proot that chance atone males every creature, 
A very Killegrew without rood-pature, 

For what a %effv's has he always liv'd, 

And his own kict't, 55 notably contriv'd? 

For there *s the folly that's ſtill mixt with fear, 
Cowards more hints than ary hero bear; 

Of fighting ſparks fome may their pleatures fay, 
But 'tis a vohter thing to run away: 

The world may welt forzive him all his ill, 

For «every fault does prove his penance ſtill: 
Faifely he falls into fore dangerous rooſe, 

And then az meanly latours to get looſe; 

A life ſo famous is hetcer quitting, 


Spent in kafe injory and low ſubmitting. 


Pd like to have et out his poetry 


Forgot by all almoſt as well as me. 

\Sometimes he has ſome humour, never wit, 
And if it rarely, very rarety, hit, 

is under ſo much raſty rubhiſh laid, 

To find it out 's the cin det man's trade; 
Who for the wretched remrants of a fire, 
Muſt toil all day in athes and in mire. 
'Solewdly dull his idle «works appear, 

[The wretched rexts deſerve ro comments here; 
Where o poor tiouęlu ſometimes, left all along 
To a whole page of dnjreſs muſt atone. 

How vain a thing is man, and bow unwiſe; 
Ev'n he, who would himſelf the moſt deſpiſe ! 
I. who fo wiſe and humb'e ſeem to be, 

Now my over vanity and pride can't (ce. 

V hile the world's ronſenſe is fo ſharply ſhewn, 
We prll down others but to raiſe our own; 
That we may angels rem, we paint them elves, 
Ard are but ſatires to ſet up ourfelves, 

I, who have all this white heen finding fault, 
Ev'n with my maſter, who firſt ſatire taught; 
And did by that deſcribe the taſk ſo hard, 

It ſeems ftupendous and above reward 

Now labour with unequal force to climb 

That lofty hill unreach' g by former time: 

is juſt that I ſhould to the bottom fall, 

Learn to write well, or not to write at all. 
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T is not my intention to make an apology for my poem: ſome will think it needs 
no excuſe, and others will receive none. The defign I am ſure is honeſt: but 

he who draws his pen for one party, muſt expect to make enemies of the other. For 
wit and fool are conſequents of Whig and Tory; and every man is a knave or an ais 
to the contrary fide. "There is a treaſury of merits in the Fanatic church, as well as 
in the Popiſh: and a penny worth to be had of ſaintſhip, honeſty, and poetry, for the 
lewd, the factious, and the blockheads: but the longeſt chapte* in Deuteronomy has 
not curſes enough for the Anti-Bromingham. My comfort, is their manifeſt prejudice 
to my cauſe will render their judgment of leſs authority againſt me. Vet if a poem 
have genius, it will force its own reception in the world. For there is a ſweetneſs in 
good verſe, which tickles even while it hurts: and no man can be heartily angry with 
him who pleaſes him againſt his will. The commendation of adverſaries is the greateſt 
triumph of a writer, becauſe it never comes unleſs extorted. But I can be fatisfied on 
more eaſy terms: if I happen to pleaſe the more moderate ſort, I ſhall be ſure of an 
boneſt party, and, in all probability, of the beſt judges : for the leaſt concerned are 
commonly the leaſt corrupt. And I confeſs I have laid ia for thoſe, by rebating the 
ſatire, where juſtice would allow it, Nom carrying too ſharp an edge. They who can 
criticiſe ſo weakly, as to imagine I bave done my worſt, may be convinced at their 
own coſt that I can write ſeverely, with more exzfe than I can gently. I have but 
laughed at ſome men's follies, when I could have d:claimed againſt their vices: and 
other men's virtues I have commended, as freely as I have taxed their crimes. And 
now, if you are a malicious reader, I expect you ſhould rern upon me that I affect 
to be thought more impartial than I am: but if men are not to be judged by their 
profeſſions, God forgive you commonwealth's-men for profeſſing ſo plauſibly for the 
government. You cannot be fo unconicionable as to charge me for not ſubſcribing my 
name; for that would reflect too groſſy upon your own party, who never dare, though 
they have the advantage of a jury to ſecure them. If you like not my poem, the 
fault may poſſibly be in my writing; though it is hard for an author to judge againſt 
himſelf. But more probably it is in your morals, which cannot bear the truth of it. 
The violent on both ſides will condemn the character of Abſalom, as either too 
favourably or too hardly drawn. But they are not the violent whom I deſire to pleaſe. 
The fault on the right hand is to extenuate, palliate, and indulge; and to confeſs 
freely, I have endeavourcd to commit it. Beſides the reſpect which I owe his birth, 
I have a greater for his heroic virtues; and David himſelf could not be more tender 
of the young man's life, than I would be of his reputation. But ſince the moſt 
excellent natures are always the moſt eaſy, and, as being ſuch, are the ſooneſt 
perverted by ill counſels, eſpecially when baited with fame and glory; it is no more 
a wonder that he withſtood not the temptations of Achitophel, than it was for Adam 
not to have reſiſted the two devils, the ſerpent and the woman. The concluſion of 
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the ſtory I purpoſely forbore to proſecute, becauſe I could not obtain from myſelf to 


ſhew Abſalom unfortunate. The frame of it was cut out but for a picture to the waiſt; 
and if the draught be ſo far true, it is as much as 1 deſigned. 

Were I the inventor, who am only the hiſtorian, I ſhould certainly conclude the 
piece, with the reconcilement of Abſalom to David. And who knows but this may 
come to paſs? Things were not brought to an extremity where ] left the ſtory: there 
ſeems yet to be room left for a compoſure; hereafter there may be only for pity. I have 
not ſo much as an uncharitable wiſh againſt Achitophel ; but am content to be accuſed of 
a good-natured error, and to hope with Origen, that the devil himſelf may at laſt be 
ſaved. For which reaſon, in this poem, he is neither brought to ſet his honſe in order, 
nor to diſpoſe of his perſon afterwards as he in wiſdom ſhall think fit. God is infinitely 
merciful; and his vicegerent is only not ſo, becauſe he is not infinite. 

The true end ef ſatire is the amendment of vices by correction. And he, who writes 
honeſtly, is no more an enemy to the offender, than the phyſician to the patient, when 
he . harſh remedies to an inveterate diſeaſe; for thoſe are only in order to pre- 
vent the chirurgeon's work of an Enſe reſcindendum, which I wiſh not to my very 
enemies. To conclude all; if the body politic have any analogy to the natural, in my 


weak judgment, an act of oblivion were as neceſſary in a hot diſtempered ſtate, as an 
opiate would be in a raging fever. 
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17 pious times ere prieſtcraft did begin, 
Before polygamy was made a fin 3 

When man on many multiply'd his kind, 

Ere one to one was curſedly confin'd ; 

When nature prompted, and no law deny'd 
Promiſcuous uſe of concubine and bride; 

Then Iſrael's monarch after heaven's own heart 
His vigorous warmth did variouſly impart 

To wives and flaves; and wide as his command, 
Scatter'd his Maker's image through the land. 
Michal, of royal blood, the crown did wear ; 

A ſoil ungrateful to the tiller's care: 

Not ſo the reſt; for ſeveral mothers bore 

To god-like David ſeveral ſons before. 

But ſince like ſlaves his bed they did aſcend, 

No true ſucceſſion could their feed attend. 

Of all the numerous progeny was none 

So beautiful, ſo brave as Abſalom : 

Whether inſpir'd by ſome diviner luſt, 

His father got him with a greater guſt, 

Or that his conſcious deftiny made way, 

By manly beauty to imperial ſway. 

Early in foreign fields he won renown, 

With kings and ſtates ally'd to Iſrael's crown: 

In peace the thoughts of war he could remove, 
And ſzem'd as he were only born for love. 
Whatce'er he did was done with ſo much eaſe, 

In um alone *twas natural to pleaſe : 

His motions all accompany'd with grace; 

And paradiſe was open'd in his face. 

With ſecret joy indulgent David view'd 

His youthful image in his ſon renew'd : 

To all his wiſhes nothing he deny'd; 

And made the charming Annabel his bride. 
What faults he had, for who from ſaults is free? 
His father could not, or he would rot ſee. 

Some warm exceſſes which the law ſorhore, 
Were conſtrued youth that purged by boiling o'er; 
And Amnon's mute by a ſpecious name, 

Was call'd a juſt revenge for injur'd fame. 

Thus prais'd and lov'd, the noble youth remain'd, 
While David undiſturb'd in Sion reign'd. 

But life can never he ſincerely bleſt: 

Heav'n puniſhes the bad, and proves the beſt. 
The Jews, a headſttong, moody, murmuring race, 
As ever try'd th* extent and ſtretch of grace; 
God's pamper'd people, whom dehauch'd with eaſe, 
No king could govern, nor ro Cod could pleaſe ; 
Gods they had try'd of every ſhape and ſize, 

That godſmiths could produce or prieſts deviſe: 
Theſe Adam-wits too fortunately free, 

Began to dream they wanted liberty ; 

And when no rule, no precedent was found, 

Of men, by laws leſs circumſcrib'd and bound; 
They led their wild defires to woods and caves, 
And thought that all but ſavages were ſlaves. 
They who, when Saul was dead, without a blow, 
Made ſooliſh Iſhboſheth the crown ſorego; 


Who baniſh'd David did from Hebron brine, 
And with a general ſhout proclaim'd him king: 
Thoſe very Jews, who at their very beſt 

Their humour more than loyalty expreſt, 

Now wonder'd why fo long they had obey'd 

An idol monarch, which their hands had made ; 
Thought they might ruin him they could create, 
Or melt een to that golden calf a ſtate. 

But theſe were random bolts: no form'd deſign, 
Nor intereſt made the ſactious crow to join; 
The ſober part of Iſrael, free from ſtain, 

Well knew the value of a peaceful reign ; 

And, looking backward, with a wiſe affright, 
Saw ſeams of wounds diſhoneſt to rhe ſight : 

In contemplat.on of whoſe ugly ſcars, 

They curſt the memory of civil wars. 

The moderate fort of men thus qualify'd, 
Inclin'd the balance to the better fide ; 

And David's mildneſs manag'd it ſo well, 

The ba! found no o:caſion to rebel. 

But when to (in our bias'd nature l-ans, 


The careful devil is ſtill at hand with means; 


And providently pimps for ill defires: 
The good old cauſe reviv'd a plot requires. 


Plots true or falſe are neceſſary things, 


To raiſe up commonwealths, and ruin kings. 
Th' inhabitants of old ſeruſalem 

Were ſebuſites; the town fo call'd from them; 

And theirs the native right—— 

Rut when the choſen people grew more ſtrong, 

The rightful cauſe at length became the wrong; 

And every loſs the men of Jebus bore, 

They ſtill were thought God's enemies the more. 

Thus worn or weaken'd, well or ill content, 

Submit they muſt to David's government: 

Impoveriſh'd and depriv*d of all command, 

Their taxes doubled as they loſt their land 

And what was harder yet to fleſh and blood, 

Their gods diſgrac'd and burnt 1.ke common wood. 

This ſet the heathen prieſthood in a flame; 

For prieſts of all relivions are the ſame, 

Of whatſoe*er deſcent their godhead be, 

Stock, None, or ot r homely pedigree, 

In his defence his ſervants are as bold, 

As if he had been horn of beaten gold. 

The Jewiſh rabbins, though their enemies 

In this conclude them honeſt men and wife : 

For *twas their duty, all the learned think, 

T' eſpo ſe his cauſe, by whom they eat and drink. 

rom hence began thz1 plot, the nation's curſe, 

Nad in itſelf, but repreſented worſe; 

Rais*d in extremes, and in extremes decry'd 

With oaths affirm'd, with fy ing vows ceny'd; 

Not we.zn'd nor winrow?®!! by the minltitiude 

But ſvallow*'d in the mals, unclie cd ad crude. 

Some trutli there was, but uſh'd and red with 

Les, 


[Ts pleaſe the ſools, and puzzle all the wiſe, 
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Succeeding times did equal folly call, | 
Believing nothing, or believing all. 

Th' Egyptian rites the Jebufites embrac'd; 
Where gods were recommended by their taſte. 
Such ſavoury deities mult needs he good, 

As ſerv'd at once for worit:ip and tor cd. 

By force they could not introduce the ſe gods; 
For ten to one in former days was odds. 

So fraud was us*d, the ſacrificer's trade: 

Fools are more hard to conquer than perſuade, 
Their buſy teachers mingled with the Jews, 

And rak'd for converts ev*n tlie court and ftews: 
Which Hebrew prieſts the more unkindly took, 
Becauſe the fleece accompanies the Rock, 

Some thought they God's anointed meant to ſlay 
By guns invented ſince full many a day: 

Our author ſwears it not; but wha can know 
How far the devil and Jebuſites may go:? 

This plot, which fail'd for want o common ſenſe, 
Had yet a deep and dangerous conſequence: 

For as, when raging fevers boil the blood, 

The ſtanding lake ſoon Roats into a flood, 

And every hoſtile humour, which before 

Slept quiet in its channels, Bubbles o'cr 

So ſeveral tations from tlus firſt ferment, 


Work up to foam and threat the government. 


Some by their friends, more by themſelves thought 


wiſe, 
Oppos'd the power to which they could not riſe, 
Some had in courts been great, and thrown ſrom 
thence, 
Like fiends were harden'd in jmpenitence. 
Some, by their monarch's fatal mercy, grown 
From pardon'd revels kinimen to tlie throne, 
Were rais'd in power and public othce high; 
Strong bands, if bands ungrateful men could tie. 
Of theſe the falſe Aclutophel was firſt; 
A name to all ſucceeding ages curſt: 
For cloſe deſigns, and crooked councils fit; 
Sagac:ous, hold, and turbulent of wit; 
Reſtleſs, urfix'd in principles and place; 
In power unpleas'd, impatient of difyrace : 
A fiery ſoul, which, working out its way, 
Fretted the pigmy-Hhoy to decay, 
And o er- inſorm'd the tenement of clay. 
A daring pilot in extremity; 


Pleas'd with the danger when the waves went high, 


He ſouglit the ſtorms; but, for a calm unit, 
Would ſteer too nigh the ſands to hoaſt his wit. 
Great wits are ſure to madneſs near ad, 

And thin partitions do their bounds divide; 
Elſe why ſhould he with wealth and horourbleſt, 
Refuſe his age the needſul hours of reſt? 
Puniſh a body which he could not pleaſe; 
Bankrupt of life, yet prodigal of caſe ? 

And all to leave what wit? his toil he won, 

To that unfeather*d two-legg'd thing, a fon 
Got, while his ſoul did huddled notions try; 
And born a ſhapeleſs lump, Ike anarchy. 

In friendſhip falſc, implacable in hate; 
Reſolv'd to ruin, or to rule the ſtate. 

To compaſs this the triple bond he broke; 

The pillars of the public ſafety ſhook ; 

And fitted Iſrael for a foreign yoke: 

Then, ſeiz'd with fear, yet ſtill affecting fame, 
Uſurp'd a patriot's all-atoning name. 

Bo eaſy ſtill it proves in ſactious times, 

With public zeal to cancel private crimes. 
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How ſaſe is treaſon, and how ſacred in, 

Where none can ſin againſt the people's will ! 
Where crouds can wink, and ro etience be known, 
Since in another's guilt they find their own? 

Yet fame deſerv'd no enemy can grudge; 

The ſtateſman we abhor, but praiſe the judge. 

In Iſracl's court ne'er tat an Abethdin 

With more diſcerning eyes, or hands more clean, 
Unbrih'd, unſought, the wetched to redreſs; 

Swift of diſpatch, and caſy of acceſo. 


[Oh! had he been content to ſerve the crown, 


With v;rtucs only proper to the gown ; 

Or had the rankneſs of the ſoil been freed 
From cockle, that oppreſs'd the noble iced ; 
David for him his tuneful harp had ſtrung, 
And heaven had wanted one immortal ſong. 
But wild ambition loves to flide, not ſtand, 
And ſortune's ice prefers to virtue's land. 
Aclutophel, grown weary to poſſeſs 

A lawſvl tame, and lazy happineſs, 

Diſdain'd the golden fruit to gather free, 

And lent the crowd his arm to ſhake tle tree. 
ow, manifeſt of crimes contriv'd long fince, 
He ſtood at hold defiance with tis prince; 
Held up the buckler of the peovie's cauſe 
Againſt the crown, and ſculk'd benind the laws, 
The with'd occafion of the ot he tales; 
Some circumitances ds, but more he makes, 
By buzzing emiffar.es fill the ears 

Of liſtening ciowds with jealouſ.es and fears 
Of arbitrary conſels brovght to licht, 

And proves the king himſci a Jetufite, 

Weak arguments! winch yet he knew ſull well, 
Were ſtrong with people eaſy to rebel. 

For, govern'd by the moon, the giddy Jews 
Tread the ſame track when the the prime renews; 
And once in twenty years their ſcribes record, 
By natural inſtinct they change their lord. 
Achitophel ſtill wants a chef, ard rone 

Was found ſo fit as warlike Abſaiom. 

Not that he wifn'd his greatneſs to create, 

For poiiticians neither love ror hate: 

But, tor he knew his title rot allow'd, 

Would keep him till depending on the crowd : 
That kingly power, thus ebbhins out, might be 
Drawn to the dregs of a democracy. 

Him he attempts with ſtud.ed arts to pleaſe, . 
And ſheds his venom in ſuch » {7's as theſe, 
Auſpicious prince, at whoſe 7at.vity 

Some royal planet rul'd the ſouthern ſky 

Thy longing co niry*s darling and detire: 
Their cloudy pillar and their guardian fire: 
Their ſecond Moſes, whoſe extended wand 
Divides the ſeas, and ſhews the promis'd land: 
hoſe dawning day, in every diſtant age, 


Has exercis'd the ſacred prophet's rage: 

The pcople's prayer, the glad diviner's theme, 

The young men's viſion, and the old men's dream 
Thee, Saviour, thee the nation's vows confeſs, 
And, never ſatisfy'd with ſeeing, bleſs: 

Swiſt unbeſpoken pomps thy ſteps proclaim, 

And ſtammering babes are taught to liſp thy name. 
How long wilt thou the general joy detain, 

Starve and deſraud the people of thy reign ; 
Content ingloriouſly to paſs thy days, 

Like one of virtue's fools that feed on praiſe ; 

Till thy freſh glories, which raw ſhine ſo bright, 
Grow ſtale and tarniſh with our daily ſighs ? 
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Relieve me, royal youth, thy fruit muſt be 

Or zather*d ripe, or rot upon the tree. 

Heaven has to all allotted, ſeon or late, 

Some lucky revolution of their fate: 

Whoſe motions if we watch and guide with ſkill, 

For human good depends on human will, 

Our fortune rolls as om a ſmooth deſcent, 

And from the firſt impreſſion takes the bent; 

put if unſeiz'd the glides away like wind, 

And leaves repen tine folly far behind. 

Now, now the meets you w.th a gloriovs pr ze, 

And ſpreads her locks before you as ſhe flies. 

Had thus old David, from whoſe loirs you ſpring, 

Not dar'd when ſortune call d him to be king, 

At Cath an exile he might ſtill remain, 

And heaven's arointing oil had been in vain. 

Let his ſucceſsfv} youth your hopes engage; 

But Nun th example of declining age: 

Felold him ſetting in his weſtern ſkies, 

The ſhadows lengthening as the va; ours rife, 

He is rot now. as when on Jordan's ſand 

The joyful people throng'd to fee him land, 

Covering the heach, and blackening all the ſtrand; 

But like the prince of angels, from his height 

Comes tumbling downward with diminit'd light 

}ctray*d by one poor plot to public fcorn : 

Hur only bleffing fince his curit return: 

"Thoſe heaps of people which one ſheaf did bind, 

Blown off and ſcatter'd by a puff of wind. 

| What firength can he to your Ceiigns oppoſe, 
Nalied of friends, and round beſet with ioes ? 

I Pharao!t's douhtſul ſuccour be ſhovl: ute, 

A foreign aid would more incenſe the Jews : 

Proud Egypt would ditfernbled friendſhip bring; 

t oment the war hut not ſupport the King: 

Nor would the royal party e'er un.te 

With Pharaoh's arms t' affiſt the Jebuhre 

Or if they ſhould, their intereſt ſoon would break, 

And with ſuch odious aid make David weak. 

All forts of men by my ſucceſsful arts, 

At) orring, kings, eſtrange their alter'd hearts 

From David's rule; and 'tis their general cry, 

Religion, commonwealth, and liberty. 

It you, as champion of the public good, 

Add to their arms a chief of royal blood, 

What may not Iſrael hope, and what applauſe 

Might ſuch a general gain by ſuch a cauſe ? 

Net barren praiſe alone, that gaudy flower 

Fair only to the ſight, but ſolid power : 

And nobler is a limited command, 

Given by the love of all your native land, 

Than a ſucceffive title, long and dark, 

Drawn from the mouldy rolls of Noah's ark. 
What cannot praiſe effect in mighty minds, 

When fattery ſooths, and when ambition blinds ? 
fire of power, on earth a vicious weetl, 

Yet ſprung from high is of celeſtial ſeed : 

In God 'tis glory: and when men afpire, 

' Tis but a ſpark too much of heavenly fire. 

Th ambitious youth, too covetous of fame, 

Too full of angel's metal in his frame, 

$ - Owarily was led from virtue's ways, 

Made drunk with honour, and debauch'd wi 


| praiſe. 
Half loath, and halt conſenting to the ill, 
or royal blood within him ſtruggled till, 
He thus reply'd.—And what pretence have I 
o cake up arms for public liberty? 
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My father governs with unqueſtion'd right; 
"The taith's defender, and mankind's delight 
Good, gracious, juſt, obſervant of the laws ; 
And heaven by wonders has eſpous'd his cauſe. 
Whom has he wrong'd in all his peacetul reign? 
Who ſues tor juſtice to his throne in vain ? 
What millions has he pardon'd of his toes, 
Whom juſt revenge did to his wrath expoſe ! 
Mild, eaſy, humble, ſtud:ous of our good; 
Inclin'd to mercy, and averſe from hlood. 

It mildnefs ill with ſtubborn Iſrael ſuit, 

His crime is God's beloved attribute. 

What could he gain his people to betray, 

Or change his right or arbitrary ſway ? 

Let haughty Pharaoh curſe with ſuch a reign 
Flis fruitful Nile, ard yoke a ſervile train. 

It David's rule Jeruſalem diſplay, 

The dog-Har heats their brains to this diſeaſe. 
Why then mould 1, encouraging the bad, 

Turn rebeh and run popularly mad? 

Were he a tyrant, who by lawleſs might 
Oppreſs'd the Jews, ard rais'd the Jebuſite, 
Well might I mourn ; but nature's holy bands 

| Would curb my ſpirits and reſtrain my hands 1 
The people might aſſert their liberty : 

hut what was right in them were crime in me. 
His favour leaves me nothing to require, 
Prevents my withes, and out- runs deſire; 
What more can I expect while David lives? 

All but his kinzly diadem he gives: 

and that Hut here he pavs'd, then fighing, ſaid 
Is juſtly Ceſtin'd for a worthier head. 

For when my father from lis to:ls ſhall) reſt, 
And late auzment the number of the bleſt, 

His lawtu!l fue (hall the throne aſcend, 

Or the colLaterai line, where that thall end. 

H:s brother, though opprefs'd with vulgar ſpite, 
Yet dauntleſs and ſecure of native right, 

Gr every rcyal virtue ſtands poſſeſt; 

Still dear to ail the braveſt and the beſt. 

His courage ſoes, his friends his truth proclaim 
Hts loyalty the king, the world his fame. 

His mercy ev'n th” oftendins crowd will find; 
Lor ſure ne comes of a forgiving kind. 

Why ſhou!d I then repine at heaven's decree, 
Ve ich gives me no pretence to royalty? 

Yet oh that fate, propitioufly inchn'd, 

Had rais'd my birth, or had debas'd my mind; 
To my larye foul not all her treaſure lent, 

And then betray'd it to a mean deſcent ! 

| find, I find my mounting ſpirits bold, 

And David's part diſdains my mother's mould. 
Why am I ſcanted by a niggard birth ? 

My ſoul diſclaims the kindred of her earth ; 
And made for empire whiſpers me within, 
Defire of greatneſs is a god-like fin. 

Him ſtaggering fo, when hell's dire agent found, 
While fainting virtue ſcarce maintain'd her ground, 
He pours freſh forces in, and thus replies: 

TH” eternal Cod, ſupremely good and wiſe, 
Imparts not theſe prodigious giſts in vain : 
What wonders are reſerv'd to bleſs your reign ! 
Againſt your will your arguments have ſhown, 
Such virtue's only given to guide a throne. 

Not that your tather's mildnefs I contemn ; 
But manly torce becomes the diadem. 

"Tis true he grants the people all they crave ; 
And more perhaps than ſubjects ought to lavey 
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Tor laviſh grants ſuppoſe a monarch tame, 
And more his goodneſs than his wit proclaim. 
But wien ſhould people ſtrive their bonds to break, 
If not when kings are neglizent or weak? 

Let him give on till he can give no more, 
The thrifty ſanhedrim ſhall keep him poor: 
And every thekel, which he can receive, 
Shall coſt a limb of his prerogative. 

To ply kim with new plots ſhall be my care; 
Or plunge him deep in ſome expenſive war 
Which when his treafure can ro more ſupply, 
He muſt, with the remains of kingſhip, buy 
His faithful ſr;ends, our jealouſies and fears 
Call Jebuſ.tez, and Pharaoh's penſtoners; 
Whom when our fury from his aid has torn, 
He ſhall be raked left to public ſcorn. 

The next ſucceffor, whom 1 tear and hate, 
My arts have mage obrox:ons to the Nate z 
Turn'd ail his virtues to his overthrow, 

And cain'd our elders to prorounce 2 toe, 

His right, for ſums of neceſſary gold, 

Shall firſt he pawn'd, and afterwards be ſold ; 


To paſs your douhtſul title pto law 

If not, the people have a right ſupreme 

To mace ter kings; for kinvs are made for them. 
All empire is ro more than power in truſt, 
Which, when reſum'd, can be ro longer juſt. 
Succeſſion, for the general good defign'd, 

In its own wrong a nation cannot bind: 

If altering that the people can relieve, 

Netter one ſuſſer than a nation grieve. 

The lews well know their power: ere Saul they choſe, 
God was the'r king, and Cod they durſt depoſe. 
Urge ro your piety, your filial name, 

A father's right, and fear of future tame ; 

The public good, that univerſal cl, 

To which ev'n beaven ſubmitted, anſwers all. 
Nor let his love en hant your generous mind; 
"Tis nature's trick to propagate her kind. 

Our fond hezetters, who would never die, 

Love but themſelves in their poſterity. 

Or let his kindneſs by thꝰ effects be try'd, 

Or let him lay his vain pretence aſide. 

Cod ſaid, he lov'd your father; could he bring 
A hetter proof, than to anoint him king ? 

It ſurely ſhew'd he lov'd the thepherd well, 
Who zave ſo fair a flock as iſrael, 

Would David have vou thonght his darling ſon, 
What means he then to alienate the crown ? 
The name of godly he may bluth to hear: 

Is *t aſter Cod's own heart to cheat his heir ? 
He to his brother gives ſapreme command, 

To vou a !eracy of harren land; 

Perhaps th' oli harp, on which he thrums his lays, 
Or ſome dull Hebrew ballad in your praiſe. 
Then the next heir, a prince ſevere and wiſe, 
Already looks on you with jealous eyes; 

Sees through the thin diſguiſes of your arts, 
And marks your progreſs in the people's hearts; 
Though now his mighty ſoul its griet contains: 
He meditates revenge who leaſt complains : 
And like a lion, flum' ering in the way, 

Or fleep diffembling, while he waits his prey, 
His fearleſs 'oes with n his diſtance draws, 
Confſtrains his roaring, and contracts his paws z 
Till at the laſt his time ſor fury found, 

He ſhoots with ſudcen vengeance from the ground; | 
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The proſtrate vulgar paſſes o'er and ſpares, 
Put with a lordly rage his hunters tears. 

Your caſe no tame expedients will afford : 
Reſolve on death, or conqueſt by the ſword, 
Which for no leſs a ſtake than life you draw; 
And ſelf-defence is r.ature's eldeſt law. 

Leave the warm people no conſidering time: 
For then rebellion may be thought a crime: 
Avail yourſelf of what occaſion gives, 

But try your title while your ſather lives: 
And that your arms may have a fair pretence, 
Procla:m you take them in the king's defence ; 
Whoſe ſacred liſe each minute would expoſe 
To plots, from ſeeming friends and ſecret foes. 
And who can ſound the depth of David's foul ? 
Perhaps lus fear lus kindneſs may controul. 
He fears his brother, though he loves his ſon, 
For pligited vorvs too late to be undone. 

If fo, by force he withes to be gain'd : 

Like women's jechery, to ſeem conſtrain'd. 


Doubt not: but when be moſt affects the trown, 
Commit a pleaſing rape upon the crown. 

Till time ſhall ever-wanting David draw, | 
| They who poflefs the prince poſſeſs the laws. 


Secure his perſon to ſecure your cauſe : 


He ſaid ; and this advice above the reſt, 
With Abſalom's mild nature ſuited beſt; . 
Unblam'd of liie, ambition ſet aſide, 

Not ſtain'd with cruelty, nor putt with pride. 
How happy had he been, if deſtiny 

Had higher plac'd his birth, or not ſo high! 

His kirgly virtues mieht have claim'd a throne, 
Ar: bleit all other countries but his own. 

gut charming greatneſs ſince fo few reluſe, 

Tis juſter to lament him than accuſe. 

Strong were his hopes a rival to remove, 

With blandiſhments to gain the public love: 

To head the faction while their zeal was hot, 
And popularly proſecute the plot. 

To further this, Achitonhe! unites 

The malcontents of all the Iſraelites : 

Whoſe differing parties he could wiſely join, 
For ſeveral ends, to ſerve the ſame detign. 

The heſt, and of the princes ſome were ſuch, 
Wio thought the power of monarchy too much; 
Miſtaken men, ard patriots in their hearts; 
Not wicked, but ſeduc'd by impĩous arts. 

By theie the ſprings of property were bent, 


And wound ſo high, they crack'd the government. 


The next for intereſt ſought to embroil the ſtate, 
To ſell their duty at a dearer rate; 

And make their Jewiſh markets of the throre 
Pretencing public good to ſerve their own. 
Others thought kings an uſeleſs heavy load, 
Who coſt too much, and did too little good. 
Theſe were tor laying honeſt David by, 

On principles of pure good huſhandry. 

With them join'd all th' haranguers of the throng 
That thought to get preferment by the tongue 
Who ſollow next a double danger bring, 

Not only hating David, but the king 

Ihe Solymæan rout ; well vers'd of old, 

In godly faction, and in treaſon bold; 

Cowring and quaking at a conqueror's ſword, 
But loſty to a lawful prince reſtor'd ; 

Saw with diſdain an Ethnic plot begun, 

And ſcorn'd by Jebuſites to be outdone. 

Hot Levites headed theſe z who pull'd before 


From th* ark, which in the judges days they bote 
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Reſum'd their cant, and with a zealous cry, 
Purſued their old helov'd theccracy : 
Where ſanhedrim and prieſt enſlav'd the nation, 
And juſtity'd their ſpoils by in piration: 
For who fo fit to reign as Aaron's race, 
If once dominion they could found in grace ? 
Theſe led the pack: though not of ſureſt ſcent, 
Yet deepeſt-mouth'd againſt the ;overnment. 
A numerous hoſt of dreaming ſaints ſucceed, 
Ot the true old enthuſiaſtic breed : 
Gainſt form and order they their power employ, 
Nothing to build, and all things to ceſtroy. 
But far more numerous was the herd of ſuch, 
Wo think too little, and who tal too much, 
I heſe out of mere inſtinct, they knew not why, 
Acor'd their fat!iers God and property 
And hy the ſame blind henefit of fate, 
"The devil and the ſebuſite did hate: 
Pom to he ſav'd ev'n in their own deſpite. 
Eecauſe they could rot help believing right. 
duch were the tools: but a whole Hydra more 
Remains of ſprouting heads too long to ſcore. 
© ome of their chiets were princes of the land; 
In the firſt rank of theſe did Zimri ſtand: 
A man fo various, that he ſcem'd to te 
Kot one, but all mankind's epitome : 
Stiff in opinions, always in the wrong; 
Was every thing by ſtarts, and rothing long; 
Put, in the courſe oi revolving moon, 
Was chemiſt, fidler, ftatreſman, and buffoon : 
"Then all for women, painting, rhyming, drinking, 
Beſides ten thouſand treaks that dy'd in thinking. 
Pleſt madman, who couid every hour emp.oy, 
With ſomething new to with, or to enjoy 
Railing and praiſing were his uſual themes ; 
And both, to ſhew his judgment, in extremes: 
So over-violent, or over-civil, 
I at every man with him was God or Devil, 
In ſquandring wealth was his peculiar art: 
Nothing went unrewarced hut deſert. 
Leggar'd by tools, vhora ſtill be tound tco late; 
He had his jeſt, and they had his eſtate. . 
He lwgt'd himſelt from court, then ſoueht relief 
By forming parties, but could ne' er he chef; 
For ſpite of him the weiglu of buſinets fell 
On Abialom, and wife Aclitophet ; 
Thus, wicked but in will, of means hereft, 
He left rot ſaction, but of that was leſt. 

Titles and names *twere tedious to rehearſe 
Of lore's, below the &ignity of verſe. 
Wits, warriors, commonwealtlis- men, were the beſt : 
Kind huſbands, and mere robles, all the reſt. 
And thereiore, in the name ot dulreſs, be 
The well-hung Palaam, and cold Caleb, free: 
And canting Nadab let oblivion damn, 
Who made new porrige for the paſchal lamb. 
Let friendſkip's holy band ſome names aſſure: 
dome their own worth, and ſome let ſcorn ſecure, 
Nor ſhall the raſcal rabble here have place, 
Whom kings no title gave, and God no grace: 
Not bull-fac'd Jonas, who could ſtatutes draw 
To mean rebellion, and make treaſon law. 
Put he, though bad, is ſollow'd by a worſe, 
The wretch who heaven's anointed dar'd to curſe; 
Shimei, whoſe youth did early promiſe bring 
Of zeal to Cod, and hatred to his king; 
Did wiſely from expenſive fins refrain, 


And never broke the ſabbath but ſor gain: 
Vol. III. 
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Nor ever was he krown an oath to vent, 

Or curſe unleſs againſt the government. 

Thus heaping wealth by the moſt ready way 
Among the Jews, which was to cheat and pray 
The city, to reward his pious hate 

Againſt his maſter, choſe him magiſtrate. 

His hand a vaſe of juſtice did uphold ; 

His neck was loaded with a chain of gold. 
During his otfice treaſon was no crime; 

The ſons of Belial kad a glorious time: 

For Shimei, though not prodigal of pelt, 

Yet lov'd his wi ked neighbour as himſelf. 
When two or three were gather'd to declaim 
Againft the monarch of Jeruſalem, 

Shimei was always in the midſt of them: 

And if they curs'd the king when he was by, 
Would rather curſe than break good company. 

If any durſt his factious friends accuſe, 

He pack'd a jury of diſſenting es; 

Whoſe fellow-ſeeling in the godly cauſe 

Would free the ſuffering ſaint from human laws. 
For laws are only made to puniſh thoſe 

Who ſerve the king, and to protect his ſoes. 

If any leiſure time he had from power, 

Becauſe 'tis fin to miſemploy an hour: 

His bufineſs was, by writing to perſuade, 

That kings were uſeleſs and a clog to trade: 
And that his roble ſtyle he might refine, 

No Rechahite more ſhunn'd the fumes of wine. 
Chaſte were his cellars, and his ſhrieval board 
The grofſneſs of a city feaſt abhorr'd : 

His cooks with long diſuſe their trace ſorgot; 
Cool was his kitcken, though his brains were hot. 
Such fruzal virtue malice may accuſe 

But ſure *twas neceſſary to the Jews : 

For towns, once burnt, ſuch magiſtrates require 
As dare not tempt God's providence by fire. 
With ſpiritual food he fed his ſervants well, 

Put free from fleſh that made the Jews rebel: 
And Moſes” laws he held in more account, 

For forty days of faſting in the moumt. 

Jo ſpeak the reft, who better are forgot, 

Wouid tire a well- breath'd witneſs of the plot. 
Yet, Corah, thou ſhalt from oblivion paſs ; 

Frect thyſelf, thou monumental brafs, 

Righ as the ſerpent of thy metal made, 

While nations ſtand ſecure heneath thy ſhade. 
What tl.ough his birth were baſe, yet comets riſe 
From eartlily vapours ere they ſhine in ſkies. 
Prodigious actions may as well be done 

Py weaver's iſſue, as hy prince's fon. 

This arch- atteſtor for the public good 

By that one deed enrobles all his blood, 

Who ever aſłk'd the witneſs's high race, 

Whoſe oath with martyrdom did Stephen grace ? 
Ours was a Levite, and as times went then, 

His tribe were God Almighty's tentlemen. 

Sunk were his eyes, his voice was harſh and loud, 
Sure ſigns he neither choleric was, nor proud: 
His long chin prov'd his wit; his ſaint-like grace 
A church vermilion, and a Moſes' face. 

His memory, miraculouſly great, 

Could plots, exceeding man's belief, repeat; 
Which therefore cannot be accountet! hes, 

For human wit could never ſuch deviſe. 

Some future truths are mingled in his book; 

But where the witneſs fail'd, the prephet ſpoke z 
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dome things like viſionary flight appear ; 


The ſpirit caught him up the Lord knows where 


And gave him his rabinnical degi ce, 
Unknown to loreign univerſity. 

His judgment yet his memory did excel; 
Which piec'd his wondrous cvidence ſo well, 
And ſuited to the temper of the times, 

Then groaning under Jevuſitic Crimes. 

Let Iſrael's toes ſuſpect his heavenly call, 

And raſhly judge his writ apocryphal ; 

Our laws for ſuch atfionts have forteits made: 
He takes his life, who takes away his trade. 
Were I myſelf in witneſs Corali's place, 

The wretch wio did me ſuch a dire diſgrace, 
Should whet my memory, though once torgot, 
To make him an appendix of my plot. 

His zeal to heaven made him his prince defpiſe, 
And load his perſoh with indignities. 

But zeal peculiar privilege atfords, 

Indulging latitude to deeds and words: 

And Corah might for A ag's murder call, 

In terms as coarſe as Samuel us'd to Saul. 
What others in his evidence did join, 

The beit that could be had for love or-coin, 

In Corah's own predicament will fall: 

For witneſs is a common name to all. 

Sur:ourded thus with friends of every ſort, 

Delv*-4 Abſalom ſorſakes the court: 
Impatient with high hopes, urg'd with renown, 
And fir'd with near poſſeſſion of a crovn. 
Th' admiring crowd are dazzled with ſurprize, 
And on his goodly perſon feed their eyes. 

His joy conceal'd he ſets himſelt to ſhow ; 

On each fide bowing popularly low: 


His looks, his geſtures, and his words he frames, 


And with familiar eaſe repeats their names. 


Thus form'd by nature, furniſh'd out with arts, 


He glides unfelt into their ſecret hearts. 
Then with a kind compaſſtonating look, 
And ſighs, beſpeaking pity ere he ſpoke, 
Few, words he ſaid; but eaſy thoſe and fit, 


More ſlow than Hybla-drops, and far more ſweet. 


I mourn, my countrymen, your loſt eſtate ; 
Though far unable to prevent your fate ; 
Behold a banith'd man for your dear cauſe 
Expos'd a prey to arbitrary laws ! 

Yet oh! that I alone could be undone, 

Cut off from empire, and ro more a ſon! 
Now all your liberties a ſpoil are made; 
Egypt and Tyrus intercept your trade, 

And Jebuſites your ſacred rites invade. 

My father, whom with reverence yet I tame, 
Charm'd ir to eaſe, is careleſs of his tame; 
Aud, brib'd with petty ſums of foreign gold, 
Is grown in Batliſheba's embraces old; 
Fxalts his enemies, his friends deſtioys; 

And all his powu againſt himſclf employs. 
He gives, and let him give, my right aw, ay: 
But why ſhould he his own and your's betray ? 
He, only he, can make the nation bleed, 
And he alone from my revenge is freed. 


Take then my tears, with that he wip'd his eyes, 


*Tis all the aid my preſent power ſupplies: 

No court-intormer can theſe arms accuſe ; 

Theſe arms may ſons azainſt their fathers uſe: 

And 'tis my with, the next ſueceſſor's reign 
May make no other Iſraelite complain. 
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Youth, beauty, graceful action, ſeldom fail; 


But common intereſt always will prevail: 


And pity never ceaſes to be ſhown 


The crowd, that ſtill believe their kings oppreſs, 
With 'itted hands their young Mefſiatli blefs : 
Who now begins his prozrefs to ordain 

With chariots, horſemen, and a numerous train: 
From caſt to weſt his glories he diſplays, 

And, like the ſun, the promis'd land ſurveys, 
Fame runs bciore him as the morning itar, 

And ſhouts of joy ſalute him from afar : 

Each houſe receives him as a guardian god, 

Ard conſecrates the place of his at ode. 

But hoſpitable treats did noft commend 

Wiſe Iachar, his wealthy caſter? friend. 

This moving court that cau,7'it the people's eyes, 


Achitophel had torm'd it, with intent 
To ſound the depths, and fathom where it went, 


Yet all was colour'd with a ſmooth pretence 
Of ſpec.ous love and duty to their prince. 
Religion, and redreſs of grievances, 


Arc often urg'd ; and root king David's lite 
Endanger*'d by a brother and a wife. 

Thus in a paveant thew : plot is made; 

And peace itfelt is war in maſquerac'e, 

Oh ſooliſh Iſcael! never warn'd by ill! 

Still the ſame hait, ard circumvented ſtill! 
Did ever men ſorſake their preſent eaſe, 

In midſt of health imagine a diſcaſe; 

Take pains contingent miſchiefs to ſoreſee, 
Male heirs tor movarch's, and ſor Cod decree ? 
What ſhall we think? Can people give away, 
Poth for themſetves and ſons, their native ſway ? 
Then they are left defenceiefſs to the ſword 

Of each urtounded, arbitrary lord: | 
And laws are vain, by wh. ch we right enioy, 
If kings unqueſtion'd can thoſe laws de HH. 
Yet if the crowd be judge of fit and juit, 

And kings are only ofticers in truit, 

Then tlus reſuming covenant was declar'd 
When kings were made, or is for ever barr'd, 
It thoſe who gave the ſcepter could rot tie 

By their own deed their own poſterity, 

Flow then could Adam bind his future race? 
o could his ſorſeit on mankind take place? 
Or how cold heavenly wſtice damn us all, 
Who ne*er con ſented to our father's fall? 


mand, 

And tenants to their people's pleaſure ſtand. 
Add, tat the power for property allow'd 

is miſchievouſly ſeared in the crowd : 

For who can be ſecure of private right, 

If ſovereign ſway may be diffolv'd by might? 
Nor is the people's judgment always true: 


The moſt may err as groſfsly as the few; 
And faultleſs kings run doven by common cry, 
For vice, oppreſſion, and tor tyranny. 


What ſtandard is there in a fickle rout, 


Which flowing to the mark, runs faſter out? 
Nor only crowds but ſanhedrims may be 
Infected with this public lunacy, 


To him who makes the people's wrongs his own, 


And ſcem'd but pomp, did ocher friends diſguiſe; 
The pcople's Hearts, diſtinguiſh friends tt om oes, 


An4 try their ſtrengtli before they came to blows, 


Two rames that always cheat, ard always pleaſe, 


Then kings are ſlaves to tho.e whom they com- 
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And ſhare the madneſs of rebelllous times, 
10 murder monarchs {or imagin'd crimes. 
If they may pive and take whene'er they pleaſe, 
Nor kin's alone, the Codhead's imaves, 
Pit comer ment itfelf at gti mutt tall 
To raire's ſtate, where all have right to all. 
Vet, gravt our lords the eople kings car make, 
at pruvent men a ſettled throve would thake ? 
For whatſo- er their ſufferings were beioræ, 
hat change they covet mates them ſufier more. 
All other errors but Gifterb a ſtate ; 
hut awovat on is the hlow of fate. 
I ancient fabrics vod, ard threat to fall, 
To puch their favs, and buttreſs up the wall, 
uus far 'tis duty: but here fix the mark; 
For all beyond it is to touch the ark. 
10 change cundat ons, caſt the frame apew, 
I; work jor rebels, wi o haſe ends purſue; 
At once divine and human lat'vs controul, 
And mend the parts by ruin of the who'e. 
The tampering world is ſubject to this curſe, 
Jo pliytic their diſeaſe into a worſe. 
Now what relief can righteons David bring? 
Pow tata! 'tis to be too good a king 
Frier«!s he has few, ſo hich the madnefs 2rows 3 
Who dare he ſuch muſt he the peopie's ſocs. 
Yet ſome there were, ev'n in tic woitt of days; 
Some let me name, and naminz is to praiſe. 
in tnis ſhort file Parzillai firſt appears; 

Parz lai crown'd with borer and with years. 
Long ſince, the rifing rebels he withftcoc 
In regions waſte fe ond the Jordan”; flood: 
L nio: turately brave to buoy the Nate : 
But ünb ing underneath his maſter's fata; 
In exile with his eoclike prince he mourn'd; 
For tum he ſuter'd, and with him return'd. 
The court he practis'd, rot the courticr's art: 
Large was his wealth, but larger was his heart, 
V. lich well the nobleſt objects knew to chiooſe, 
Tre fiechtins warrior, and recording Muſe, 

s hed could once a fruitful iſſue hoatt ; 
Now more than half a father's name is loſt. 
F:s elde ſt hope, with every grace aforn'd, 
Py me, ſo heaven will have it, always movrn'd, 
And always honour'd, ſnatch'd in man!-ood's prime 
B' urequval tates, and providence's crime: 
Vet rot hefore the goal of bor cur won, 7 
All parts fulfil” of ſuhject and ot ſon: 

witt was the race, but ſhort the time to run. 5 
Oh narrow circle, but of power divine, 
Scanted in ſpace, but perte in thy line! 
By fea, by land, thy matchleſs worth was krown, 
Arms thy delight, and war was all thy own : 
Thy force infus'd the fair ting Tyrians prop'd: 
And haugbty Pharaoh found his ſo ture flop'd. 
Oh ancient honour! Oh unconquer'd han, 
Whom ſoes unpuniſh'd never could withitand! 

But Iſrael was unworthy of his name: 
Short is the date of all immoderate fame. 

It 'coks as heaven our ruin had deſigu'd, 

And durſt rot truſt thy fortune and thy mind. 
Now, free from earth, thy diſencumber'd ſoul 
Mounts up, and leaves behind the clouds and ſtarry 

pole : 

From thence thy kindred legions mayſt thou bring, 
To aid the guardian angel of thy king. 

Here ſtop, my Muſe, here ceaſe thy painful flight: 
No pinions can purſue immortal height: 


Tell 200d Parzillai thou canſt ſing vo more, 
And tell thy ſoul ſhe ſhould have fled before: 
Or fied ſhe with his life, and !eft this verſe 

Jo han on her departed pation's heat 1 

% ow take thy Reepy flight from heaven, and ſee 
It thou cart find on earth ar other he: 
Arothcr he v ould he tco bard to find 

See then whom thon cart fee not far behind. 
{3/0 the prieſt, w! om ſhunnivs power and pace, 
lis lowly mind advanc'd to 1'avid's grace. 
With him the Sag an of ſeruſalem, 

Cf hoſpitable ſoul. and roble ſtem; 

Him of the weſtern dome, whoſe weighty ſenſe 
„loves in fit words and heaverly eloquence. 
the provhets ſons, by ſuch example led, 

Jo leu ung and to loyalty were bred: 

or cvileges on Founteons kings depend, 

And never rebel was to arts a friend. 

o theſe ſucceed the pills of the laws; 

Who he!t can plead, and beſt can judge a cauſe. 
Next them a train of loyal peers aſcend ; 
Sharp-1udoing Adricl, the Muſes” friend, 
Ainvelt a Mufe : in Sanhedrims debate 

True to his prince, but rot a ſlave ot ſtare; 
om David's love with honours did acorn, 
That from his ditoked;ent fon were torn. 
Jotham of piercing wit, and pregnant thought; 
Fneued by rature, and by learnin taught, 

To move aſſi blies, who hit only try'd 

be worte 3 while, then chef the better fide : 

! Nor cl ofe alone, hut turn'c the“ alance too: 
0 much the weight of one brave man can do. 
Mal, the friend ot Dawid in diſtreſs: 

n pul lic ftorms of manly ſtedtaſtpeis: 

Hy foreign treaties he intorm*d his zouth, 

And join'd experience to his native truth. 

is frugal care ſupply'd the Wanting throne, 
"rucal for that, but hounte ons of his own; 
"Tis eaſy conduct when exchequers fo: 

3ut hard the taſk to manage well the low: 

or fovereizn power is too deprt ſo'd or high, 
When kings are {orc'd to ſell, or crowes to buy. 
indulee one labour more, my weary Mufe, 

or Amicl: who can Amiel's praiſe refuſe? 

Ot ancient race hy birth, but roHer yet 

in his own worth, and witi.out title great: 

The Sanhedrim long time as chief he rul'd, 
"Their reaſon guided, and their paſſion cool'd ; 
do devtrous was he in the crown's defence, 

So form'd to ſpeak a loyal nat on's ſenſe, 

Thar, as their band was ifraei's tr.“ es in ſmall, 

o fit was he to repreſent them all. 

Now raſher charioteers the ſeat aſcend, 

Whofe loofe careers his ſtendy (kill commend; 
They, like th' vrequal ruler of the day, 

M ſeuide the feafors, and miſtake the way; 
While he withfrawn at their mad labours ſmiles, 
And ſaſe eniovs the ſalihath of his toils. 

Theſe were the chief, a mall but faithful hand 
Of worthies, in the breach wl.o dar'd to ſtand, 
And tempt th'united fury of the land, 

With grief they view*'d each powerſul engine bent, 
To hatter down the luwful government. 

A numerous faction, with pretended friglits, 

In ſanhedrims to plome the regal rights; 

The true ſucceſſor from the court remov d 
The plot, by hireling wineſſes improv'd. 
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Theſe ills they ſaw, and, as their duty bound, 
They ſhew'd the king the danger of the wound; 


POEMS, 


4 king 's at leaſt a part of government, 
And mine as requiſite as their conſent : 


That no conceſſions from the throne would Without my leave a future king to chuſe, 


pleaſe, 

But lenitives fomented the diſeaſe : 
That Abſalom, ambitious of the crown, 
Was made the lure to draw the people down: 
That falſe Achitophel's pernic.ous hate 
Had turn'd the plot to ruin church and ſtate: 
The council violent, the rabble worte: 
That Shimei tauglit Jeruſalem to curſe. 

With all theſe loads of Injuries oppreſt, 
And long revolving in his careful breaſt 
Th' event of things, at lait his patience tir'd, _ 
Thus, from his royal throne, by heaven inſpir'd, 
The god-like David ſpoke z with a'vful fear 
His train their Maker in their matter hear. 

Thus long have l, by native mercy ſway'd, 
My wrongs diſſembled, my revenge delay'd: 
So willing to forgive th' offending age; 
So much the father did the king aſſuage. 
But now ſo far my clemency they light, 
Th' offenders queſt:on my forgiving right, 
That one was made for many, they contend ; 
But 'tis to rule; for that's a monarch's end. 
They call my tenderneſs of blood, my fear; 
Though manly tempers can the longeſt bear. 
Yet, ſince they will divert my native courſe, 
*Tis time to ſhew I am not good by force. 
Thoſe heap'd affronts that haughty ſubjects bring, 
Are burdens tor a camel, not a king. 
Kings are the public pillars of the ſtate, 
Born to ſuſtain and prop the nat.on's weight: _ 
If my young Samſon will pretend a call, 
To ſhake the column, let him hare the fall: 
But oh, that yet he would repent and live! 
How eaſy tis for parents to forgive ! 
With how few tears a pardon might he won 
From nature, pleading tor a darling fon! 
Poor, pitied youth, by my paternal care, 
Rais'd up to all the licight his frame could bear ! 
Had God ordain'd his fate for empire born, 
He would have given his ſoul another turn: 
Gull'd with a patriot's name, whoſe modern ſenſe 
Is one that would by Jaw ſupplant his prince 
The people's brave, the politicians tool; 
Never was patriat yet, but was a fool. 
Whence comes it, that religion and the Jaws 
Should more be Abſalom's than David's cauſe ? 
His old inſtruQor, ere he loſt his place, 
Was never thouglit indued with ſo much grace. 
Good heavens, how faction can a patriot paint! 
My rebel ever proves my people's ſaint. 
Would they impoſe an heir upon the throne, 
Let fanhecrims be taught to give their own, 


Infers a right the preſent to depoſe. 

True, they petition me t' approve their choice: 
But Eſau's hands ſuit il] with Jacob's voice. 
My pious ſubjects for my ſaſety pray; 

Which to ſecure, they take my power away. 
From piots and treaſons heaven preſerve my years, 
But ſave me moſt from my petitioners, 
Unſatiate as the harren womb or grave; 

God cannot grant ſo much as they can crave. 
What then is left, but with a jealous eye 

To guard tle ſmall remains of royalty? 

The law ſhall {till direct my peaceful ſway, 
And the ſame law teach rebels to obey: 

Votes ſhall no more eſtabliſh'd power controul, 
Such votes as make a part exceed the whole. 
No groundleſs clamours ſhall my friends remove, 
Nor crowds have power to puniſh ere they prove; 
For Cods and yod-like kings their care expreſs, 
Still to defend their ſervants in diſtreſs. 

Oh, that my power to ſaving were confin'd ! 
Why am I forc'd, like heaven, againft my mind, 
To make examples of another kind? _ 

Muſt I at length the ſword of juſtice draw ? 

Oh curſt effects of neceſſary law 

How ill my fear they by my mercy ſcan! 
Beware the fury of a patient man. 

Law they require, let law then ſhew her face; 
They could not be content to look on grace, 
Her hinder parts, but with a daring eye 

To tempt the terror of her ſront and die. 

By their own arts *tis rizhtcouſly decreed, 
Thoſe dire artificers of death ſhall bleed. 
Avainſt themſelves their witneſſes ſhall ſwear, 
Till, viper-like, their mother-p!ot they tear; 
And ſack for nutriment that bloody gore, 
Which was their principle of life before. 

Their Belial with their Beelzebub will fight: 
Thus on my foes, my foes ſhall do me right. 
Nor douht th' event: for factious crowds en ga 
In their firſt onſet all their brutal rage. 

Then let them take an unreſiſted courſe : 
Retire, and traverſe, and delude their force : 
But when they Rand all breathleſs, urge the fight, 
And riſe upon thera with redoubled might: 
For lawful power is ſtill ſuperior found ; 


He ſaid: Th' Almighty nodding gave conſent ; 
And peals of thunder ſhook the firmament. 
Henceſorth a ſeries of new time began, 

The mighty years in long proceſſion ran : 
Once more the god-like David was reftor'd, 
And willing nations knew their lawful ord, 


When long driven back, at length it ſtands the ground, 
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« Si quis tamen hc quoque, ſi quis 
« Captus amore leget--"" 
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TO THE READER. 


N the year 1680 Mr. Dryden undertook the poem of Abſalom and Achitophel, upon 
the defire of king Charles the Second. The performance was applauded by every 
one: and ſeveral perſons preſſing him to write a ſecond part, he, upon declining it himſelf, 


ſpoke to Mr. Tare to write one, and gave him his advice in the direction of it; and that 
part beginning with 


« Next theſe a troop of buſy ſpirits preſs,” 
and ending with 
„% To talk like Doeg, and to write like thee.” 


containing near two hurdred .verſes, were entirely Mr. Dryden's compoſition, beſides - 


ſome touches in other places. — The preceding lines, upwards of three hundred in 


number, were written by Mr. Tate. The poem is here printed compleat. 
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INCE men like beaſts each other's prey were Thus to his aid while preſſing tides repair, 
8 made, He mounts and ſpreads his ſtreamers in tlie air. 
Since trade began, and prieſthood grew a trade, The charms of empire might his youth miſlead, 
Since realms were form'd, none ſure ſo curſt as thoſe, But what can our beſotted Iſrael plead ? 
That madly their own happineſs oppoſe ; Sway'd by a monarch, whoſe ſerene command 
There heaven itſelf, and god-like kings, in vain {Seems half the bleſſing of our promis'd land. 


Shower down the manna of a gentle reign ; W hoſe only grievance is exceſs of eaſe; 
While pamper'd crowds to mad ſedition run, Freedom our pain, and plenty our diſeaſe! 
And monarchs by indulgence are undone. Yet as all folly would lay claim to fenſ*, 


Thus David's clemency was fatal grown, 


And wickedneſs ne'er wanted a pretence, 
While wealthy faction aw'd the wanting throne. 


With arguments they'd make their treaſon good, 


For now their ſovereign's orders to contemn And righteous David's ſelf with flanders load: 
Was held the charter of Jeruſalem, That arts of foreign ſway he did affect, * 
His rights t' invade, his tributes to refuſe, And guilty jebuſites from law protect, 
A privilege peculiar to the Jews; Whoſe very chiefs, convict, were never freed, 
As if from heavenly call this licence fell, Nay we have ſeen their ſacrificers bleed! 
And Jacob's ſeed were choſen to rebel ! Accuſers' infamy is urg'd in vain, 

Achitophel with triumph ſees his crimes While in the hounds of ſenſe they did contain, 
Thus ſuited to the madneſs of the times; But ſoon they launch'd into th* unfathom'd tide, 
And Abſalom, to make his hopes ſucceed, And in the depths they knew diſdain'd to ride. 


Of Aattering charms no longer ſtands in need; For probable diſcoveries to diſpenſe, 
While, fond of change, though ne'er ſo dearly bought, Was thought below a pention'd evidence 
Our tribes outſtrip the youth's ambitious thought; | ome truth was cull, nor ſuited with the port 


His ſwifteſt hopes with ſwiſter homage meet, Of pamper'd Corali when advanc'd to court. 
And crowd their ſervile necks beneath his feet. : 
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No leſs than wonders no they will impoſe 
And projects void of grace or ſenſe diſcloſe. 
Snch was the charze on pious Michal brought, 
Michal that ne'er was cruel ev'n in thought, 
The beit of queens, and moſt obedient wWiſc, 
Impeach'd of curſt deſigns on David's life ! 

His life, the theme of her eternal prayer, 

"Tis fcarce ſo much his guardian angel's care. 
Not fummer morns ſuch mildneſs can diſcloſe, 
The Hermon lily, nor the Sharon roſe. 
Neglecting eacli vain pomp of majeſty, 
Tranſported Micltal feeds her thoughts on liigh. 
She lives with angels, and, as angels do, 

_ heaven ometimes to bleſs the world below. 
W 
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The more judicious Iſraelites unfpell'd, 
Though ſtill the charm the giddy rabble held, 
Ev'n Abſalom amidſt the dazzling beams 

Of empire, and ambition's flattering dreams, 
Perceives tlie plot too foul to be excus'd, 

To aid defigrs, no lefs pernicious, us'd, 

Ard, fitial ſenſe yet ftriving in his breaſt, 
Thus to Achitophel his doubts expreſt, 
Why are my thouglits upon a crown employ'd, 
Which once obtain'd, can he but halt enjoy'd ? 
Not fo v-hen virtue did my arms require, 

And to my father's wars 1 flew intize. 

My regal power how weill my foes reſent, 
When I myiclf have ſcarce my own covſent ! 


iere, cheriſh'd by her bounty's plenteous ſpring, Cive me a ſon's unbiemifh'd truth again, 


Reviving widows ſmile, and orphans ſing. 

Oh! when Rebellious Ifrael's crimes at height, 

Are threaten'd with her Lord's approaching tate, 

The pie.y of Michal then remain 

In heaven's remembrance, and prolong his reign ! 
Leſs de ſolation did the peſt purive, 

That from Dan's limits to Keerfieba Rew, 

Lefs fatal the repeated wars of Tyre, 

And leſs jet uſalem's avenging fire. 

With gentler terror theſe our ſtate o'er-ran, 

Than ſince our evidencing days began! 

On every cheek a pate confution ſar, 

Continued fear hey ond the worit of fate! 

Truſt was ro more, art, filence, uſeleſs raade, 

All occupations ioſt hut Corah's trade. 

Mean while a guard on modeſt Corah wait, 

If yot for ſatiety, reedtul yet for Nate. 

Well might he deem euch peer and prince his Nlave, 

And lord it o'er the tribes which he couid fave: 

Ev'n vice in him was virtue what ſad tate 

But for his honeſty had ſeiz d our ſtate 

And with that tyranpy had we been curſt, 

Had Corah never prov'd a villain firft! 

T have told his knowledge 0: tu intrigue in groſs, 

Had teen, alas, to our deporent's lofs : 

The travel'd Levite had th experience got, 

To huſband well, and make the Left of 's plot; 

And therefore, like an evidence of ſkill 

With wiſe referves ſecur d his pention ſtill; 

Not quite of ſuture power himſelf hereft, 

But limb o's large ior unbelievers left. 

And now his writ ſuch reverence had got, 

"Twas worſethan plotting to ſuſpect his pot. 

Some were ſo well convinc'd, they mad no doubt 

Themſelves to help the ſounder'd ſfwemers out, 

Some had their ſenſe impos'd on by tlieir tear, 

But more for intereſt ſake believe and ſvvear ; 

Ev*n to that height with ſome the frenzy grew, 

They rag'd to find their danger not prove true. 
Yet than all theſe a viler crew remain, 

Who with Achitophel the cry maintain; 

Not urg'd by fear, nor through m:ſguifter! ſenſe, 

Plind zeal and ſtarving need had ſome pretence, 

But for the good od cauſe that did excite 

Th origival rebels wiles, revenge, and ſpight. 

Thee ra.fe the plot to have the ſcandal thrown 

Upon the bright ſucceſſor of the crown, 

Whofe virtue with ſuch wrongs they had purſued, 

As ſeem'd all lope of pardon to exclude. 

Thus while on private ends their zcal is built, 

The cheated crowd applaud ard ſhare their guilt. 
Su h practices as theſe, too profs to lie 

Long urobſerv'd by cach Cifceiring eye, 


Or quench the fparks of duty that remain. 
How fl:-lit to force a throne that Ien.ons guard 
The taſk to me; to vrove unit, how hard! 
And if th' imavin'd yt thus wound my thoueht, 
[What will it when the travic ſcene 5 wrouziit ? 
Dire war mut firſt be conſur'd tom helow, 

The realm we'd rule we firſt mu overthrow: 
Ard when the ci fories are on wing 
That blind and undiſtnguiſh'd Naughters filing, 
Who knows what impious chance may reach the 

king ? 

Oh! rather let me periſh in the ſtriſe, 
Than have my crown the price of David's life ! 
Or, if the tempeſt of the war he ſtand, 

In peace, ſome vile officious villain's hand 

Eis ſoul's avointed temple may invace, 
Or, preſt by clamorous crovds, my ſelf he made 
H:s murtherer ; rchellious crowds, wiſe guilt 
Shall dread his vengrance till his blood! be ſpilt. 
Which it my filia: tenderreſs oppoſe, 

Since to the empite hy their a ms 1 roſe, 

Thofe very arms on me ſhall be employ'd, 

A new vſurper crown d, and I deſtroy'd; 

The ſame pretence of public good will bold, 
And new Achitophels he found as bold 

To urge the Hecdſul change, perhaps the old. 

He faid, The ſtateſman with a fmile replies, 

A ſmile that did his riſing fplegn ciſzuife, 

My thoughts preſum'd our lat ours at an end, 
And are we ſtill with conſcic ice to contend ? 
W hoſe want in kings, as ncedſul is allow'd, 

As ' tis for them to find it in the crowd, 
Far in the Couhtful paſſage you are gone, 

And only can he ſaſe by preſſing on. 

The crown's true heir, a prince fevere and wiſe, 
Has view'd your motions long with jealous eyes: 
Your rerfon's charms, your more prevailing arts, 
And mark'd your progreſs in the people's hearts, 
W hoſe patience is th” effect of ſtinted power, 
But treaſures vengeance for the fatal hour, 

And if remote the peril he can bring, 

Your preſent danger 's greater from the king. 
Let not a parent's name deceive your ſenſe, 

Nor truſt the father in a jealous prince ! 

Your trivial faults if he could fo refent, 

10 dom you little lefs than baniſhment, 

What rage muſt your preſumption ſince inſpire 
Againſt his orders you return from Tyre. 

Nor only ſo, but with a pomp more high, 

Ard open court of popularity, 
The factious tribes.—-and this reproof from thee ? 
The prince replies, O ſtateſman's winding (kill! 
They firſt coademn, that firſt advis'd the ill ! 
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Muſtrious youth, return'd Achitophel, What oppoſition can your rival bring, 
Miſconttrue rot the words that mean you well, While ſanhedrims are jealous of the king ? 
The courſe you ſteer 1 worthy blame concluge, His ſtrength as yet in David's triendthip lies, 
But 'tis becavſe you leave it unpurived. | And what can David's ſelf without ſupplies? 


A monarch's crown with forte furrounced lies, Who with exclufive bills muſt now diſpenſe, 
W ho reach, lay Hold on ceath that miſs the prize. | Detar the heir or ſtarve in his deſence, 


Did you tor tliis expoſe yourſelf to thow, Condit.ons which our elders ne'er will quit, 

and to the crowd bow popularly low ! And David's juſtice never can admit. 

For this your glor.ous progrefs next ordain, Or ſorc'd by warts his brother to betray, 

With chariots, horſemen, and a pumerous train. Jo your ambition next he clears the way; 

With fame before you like the norving ſtar, For it ſucceſſion once to nought they bring, 

And ſhouts of joy ſaluting from afar ? Their next advance removes the preſent king: 
Oh trom the heights you've reach'd but take a view, Perſiſting elſe his ſenate to diſſolve, 

Scarce leading Lucifer could fall like you In equal hazard ſhall his reign involve. 

And mutt I here my ſhipwreck'd arts bernoan? Our tribes, whom Pharzoli's power ſo much alarmg, 
Have I for this ſo oft made Iſruel groan ? Shall riſe without their prince t' oppofe his arms; 
Your fingle intereſt with the nation weigh'd, Nor boots it on what cauſe at firſt they join, 


And turn'd the ſcale vhere your deſires were laid! Their tioops once up, are tools for our defign. 
Ev'n when at helm a courſe ſo dangerous moved, At leaſt ſuch ſubtle covenants ſhall be made, 


To land your hopes as my removal prov*d. | T:Þ peace itſelf is war in maſquerade. 

I rot diſpute, the royal youth rep 1. cs, ! Affociations ot myſter.ous ſenſe, 

The known perfection of your policies, Axainſt, but ſeeming tor, the king's defence 
Nor in Achitophel yet grucge or blame, Ev'n on tlieir courts of juitice fetters draw, 

The privilege that ſtateſmen ever claim; And from our agents muzzle vp their law. 

Who private intereſt never yet pur ſued, By which a conqueſt if we fail to make, 

But ſtill pretended *twas for others? good: "Tis a drawn game at worſt, and we ſecure our 
What politician yet e*er *{cap'd his fate, take. 

Wio ſaving his own neck rot ſav'd the ſtate? He ſaid, and ſor the dire ſucceſs depends 

From hence on every humorous wind that veer'd, Or var,ous ſects, by common guilt made friends. 
With ſhifted ſails a fe veral courſe you ſteer'd. Whoſe heads though ne'er ſo differing in their creed 
V/ lat from a ſway did David e'er purſue, P th point of treaſon yet were well agreed. 

That ſeem'd like abſolute, but ſprung from you? Mongſt theſe extorting Iſhban firſt appears, 

Who at your inſtance quaſh'd each penal law, Purtued by' a meagre troop of bankrupt heirs. 
That kept diſſenting ſactious Jews in awe ; Beſt times, when Iſ1ban, he whoſe occupat on 
And who fuſpends fixt laws, may abrogate, £0 long has been to cheat, reſorms the nat.on ! 
That core, form new, and fo enſlave the ſtate. Ithban, of conſcience ſuited to his trace, 

Ev'n property, whoſe champ.on row you ſtand, BY good a ſaint as uſurer ever made. 

And ſeera for this the idol of the land, Vet Mammon has not ſo engroſt him quite, 

Did neeer ſuſtain ſuch v.olence before, Eut Belial lays as large a claim of ſpight; 

As when your counſel ſhut the royal ſore; Who, ior thoſe pardons from his prince he draws, 
Advice, that ruin to whole tribes p:ocur'd, XKeturns reproaches, and cries up the cauſe. > 
Rut ſecret kept till your own banks ſecur'd. I hat year in which the city he did ſway, 

Recount with this the triple covenant broke, He leſt rebe lion in a hopeful way. 

And Iſrael fitted tor a foreign yoke ; Yet his ambition once was ſonnd fo bold, 


Nor here your counſel's fatal progrefs Raid, To oſſer talents of extorted gold; 
But ſent our levied powers to Pharaoh's ald. Could David's wants have fo been brib'd, to ſhame 
Hence Ty e and lfracl, low in ruins laid, And ſcandalize our peerage with his name; 
And Egypt, onee their ſcorn, their common terror For which, his dear fedition he'd foifwear, 
made. And ev'n turn loyal ro te made a peer. 


Ty n yet of ſuch a ſeaſon can we dream, Next him, let railing Rabſheka have place, 
When royal rights you made your darling theme, So full of zeal he has no need of grace; 
lor power unlimited, could reaſons draw, A faint that can both fleſh and ſpirit uſe, 
rend place pretogative above the law; Alike haunt conventicles and the ſtews: 
Which on your tall from office grew unjuſt, Of whom the queition diſncult appears, 
The laws made king, the king a ſlave in truſt; If moſt i ti preachers or the bawds arrears. 
Whom with ſtate-cpaft, to intereſt only true, What caution could appear tco much in him 
You now agcuſe of ills contriv'd by you. That keeps the treaſure of Jeruſalem! 

To this hell's agent==Royal youth, fix here, Let David's brother but approach the town, 
Let intereſt be the ſtar by which you ſteer, Double our guards, he cries, we are uncone. 
Hence to repoſe your truſt in me was wiſe, Proteſting that he dares not ileep in's bed 
Whoſe intereſt moſt in your advancement lies. Leſt he ſhould riſe next morn without his head. 
A tye ſo firm as always will avail, Next theſe, a troop of buſy ſpirits preſs, 
When friendſhip, nature, and religion, fall; Of little for.uncs, and of conſcience leſs ; 
On ours the ſafety of the crowd depends, With them the tribe, whoſe luxury had drain'd 
Secure the crowd, and we obtain our ends, Their banks, in former ſequeſtrations gain'd ; 
Whom ] will cauſe ſo far our guilt to ſhare, Who rich and great by paſt rebellions grew, 


Till they are made our champions by their fear, And long to fiſh the troubled ſtreams anew 
} 
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Some ſuture hopes, ſome preſent payment draws, | But, tell me, did the drunken patriarch blefs » 


To ſell their conſcience and eſpouſe the cauſe. The fon that ſhew*d his father's nakednefs ? 
Such ſtipends thoſe vile hirelings beft befit, Such thanks the preſent church thy pen will give, 
Prieſts without grace, and pocts without wit. Which proves rebellion was ſo primitive. 
Shall that falſe Hebronite eſcape our curſe, Muit ancient failings be examples made? 
Judas that keeps the rebels penſion-vurſe 3 Then murtherers from Cain may learn their trade, 
Tudas that pays the treaſon-writer's fee, As thou the heathen and the faint haſt drawn, 
udas that well deſerves his rameſake's tree; Methinks th' apoſtate was the better man: 
ho at Jeruſalem's own gates erects And thy hot father, waving my reſpect, 
. His college for a nurſery of ſects. Not of a mother- church but of a ſect. 
Young prophets with an early care ſecures, And ſuch he needs muſt he of thy inditing, 
And with the dung of his own arts manures. "This comes of drinking aſſes milk and writing. 
What have the men of Hebron here to do? If Balak ,"1ould be call'd to leave his place, 
What part in Iſrael's promis'd lar.d have yon! As profit is the loudeſt cail of grace, 
Here Phaleg, the lay Hebronite, is come His temple, diſpoſſeſs'd of one, would he 
Cauſe like the reſt he could not live at home; Repleniſh'd with ſeven devils more by thee. 
Who from his own poſſeſſions could not drain Levi, thou art a load, I'll lay thee Cown, 
An omer even of Hebronitiſh grain, And ſnew rebellion bare, without a gown 
| Here ſtruts it like a patriot, and talks high Poor flaves in metre, dull and addle-pated, 
Of injur*d ſubjeRs, altcr*d property: Who rhyme below ev'n David's Pfalms tranſlated, 
An emblem of that buzzing in ſect juſt, Some in my ſpeedy pace I muſt out-run, 
That mounts the wheel and thinks ſhe raiſes duſt. [As lame Mephibotſheti the wizard's ſon: 
Can dry bones live? or ſkeletons produce Jo make quick way, I'll leap o'er heavy blocks, 
N The vital warmth of cucFoldizing juice? Shun rotten Uzza as I would the pox 
Slim Phaleg could, and at the tahle fed, And haſten Og and Doeg to rehearſe, 
Return'd the grateful product to the bed. Two tools that crutch their feeble ſenſe on verſe 
A waiting-man to travelling nohles choſe, Who by my Muſe to all ſucceeding times, 
He his own laws would ſaucily impoſe, Shall live in ſpight of their own doggrel rhymes. 
*Till baſtinadoed back again he went, Dogg, though without krowing how or why, 
To learn thoſe manners he to teach was ſent. Made ſtill a blundering kind of melody; 
Chaſtis'd he ought to have retreated home, Spurr'd boldly on, and daſh'd through thick and 
Put he reads politicks to Abſalom. thin, | 
For never Hebronite, though kick'd and ſcorn'd, Through ſenſe and nonſenſe, never out nor in; 
To his own country willingly return'd. Free from all meaning, whether good or bad, 
Rut, leaving famiſ'd Phaleg to be fed, And in one word, heroically mad : 
And to tall: treaſon for his daily bread, He was too warm on picking-work to dwell, 
Let Rebron, nay let Hell produce a man But fagotted his notions as they fell, 
So mae for miſchief as Ben- Jochanan, _ Ard if they raym'd and rattled, all was well. 
$ A Jew of humble parentage was he, Spitefvl he is not, though he wrote a ſatyr, 
| By trade a Levite, though of low degree: For fill there goes ſomething to ill nature; 
N His pride no higher than the deſk aſpir'd, He needs ro more than birds and hcaſts to think, 
But for the drudgery of prieſts was hir'd All his occaſions are to eat and drink. 
To read and pray in linen ephod brave, If he call rogue and raſcal from a garret, 
And pick up ſingle ſhekels from the grave. He means you no more miſchief than a parrot : 
Marry'd at laſt, but finding charge come faſter, The words for friend and foe alike were made, 
He could not live by God, but chang'd luis maſter: | To fetter them in verſe is all his trade. 
Inſpir'd by want, was made a factious tool, For almonds he'll cry whore to his own mother: 
They got a villain, and we loſt a fool. And call young Abſalom king David's brother. 
Still violent, whatever cauſe he tool, Let him he gallows-free by my conſent, 
But moſt azainſt the party he forſook. And. nothing ſuffer ſince he nothing meant; 
For renegadoes, who nc'er turn by halves, Hanging ſuppoſes human ſoul and reaſon, 
Are bound in corſcience to be double knaves. This animal's below committing treaſon: 
So this proſe-prophet tool moſt monſtrous pains, Shall he be hang'd who never could rebel? 
To let his maſters ſee he earn'd his gains. That 's a preferment for Achitophel. 
But, as the devil ovyes all bis imps a thame, "The woman that committed buggety, 
He choſe th* apoſtate for his proper theme Was rightly ſentenc*d by the law to die; 
With little pains he made the picture true, Hut *twas hard fate that to the gallows led 
And from reflexion took the rogue he drew, he dog that never heard the ſtatute cad. 
A wondrous work, to prove the Tewiſh nation Railing in other men may he a crime, 
In every age a murmuring generation; But ought to paſs for mere inſtinct in him: 
To trace them from their in fancy of Fronine, inſtin& he follows and no farther knows, 
And ſhew them faQious from their firſt beginning. !For to write verſe witk him is to tranſpoſe, 
To prove they could rebel, and rail, and mock, Twere pity treaſon at his door to lay. 
Much to the credit of the choſen flock ; Who makes heaven's gate a lock to its own key: 
A ſtrong authority, which muſt convince, Let him rail on, let his invective Muſe 
That ſaints own no allegiance to their prince. Have four and twenty letters to abuſe, 
As *tis a leading- card to make a whore, Which, if he jumbles to one line of ſenſe, 
To prove her mother had turn'd up before. Indic him of a capital offence. 
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In fire-works give him leave to vent his ſpight, 

Thofe are the only ſerpents he can write 

The height of his ambition is, we know, 

Kut to be maſter of a punpet-ſhow, 

On that one ſtage his works may yet appear, 

And a month's harveſt kceps him all the year. 
Now ſtop your noſes, readers, all and ſome, 

For here 's a tun of midnight work to come, 

Qz from a treaſon -tavern rowlinz home. 

Round as a globe, and liquor'd every chink, 

Coodly and great he fails belund his link; 

With all this bulk there's nothing loſt in Og, 

For every inch that is not fool is rogue: 

A monſtrous maſs of ioul corrupted matter, 

As all the devils had ſpew'd to make the batter, 

When wine has given him courage to blaſpheme, 

Be curſes Cod, but Cod kefore curſt him; 

And, it man could have reaſon, none has more, 

iat made his paunch fo rich, and him ſo poor. 

W:ith wealth he was not truſted, for heaven knew 

What 'twaz of old to pamper up a Jew ; 

To what would he on quail ard pheaſant ſwell, 

That cv'n on tripe and carrion could rebel ? 
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Whoſe names the Muſe diſdaining, holds i th' dark, 
Thruſt in the villain herd without a mark; 
With parafites and libel-ſpawning imps, 
I»tr.;guing fops, dull jeſters and worſe pimps. 
Liſdain the raſcal rabble to purſue, 
Their ſet cabals are yet a viler crew; 
Sce where involv'd in common ſmoke they ſit; 
Some for our mirth, ſome for our ſatyr fit: 
Theſe gloomy, thoughtſul, and on miſchiet bent, 
While thoſe tor mere good ſcllowthip frequent 
T* appointed club, can let ſedition paſs, 
Senfe, nonſenſe, any thing t' employ the glaſs z 
And who hbelicve in their dull honeſt hearts, 
The reft talk treaſon but to ſhew their parts; 
Who ne'er had wit or will for miſchief yet, 
But pleas'd to be reputed of a ſet. 

But in the ſacred annals of our plot, 
Induſtrious Arod never be ſorgot : 
The labours of this midnight-magiſtrate, 
May vie witli Corah's to preſerve the ſtate. 
In ſearch of arms he fail'd rot to lay hold 
On war's moſt powerful dangerous weapon, gold. 
And laſt, to take from Jebufites all odds, 


But tho' heaven made lum poor, w:th reverence Their altars pillag'd, ſtole their very gods; 


ſpeaking, 

He never was a poet of God's making; 

The midwite laid her hard on us thick ſkull, 
With this prophet.c bleſſing- -e thou dull; 
Drank, ſwear and roar, fo ear no led del:ght 
Fit tor thy bulk, do any thing but write: 
Thou art of laſting make like thonghtlef; men, 
A ſtrong rativity--but for the pen 
Fat opium, mingle arſenic in thy drin, 

Still thou mayſt live, avoiCing pen and ink. 

L (ce, 1 tec, cs counſel given in vain, 

For treaton botcht in rhyme will be thy bane : 
Rhyme is the rock on which thou art to wreck, 
lis fatal to thy fame and to thy neck: 

Why ſtovid thy metre good king David blaſt ? 
A pſaim of his will ſurely be thy laſt. 

Var'ſt thou preſume in verſe to meet thy ſoes, 
Thou whom the penny pamphlet to:'d in profe ? 
Loc, whom God for mankind's m:rth has made, 
O'eriops thy talent in thy very trade; 

Does to thee, thy paintings are ſo coarſe, 

A poet is, though he's the poet's horſe. 

A double nooſt thou on thy neck doſt pull 

| or writing treaſon, and for writing dull; 

10% die for faction is a common evil, 

But to he hang'd for nonſenſe is the devil: 

Fad thou the glories of thy King expreſt, 

| iy praites had been ſatyr at the bet ; 

Put thou in cluaiſy verſe, unlicht, unpointed, 
Halt ſharacfully defy'd the Lord's anointed : 

| will vot rake the dunghill ſor thy crimes, 


tor who would read thy life that reads thy rhymes ? 


But of king David's foes be this the doom, 

May all be like the young man Abſalom ! 

And ſor my foes may this their blefſing be, 

* To Talk like Doeg, and to write like thee “ 
Achitophel, each rank, degree and age, 

Tor various ends neglects not to engage; 

he wife and rich for purſe and counſel brought, 

The fools and beggars for their number ſought : 

Who yet rot only on the town depends, 

For ev'n in court the ſation had its friends; 

heſe thought the places they poſſeſt too ſmall, 


And in their hearts wiſh'd court and king to fall: 
Var. III. 


Oſt would he cry, when treaſure he ſurpriz'd, 
"Vis Baaliſh gold in David's coin diſguis'd. 
Which to his houſe with richer reliques came, 
While lumber idols only fed the flame: 

or our wiſe rabble ne*er took pains t* enquire, 
What *twas he burnt, fo 't made a rouſing fire. 
V/ith which our elder was enricht no more 
Than faiſe Gehazi with the Syrian's ſtore; 

do poor, that when our chuſing-tribes were met, 
Fy'n {or his ſtinking votes he ran in debt ; 

For meat the wicked, and as authors think, 
The ſaints he chous'd for his ele cting drink; 
Thus every ſhitt and ſubtle metÞ od paſt, 

And all to! e no Zaken at the lait. 

Now, rais*d on Tyre's fad ruins, Pharaoh's pride 
Soar'd high, his legions threatning far and wide; 
As when a battering ſtorm engender'd high, 

By winds upheld, hangs hovering in the ſky, 

is gaz d upon by every trembling ſwain, 

This for his vineyard fears, and that his grain 

For blooming plants and flowers new opening, theſe, 

For lambs ye an'd lately, and far-labouring bees: 

To guard his lock each to the gods does call, 

Uncertain where the f:re-charg'd clouds will fall: 

Ev'n ſo the doubtful nations watch his arms, 

With terror each expecting his alarms. 

Where, Tudah, where was now thy lion's roar ? 

Thou only couldſt the captive lands reſtore : 

But thou, with inbred broils and faction preſt, 

From Egypt need'ſt a guardian with the reit. 

Thy prince from ſanhedrims vo truſt allow*d, 

Too much the repreſenters of the crowd, 

WI for their own defence give no ſupply, 

But what the crown's prerogatives mult buy: 

As if their morarch's rights to violate 

More needful were, than to preſerve the ſtate ! 

From preſent dangers they divert their care, 

And all their fears are of the royal heir ; 

Whom now the reigning malice of his ſoes. 

Unjudg'd would ſentence, and ere crown depoſe. 

Religion the pretence, but their decree 

To bar his reign, whate'er his faith ſhall be ! 

By ſanhedrims and clamorous crowds thus preſt, 

What paſſions rent the righteous David's breatt ! 
H 
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Who knows not how t* oppoſe or to comply, 
Unjuſt to grant and dangerous to deny 

How near in this dark juncture Iſrael's fate, 
Whoſe peace one ſole expedient could create, 
Which yet th' extreameſt virtue did require, 


Ev'n of that prince wioſe downtal they con- 


ſpire ! 
His abſence David des with tears ac ſe 
T* appeaſe their rage. Undaunted he complies; 
"Thus he who profigal of blood and eaſe, 
A 1oyal hiſe expos'd to winds and fc as, - 
At once contending with the waves and fire, 
And heading dangers in the wars of Tyre, 
Inglorious now torſakes his native ſapd, 
And like an exile quits the promis'd Lund! 
Our monarch ſcaree from preſſing tears reſrains, 
And paintully his toyal ftate maintains, 
Who now embracing on th” extreameſt fore 
Almoſt revokes what he evjoin'd Eclore : 
Concludes at l ſt more truſt tobe aliow'd 
To forms and ſeas than to the raging crowd! 
Forbear, raili Mute, the parting ſrene to draw, 
With filence charm'd as deep as their's that ſaw ! 
Not only our attending r.obles weep, 
But hardy (4ilors ſwell with tears the deep! 
The tice reitrain'd her courſe, and more amas'd, 
The twin-{tars on the royal brothers gaz d: 
While this ſole tcar-- 
Does trouble to our ſuſtering hero bring, 
Leſt next the popular rage oe tue ring | 
Thus partins, ach for th other's danger griev'd, 
ne ſhore the king, anc! ſeas the prince receiv'd. 
Go, injur'd hero, while propitious gales, 
Soit as thy conſort's breath, inſpire thy tails; 
Well may ie truit her bcaut.es on a flood, 
Where thy triumphant ft: cts fo oft have rode 
Saie on thy breaſt reclin'd her reſt be deep, 
Rock d like a Nereid by the waves atleep 
While happie!t dreams her jancy entertain, 
And to Elyſian fields convert the main! 
Co, injur'd hero, w ite the {ores of Tyre 
At thy approachi fo Glont frat admie, 
W!:o on thy thunder ſtall their thougits employ, 
And ercet thy landing with a tembling joy. 
On heroes thus the prophet's face is thrown 
Admir'd by every ration but their own 
Yet while our fat ous jews is worth deny, 
Their aking conf: ence gives their tongue tlie lie. 
Ev'n in the worſt of men the rohbleit parts 
Conieſs him, and he trivmp\s in their hearts, 
Whom to his king tlic hiſt refers commend 
Of ſubjeR, ſoldier, k. ſman, prince, and friend; 
All ſacred names of moſt divine eſteem, 
And to perſection all ſuſtain q by him, 
Wiſe, juſt, and conſtant, courtly without art, 
Swift to diſcern and to reard deſert; 
No hour of his in fru:ticis cate deftrey'd, 
But on the nobleſt ſvoir ts ſtill mpioy'd: 
Whoſe ſteady ſoul ne'er leamt to ſepa ate 
Between his monarc!i's intereſt and the Nate, 
But heaps thoſe | lefiings on the royal 12d, 
Which he well woes mut be on ſubjects ſhe !. 
On what pretence could then the vulgar rage 
Againit lus wort 1and native rights engage? 
Religious fears their argument are made, ; 
Religious fcars his ſacred rights invade ! 
Of tuture ſvperitition they complain, 
And jebuſitic worthip in lis reign ; 
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With ſuch alarms his ſoes the crowd deceive, 
With dangers fright which not themſelves believe. 
Since rothing, gan our ſacred rites remove, 
Whate*er the faith of the ſucceſldr prove: 

Our Jews their ark ſhall undiſturb'd retain, 

At leaſt while their religion is their gain, 

Who krow by old experience Baal's commands 
Not only claim'd their confcience but their lands; 


They grudge God's titdes, how thereſore ſhall they 


yield | 

An idol ſull poſſeſſion of the field ? 

Grant ſuch a prince entluon'd, we muſt confeſs 
The peonle's ſufferings than that monarch's leſs, 
Who muſt to had conditions {till be bound, 
And for lus quiet with the crowd compound 
Or ſhould his t',oughts to tyranny incline, 
Where are the mcans to compaſs the deſign? 
Our crowns revenues are too ſhort a ſtore, 

And jealovs ſanhedrims would give ro more. 

Az vain our fears of Egypt's potent aid, 

Not ſo has Pharaoh learnt ambition's trade, 

Nor ever witli ſuch meaſures can comply, 

As ſhock the common rules of policy; 

None dread like him the-growth of Iſrael's king, 
And be alone (ufKcient aids can bring 

Who krows that prince to Egypt can give law, 
That on our ftubborn tribes his yoke could draw, 
At ſuch profound experce he has not ſtood, 

Nor dy'd for this his hands ſo deep in blood; 


abe, ä 

Crudge his own roit, and keep the world awake, 
To fix a lawleſs prince on judah's throne, 

Fiſt to invade our rights, and then his own ; 
His dear-gain'd conqueſts cheaply to deſpoil, 
And reap the harveſt of his crimes and toil. 

We grant his wealth vaſt as the ocean's ſand, 
And curſe its fatal influence on our land, 

Which our brib'd jews fo numerouſly partake, 
That even an hoft his penſioners would make: 
From theſe deceivers our diviſions ſpring, 

Our weakneſs, and the zrowth of Egypt's king: 
"Theſe with pretended friendt{hip to the ſtate, 
Ovr crowd; fuſpic.on of their prince create, 
Both pic a8'd and trighten'd with the ſpecious cry, 
To guard their ſacred rights and property; 

To ruin, thus the choſen flock we ſold, 

While wolves are ta'en for guardians of the fold ; 
Scduc'd by theſe we gountlefsly complain, 

And loath the manna of a gentle reign: 

"tis our forciathers croo!;ed paths are trod, 

We truſt our prince ro more than they their God. 
Put all in vain our reaſoning prophets preach, 
To ti ofſe whom ſad experience ne'er could teach, 
Whe cu commence new hroils in bleeding ſcars, 
And ir: remembrance of inteſtine wars; 
Wen the ſame houſhold mortar foes did yield, 
And hrothers Rain'd with brothers bioos the ficld; 
When fors curſt ftecl the fathers gore did ſtain ! 
And mothers mourn'd for ſons by fathers flain ! 
When thick as Egypt's locuſts on the ſand, 


Whoſe few ſurvivors with worſe fate remain, 
To drag the bondage of a tyrant's reign: 

hich ſcene of woes, unkrowing, we renew, 
And madly ev'n thoſe ills we ar purſue ; 
While Pharaoh laughs at our domeſtic broils, 
And fatcly crowds his tents with nations ſpoils. 


Would ner tarough wrong and right his progreſs 


Our trihes lay Nlaughter'd through the promis'd land, 


— — 
* 


land, 


Yet our fierce ſanhedrim in reſtleſs rage, 

Againſt our abſent hero ſtill engage, 

And chiefly urge, ſuch did their trenzy prove, 

The only ſuit their prince forbids to move, 

Which till obtain'd they ceaſe affairs of ſtate, 

And real dangers wave for groundleſs hate. 

Long David's patience waits relief to bring, 

With all th' indulgence of a lawful king, 

Expecting till the troubled waves would ceaſe, 

But found the raging billows ſtill increaſe. 

The crowd, whoſe inſolence forbearance ſwells, 

While he forgives too far, almoſt rebels. 

At laſt his deep reſentments filence broke, 

TH imperial palace ſhook, while thus he ſpoke. 
Then Juſtice wake, and Rigor take her time 

For lo ! our mercy is become our crime. 

While halting Puniſhment her ſtroke delays, 

Our ſovereign right, heaven's ſacred truſt, decays ! 

For whoſe ſupport ev'n ſubjects intereſt calls, 

Woe to that kingdom where the monarch falls ! 

That prince who yields the leaſt of regal ſway, 

So far his people's freedom does betray. 

Right lives by law, and law ſubſiſts by power; 

Difarm the ſhepherd, wolves the flock devour. 

Hard lot of empire o'er a ſtubborn race, 

Which heaven itſelf in vain has try'd with grace 

When will our reaſon's long-charm'd eyes uncloſe 

And Iſrael judge between her friends and toes ? 


When thall we ſee expir'd deceivers way, 


And credit what our God and monarchs ſay ? 
Diſſembled patriots, brib'd with Egypt's gold, 
Ev'n ſanhedrims in blind obedience Hold; 
Thoſe patriots falſhood in their actions ice, 
And judge by the pernicious fruit the tree; 

t aught ſor which fo loudly they Ceclaim, 
Religion, laws, and freedom were their aim; 
Our ſenates in due methods they had led, 
avoid thoſe miſchiefs which they ſeem to dread ; 
Put ſirſt ere yet they propt the ſinking ſtate, 
I impeach and charge, as urg'd by private hate; 
Proves that they reꝰer believ'd the fears they preſt, 
ut barbarouſly deſtroy d the nation's reſt ! 
O! whither will ungovern'd ſenates drive, 

And to what bounds licentious votes arrive ? 

When their injuſtice we are preſs'd to ſhare, 
The monarch urg*d t exclude the lawful heir; 

Are princes thus diſtinguiſh'd from the crowd, 
And this the privilege of royal blood? 

But grant we ſhould confirm the wrongs they preſs, 
His ſufferings yet were than the people's Jets ; 
Condemn'd for life the murdering ſword to wield, 
And on their heirs entail a bloody field: 

Thus madly their own freedom they betray, 

And for th oppreſſion which they fear make way; 
ducceſſion fix'd by heaven, the kingdom's bar, 
Which once diffolv'd, admits the flood of war; 
Waſte, rapine, ſpoil, without, th' affault begin, 
And our mad tribes ſupplant the fence within. 
Since then their good they will not underſtand, 
"Tis time to take the monarch's power in hand; 
Authority and force to join with ſkill, 

And fave the lunatics againſt their will. 

The fame rough means that ſwage the crowd, ap- 

peaſe 

Our ſenates raging with the crowd's diſeaſe. 
Henceforth unbiaſs d meaſures let them draw 

From no falſe gloſs, but genuine .e .t of law; 
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Nor urge thoſe crimes upon religion's ſcore 
Themſelves ſo much in ]: buſites abhor. 
Whom laws convict, and oy they, ſhall blezd 
Nor phariſees by phariſees be treed. 
Impartial juſtice trom our throne ſhall ſhower, 
All ſhall have right, and we our ſovereign power. 
He ſaid, th' attendants heard with awful joy, 
And glad prefayes their fix'd thoughts employ ;z 
From Hebron row the ſuffering heir retum'd, 
A realm that long with civil diſcord mourn'd; 
Till his approach, like ſome arriving Cod, 
Compos* and heal'd the place of his abode z 
The deluge check'd that to ſudeah ſpread, 
And ſtopp'd ſedition at the ſountain's head. 
Thus in ſoreiving David's paths he drives, 
And, chas'd from Iſracl, Ifracl's peace contrives, 
The field confeſs'd his power in arms before, 
And ſeas proclaim'd his triumphs to the ſhore; 
As nobly has his ſway m Hebron ſhown, 
How fit t inherit godlike David's throne. 
Through Sion's ſtreets his glad arrival's ſpread, 
And conſcious faction ſhrinks her ſnaky head 
His train their ſufferings think o'erpaid, to ſee 
The crowd's applauſe with virtue once agree. 
Succeſs charms all, but zeal for worth diſtreſt 
A virtue proper to the brave and beſt ; 
Mongſt whom was ſothran, Jothran always bent 
To ſerve the crown, and loyal by deſcent, 
Whoſe conſtancy ſo firm, and conduct juſt, 
Deſerv'd at once two royal ma ers truſt ; 
to Tyre's proud arms had manſully withſtood 
On teas, and gather'd laurels from the flood 
Of learning yet, no portion was deny'd, 
Friend to the Muſes and the Muſes? pride. 
Nor can Benaiah's worth forrotten Le, 
Of ſteady ſoul when public ſtorms were high; 
Whoſe conduct, while the Moor fierce onſets made, 
Secur'd at once our honour and our trade. 
Such were the chiefs who moſt his ſufferings 
mourn'd, 
And view*d with filent joys the prince return'd; 
While theſe that ſought his abſence to he tray, 
Prets firſt their nauſeous falſe reſpects to pay; 
Him ftill tht o!Rcious hypocrites moleſt, 
And with malicious duty break his reſt. 

While real tranſports thus his friends employ, 
And foes are loud in their diſſembled joy, 
His triumphs fo reſounded far and rear, 
Miſs'd not his young ambitious rival's ear; 
And as when joyful hunters clamorous train 
Some lumbering lion wakes in Maab's plain, 
Who oft had forc'd the bold affailants yield, 
And ſcatter'd his purſuers through the field, 
Diſdaining, furls his mane and tears the ground, 
His eyes enflaming all the defart round, 
With roar of ſeas directs his chaſers Way, 
Provokes from far and dares them tothe iray 
Such rage ſtorm'd now in Abſalom's fierce breaſt, 
Such indignat:on his fir*d eyes conſeſt; 
Where now was the inſtructor of his pride? 
Slept the oid pilot in ſo rough a tide ? 
Whoſe wiles had from the happy tore betray'd, 
And thus on ſhelves the credulous youtl: convey*d ; 
In deep revolving thoughts he weirhs his ſtate, 
Secure of craft, nor c oubts to baffie ſate, 
At leaſt, if his ſtorm'd bark muſt go adriſt, 
To baulk his charge, and ior himſcli to ſhitty 
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In which his dextrous wit had oft been ſhown, 
And in the wreck of kingcoms ſav'd his own; 
| Put ro with more than common danger preſt, 
. Of various reſolution ſtands poſſeſt, 
Perceives the crowd's unſtable zeal decay, 
Leſt their recanting chief the cauſe betray, 
Who on a father's grace his hopes may ground, 
And for his pardon with their heads compound. 
Him theretore, ere his fortune lip her time, 
0 The ſtateſman piots t' engage in ſome bol crime 
Paſt pardon, whether to attempt his bed, 
Or threat with open arms the royal liead, 
Or other daring method, and unjuſt, 
That may confirm him in the people's truſt. 
But fling thus t' enſnare him, nor ſecure 
How long his foli'd ambition may endure, 
5 Plots next to lay him by as paſt his date, 
| And try ſome new pretender's luckier fate; 
Whofe hopes with equal to! he would purſae, 


Wake, Abſalom, approaching ruin ſhun, 
And tice, O fee, for whom thou art undone! 
How are thy honours and thy fame hetray d, 
The property of deſperate Viliains made? 


Avd guilt in them was little lefs than fate; 

But why ſhouldit thou, from every crievance free, 

Forſa'ce thy vineyards for their ſtor mv ſca? 

For thee did Canaan's milk and honey flow, 

Love dreſs'd thy bowers, and laurel; don ight th 
brow, 

Preſerment, wealth, and power, thy vaMTils were, 

And of a morarch all things but the care. 


And rebel- arms once more attempt the crown, 
Sure rom waits unhappy Abſalon, 

Alike by conqueſt or defeat un one; 

Who could reler theſe fee ſack vout'; and charms, 
Fxpire with wretched fate in impious arms? 


plauie, 

To triumph o' er crown'd heads in David's cauſe: 
Or grant him vigor, till his hopes muſt fail, 
Who conquering would not for himſcif prevail; 
The faction whom he truſts tor future ay, 
Him and the publ:c wor d alike betray ; 5 
Amongſt themſelves divide the captive {+ Ade, 
And found their hy ra-empire in his fate 
Thus having beat the clouds with painful figlit, 
The pity'd youth, with ſceptres in his :glt, 

So have their crue! politics decreed, 

Muſt, by that crew that made him gvilty, bleed 
For could their pride brook =y prince's ſway, 
Whom but miid-David would they chuſe t' ohe 
Who once at ſuch a gentle reign repine, 

The fall of monarchy itſelf def gn; 

From hate to that their reformat;ons ſpring, 
And David rot their grievance, but the king. 
Selz d row with panic fear tlie faction les, 

Leſt this clear truth rite Abſalom's charm'd e 
Leſt he perceive, from long enchantment free, 
WM hat all beſide the flatter”: a youth muſt ſce. 

But whate*cr doubts his troubled boſom ſwell, 
Fair carriage ſtill became Achitop'icl. 

Who row an envie!s feftival inftals, 

And to ſurvey tleir ſtrength the faction calls, 
Which fraud, relivious worthip too muſt gild ; 
But oh how weatly does edit; on build ? 


Oh ſhould our crimes again that curſe draw down, 


For lo! the royal mandate iſſues ſorth, 
Daſhing at once their treaſon, zeal, and mirth * 
So have I ſeen difaſtrous chance anvade, 
Where careſul emmets had their forage laid, 
Whether fierce Vulcan's rage the furzy plain 
Had ſeiz*d, engender*d by ſome careleſs ſwain ; 
Or ſwelling Neptune lawleſs inroads made, 
And to their cell of ſtore his flood convey'd ; 
The commonwealth broke up, diſtracted go, 
And in wild haſte their loaded mates o'eri. ow z 
Ev*n ſo our ſcatter'd gueſts confus'dly meet, 

With boil'd, bak d, roaſt, all juſtling in the ftreet : 
DejeQirg all, and ruefully difmay'd, 
Tor ſhekel without treat or treaſon paid, 
| Secit.on's dark eclipſe now fainter ſhows, 
A'ore bright each hour the royal planet grows, 
}\ force the clouds of envy to Gf perſe, 
In kind conjunct:on of aſſiſting ſtars. 
Here, labouring Muſe, thoſe glo ons chiefs relate, 


4 Nor cares what claimer 's crown'd, except the true. Ihat turn'd the doubtſul ſcale of David's fate ; 


Ihe reſt of that illuſtr ous band rehearſe, 
Immortal 2 d in laurel'd Aſaphi's verſe : 

Hard taſk! yet will not I thy flight recal, 
View heaven, and then er;oy thy glor.ous fall. 


Loſt power and conſclous fears their crimes create, Firſt write Bezaliel, wiicſe illuſtrous name 


Foreſtalls our praiſe, and gives lis poet fame. 
The Kenites rocky province his command, 
A harren limb of erte Canaan's land; 
| Which for its generous natives yet could! be 
y Held worthy ſuch a pref.dent as he 
has Lwit! 1 each grace and virtue fraught, 
Serent his 2c0!s, ſerene his life ard ti ought; 
On whom fo largely, rature heap'd her ſtore, 
| There {:arce remain'd for arts to give him more! 
Jo aid the crown and ſtate h.s 1carſt zeal, 
Hs ſe. ond care that ſervice to conceal z 
Of dues obſervant, firm to every tri1l, 
Ard to the needy always more than juſt. 
Wo truth f om ſpec ons falſehood can divide, 


A prince ſo form'd with earth's and heaven's ap- Has all the rownſmens (ill vit, ont their page; ; 


Thus crovn'd with worth from heights of honour 
won, 
(Sees all his lor? es cony*d i in his ſon, 
hole forward fame (hol every Muſe engage: 
W.. ofz youth bonſts ſkill deny'd to other's age 
Men, manners, langu ade, books of roblett FE ind, 
Ale e2dy are the conque?l of his mind. 
V / ge ſe loyalty heſore its date Ws prime; 
Nor waited the doll courſe of rolling time: 

Tie monſter faction carly he diſmay'd, 
| And David's cauſe long ſince conſeſs'd his aid. 
| Brave Abdael oer the prophet's fchool was 
| plac*a; 

Abcael with all his father's virtue grac'd ; 

4 hero, who, while ſtars look'd wondering Con, 
Without one Hebrew's blood reſtor'd the crown. 
That praiſe was his; what thereſore did remain 
For foilowing chiefs, but boidly to maintain 
That crown reſtor*d ; and in this mark of fame, 
yes, Brave Ahdael with the firſt a place muſt claim. 
Proceed, illuſtrious, happy chief ! proceed, 
Foreſeize the garlands for thy brow decreed, 
While th' inſpir'd tribe attend with nobleſt ftrain 
To reziſter the giories thou ſhalt gain: 
For ſure the dew ſhall Gilboal''s hills forſake, 

And Jordan mix his Stream with Sodom's lake: 
Or ſeas retir'd their ſecret ſtores diſcloſe 
And to the ſun their ſcaly brood expoſe, 
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Or ſwell'd above the clifts their billows raiſe, 
zefore the Muſes leave their patron's pratte, 
Eliah our next labour does invite, 

And hard the taſk to do Eliab right: 

Long with the rqyal wanderer he rov'd, 

And firm in all the turns of fortune prov'd |! 
Such ancient ſervice and deſert fo large, 
Well claim'd the royal houfl.old for his charge. 
His age with only one mild heireſs ble't, 

In all the bloom of ſmiling nature dreſt, 

And bleſt again to ſee his flower ally'd 


To David's fock, and made young Othnicl's bride !| 


The bright reſtorer of his father's youth, 
Devoted to a ſon's and ſubject's truth: 
Re ſolv'd to bear that prize of duty home, 
So bravely ſought, while ſought by Abſalom. 
Ah prince! th' illuſtrious planet of thy birth, 
And thy more powerful virtue guard thy worth 
J hat no Achitophel thy ruin boaſt ; 
iſ-ael too much in one ſuch wreck has loſt. 
Ev'n env / muſt conſent to Hclon's worth, 
Whoſe ſoul, though Egypt glories in his birth, 
Could tor our captive ark its zcal retain, 
And Pharaoh's altars in their pomp ditcain : 
To flight his gods was ſmall ; with nobler price, 
He all th' allurements of his court deſy'd. 
hom profit nor example could betray, 
But If-ael's friend, and true to David's ſway. 
What 2s of favour in his province fall, 
On merit he confers, and freely all. 
Our !i!t of robłs next let Amri grace, 
Vho'e merits claim'd the Abethdin's hig place; 
Wlio with a loya'ty that did excel, 
Brouglit all ti endowments of Achitophel. 
Sincere was Amri, and not only krew, 
Put liracl's fanRtions into practice crow 
Our las that did a boundleſs ocean icem, 
Were coaſted all, and fathom'd all by kim. 
No rabhin ſpeabs ke him their myſt.c tor ſe, 
So juſt, and with ſoch charms of eloquence ; 
Jo whom the double blefiing does helon e, 
With Moſes' irfpiration, Aaron's tongue. 
Than Sheva rone more loyal zeal have mon, 
Wakeful as Judah's lion for the crown, 
Who for that cauſe {till combats in his age, 
For which his youth with danger did engage. 
In vain our ſactious pr eſts the cant revive 3 
In vain ſeditious ſcribes with l. hel ſtrive 
1” enflame the crod; while he wit! watehnſul eye 
Colerves, and ſhoots their treaſons as they fly : 
T'eir weekly frauds his keen replies detect; 
He undeceives more faſt than they inſet. 
do Moſes, when the peſt on lægions prey'd, 
Advanc'd his ſignal, and the plague was Nay'd. 
Once more, my fainting Muſe, thy pinions try, 
and ſtrength's exhauſted Nore let love ſupply. 
Wiiat tribute, Aſaph, ſhall we render thee ? 
Well crown thee with a wreath from thy own 
tree ! 
Tins zurel grove no envy's flaſh can blaſt ; 
The ſong of Aſaph ſhall for ever laſt. 
With wonder late poſterity ſhall dwell 
On Abſalom and falſe Achitophel : 
Ihy ſtrains ſhall be our ſlumbering prophet's dream, 
And when our Sion virgins ſing their theme; 
Our jubilees ſhall with thy verſe be grac'd, 
The ſong of Aſaph ſhall ſor ever laſt. 
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How fierce his ſatyr loos'd; reſtrain'd, how 

tame; 
How tender of th offending young man's fame ! 
How well his worth, and brave adventures ſtil'd; 
Tyſt to his v:;rtnes, to his error mill, 
No page of thine, that fears the ſtricteſt view, 
Put teems with juſt reproof, or praiſe as due; 
Not Eden could a fairer proſpe ct yield, 
{ All paradiſe without one harren field: 
| Whoſe wit the cenſure of his foes has paſt, 
| The ſong of Aſaph ſhall for ever laft. 

M hat praite. or ſuch rich ſtrains ſhall we allo 
What juſt rewards the grate: ul crown beſtow ? 
While bees in fowers rc, and fowers in dew, 
Vhile ſtars and fountains to their courſe are true 
While ſudah's throne and Sion's rock ſt:nd ſaſt, 
The ſong of Aſaph and the fame Nall laſt. 

Still Rchron's honour'd happy fo l retains 
Our royal hero's beautcous dear remains; 

Walo now ſails off with winds nor withes flack, 
10 bring lus ſuffermgs' brigit compar gon hack. 
But ere ſuch tranſport can our ſen ſę einploy, 

A bitter grief muſt po ſon half our joy; 

Nor can our coafts rettor'd thoſe bleſlings fee 
Without a bribe to envious deſtiny! 

Curs'd Sodom's doom ſor ever fix the tice 
here by inglorious chance the valiant dy'd! 
{ive pot inſulting Aſkalon to know, 

Nor Jer Gativ's daughters triumph in our woe 
No ſallor with the news ſwell ] gypt's pride, 
y what inzlo” ous fate our valiant dy'd ! 
Weep, Arnon ! Jordan, weep tliy ſountains dry, 
While Ston's rock Gitfolves for a ſupply. 

Calm were the elements, night's 1:lence deep, 
The waves ſcarce murmuring, and the winds aſleep; 
Yet fate for rum takes fo {till an hour, 

And treacherons ſands the princely bark devour ; 
Ihen death unworthy ſeiz'd a generous race, 

To virtue“ ſcandal, and the ſtars diſgrace! 

Oh! had th' indulgent powers voucffal'd to y.eld, 
Inſtead of faithleſs ſhelves, a lifted fiel: 

Allſted feld of Heaven's and David's foes, 

F.erce as the t oops that did his yourh oppoſe, 

Lach lit had on luis ſlaughter'd heap ret.r'd, 

Not tainely, and unconquering thus exp.r'd; 

Put deſtiny is row their n tor, 

And dying ev'n o'er that they trump" too; 

With loud laft breaths their nuiſter's ſcape applaud, 
Ot whom lind force cov! i fearce the fites deſraud; 
Who for ſuch followers lot. O matchlef,, mind 
at his own ſafety row alnoit repin'd ! 

Say, royal Sir, hy all your fame in arms, 

Your praiſe in peace, and by Urania's charms 

If ail your fufferin-s paſt ſo nearly preft, 

Or p.erc'd with halt fo painful grief your breaſt ? 

Thus ſome &'virer Muſe her hero forms, 

Not ſoothi'd wit! ſoft deliglits, but toſt in Norms. 

Nor ſtretch'd on roſes in the myrtle grove, 

Nor crowns his days with mirth, his niglits with 

| love, : 

But far remov'd in thundering camps is found, 

His ſlumbers ſhort, his bed the herblefs ground: 

In raſks of danger always ſcen the firſt, 

Feeds from the hedge, and flakes with ice his 
thirſt. 

Long mult his patience ſtrive with fortune's rage, 

And long oppoſing gods themſelves engage, 
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Muſt ſee his country flame, kis friends deſtroy'd, | Barzillai, — Duke of Ormond. 
N Before the promĩs'd empire be enjoy'd : Bathfheba, — Dutcheſs of Portſmouth. 
4 Such toil of fate muſt build a man of fame, Benaiah, — General Sackville, 
4; And ſuch, to Iſrael's crown, the. god-like David] Ben Focharan, Rev. Mr. Samuel Johnſon. 
came. Begaliel, — Duke of Beaufort. 
4 What ſudden beams diſpel the clouds ſo faſt, Caleb, — Lord Grey. 
0 Whoſe drenching rains laid all our vineyards waſte !] Cora, _ Dr. Oates. 
The ſpring ſo far behind her courſe delay'd, David, — Charles II. 
1 On th* inſtant is in all her bloom array d; Doeg, — Elkanah Settle. 
The winds breathe low, the elements ferene ; Egy/ t, — France. 
| Yet mark what motion in the waves is ſeen ! Eliab. Sir Hen. Bennet, E. of Arling 
ſ Thronging and buſy as Hyblzan ſwarms, : ton. 
1 Or ſtraggled foldiers fummon'd to their arms. Ethnic-Plot, — The Popiſh-Plot. 
See where the princely bark in looſeſt price, The land of Exile, more parti- 
With all her guardian fleet, adorns the tide ! Gath, _ cularly Bruſſels, where King 
High on her deck the royal lovers ſtand, Charles 11. long reſided. 
Our crimes to pardon ere they touch'd our land. Hebron, © Scotland. 
Welcome to Iſrael and to David's breaſt ! Hebrew Prieſts, The Church of England Clergy. 
Here all your toils, here all your ſufferings reſt. Ilelor, — Earl of Feverſham. 
7 This year did Ziloah rule Jeruſalem, Hujhai, — Hyde, Earl of Rocheſter. 
| And boldly all ſedition's Syrtes ſtem, TJebuſites — Papiſts. F 
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OR to whom can I dedicate this poem with ſo much juſtice as to you? Tt is the 
repreſentation of your own hero: it is the picture drawn at length, which you 
admire and prize ſo much in little. None of your ornaments are wanting; neither the 
landſcape of your Tower, nor the riſing ſun; nor the Anno Domini of your new 
fovereign's coronation. This muſt needs be a grateful undertaking to your whole 
party ; eſpecially to thoſe who have not been ſo happy as to purchaſe the original. I hear 
the graver has made a good market of it: all his kings are bought up already; or the 
zalue of the remainder ſo inhanced, that many a poor Polander, who would be glad to 
worſhip the image, is not able to go to the colt of him: but mult be content to ſee him 
nere. I muſt confeſs 1 am no great artiſt; but a fign-poſt painting will ſerve the turn 
to remember a friend by; eſpecially when better is not to be had. Yet for your com- 
fort, the lineaments are true: and though he fat not five times to me, as he did to B. 
yet J have conſulted hiſtory ; as the Italian painters do, when they would draw a Nero 
or a Caligula ; though they have not ſeen the man, they can help their imagination by 
2 ſtatue of him, and find out the colouring from Suetonius and Tacitus. Truth is, 
you might have ſpared one fide of your medal : the head would be ſeen to more ad- 
vantage if it were placed on a ſpike of the Tower, a little nearer to the ſun; which 
would then break out to better purpoſe. 

You tell us in your preface to the No-proteſtant plot, that yon ſhall be forced here- 
after to leave off your modelty : I ſuppoſe you mean that little which is left you: for 
it was worn to raps when you put out this Medal. Never was there practiſed ſuch a 
piece of notorious impudence in the face of an eſtabliſhed government. I believe, 
when he is dead, you will wear him in thumb rings, as the 'Turks did Scanderbeg ; 
as if there were virtue in his bones to preſerve you againſt monarchy. Yer all this 
while you pretend not only zeal for the public good, but a due veneration for the perſon 
of the king. But all men who can ſee an inch before them, may eaſily detect thoſe 
groſs fallacies. That it is neceſſary for men in your circumſtances to pretend both, is 
granted you: for without them there could be no ground to raiſe a faction. But I 
would aſk you one civil queſtion, what right has any man among you, or any aſſociation 
ot men, to come nearer to you, who, out of parliament, cannot be conſidered in a 
public capacity, to meet as you daily do in factious clubs, to vilify the government in 
your diſcourſes, and to libel it in all your writings? Who made you judges in Iſrael ? 
Or how is it conſiſtent with your zeal for the public welfare, to promote ſedition ? 
Does your definition of loyal, which is to ſerve the king according to the laws, allow 
you the licence of traducing the executive power with which you know he is inveſted ? 
You complain that his majeſty has loſt the love and confidence of his people; and, by 
your very urging it, you endeavour what in you lies to make him loſe them. All good 
lubjocts abhor the thought of arbitrary power, whether it be in one or many: if you 
were the patriots you would ſeem, you would not at this rate incenſe the multitude to 
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aſſume it; for no ſober man can fear it, either from the king's diſpoſition or his practice; blef 
or even, where you would odiouſly lay it, from his miniſters. Give us leave to enjoy you 
the government and benefit of laws under which we were born, and which we defire to od; 
tranſmit to our poſterity. You are not the trultees of the public liberty: and if you have | af; 
not right to petition in a crowd: much leſs have you to intermeddle in the management of ale 
affairs; or to arraign what you do not like; which in effect is every thing that is done the 
by the king and council. Can you imagine that any reaſonable man will believe you has 
reſpe& the perſon of his majeſty, when it is apparent that your ſeditious pamphlets are on 
ſtuffed with particular reflections on him? If you have the confidence to deny this, it WR ng 
is eaſy to be evinced from a thouſand paſſages which I only forbear to quote, becauſe 1 Yer 
deſire they ſhould die and be forgotten. I have peruſed many of your papers; and to ad 
ſhew you that I have, the No-proteſtant Plot is much of it ſtolen from your dead au- Gen 
thor's pamphlet, called the Growth of Popery ; as manifeſtly as Milton's. Defence of Sa 
the Engliſh people is from Buchanan de jure regni apud Scotos: or your firſt Covenant * 
and new Aſſociation from the holy league of the French Guiſards. Any one who reads up, 
Javila, may trace your practices all along. There were the ſame pretences for refor- X 
mation and loyalty, the ſame aſperſions of the king, and the ſame grounds of a rebel- few 
lion. I know not whether you will take the hiſtorian's word, who ſays it was reported, bouz 
that Poltrot a Hugonot murdered Francis, duke of Guiſe, by the inſtigations of Theo- and 
dore Beza, or that it was a Hugonot miniſter, otherwiſe called a Preſbyterian, for our Eng 
church abhors ſuch a deviliſh tenet, who fir{t writ a treatiſe of the lawfalneſs of depoſ- BR but} 
ing and murdering kings of a different perſuaſion in religion: but IT am able to prove, athe 
from the dectine of Calvin, and principles of Buchanan, that they ſet the people above WR him 
the magiſtrate ; which, if I miſtake not, is your own fundamental, and which carries . I kn 
your loyalty no farther than your liking. When a vote of the houſe of commons goes BY cauſ; 
on your ſide you are as ready to obſerve it as if it were paſſed into a law; but when you agair 
are pinched with any former and yet unrepealed act of parliament, you declare that in not t 
ſome caſes you will not be obliged by it. The paſſage is in the ſame third part of the BR taine 
No- proteſtant Plot; and is too plain to be denied. The late copy of your intended Now 
aſſociation, you neither wholly juſtify nor condemn; but as the Catholics, when they are BR canc 
unoppoſed, fly out into all the pageantries of worſhip ; but in times of war, when they BR or w 
are hard preſſed by arguments, lie cloſe intrenched behind the Council of Trent: fo it ever 


now, when your affairs are in a low condition, you dare not pretend that to be a legal 
combination. but whenſoever you are afloat, I doubt not but it will be maintained and 
jultified to purpoſe. For indeed there is nothing to defend it but the ſword: it is the WR 
proper time to ſay any thing, when men have all things in their power. 

In the mean time you would fain be nibbling at a parallel betwixt this aſſociation, 
and that in the time of queen Elizabeth. But there is this ſmall difference betwixt 
them, that the ends of the one ace directly oppoſite to the other: one with the queen's WW 
approbation and conjunction as head of it; the other without either the conſent or 
knowledge of the king, againſt whoſe authority it is manifeſtly deſigned, Therefore 
you do well to have recourſe to your laſt evaſion, that it was contrived by your enemies, WE 
and ſhufiled into the papers that were ſeized ; which yet you ſee the nation is not fo eaſy 
to believe as your own jury; but the matter is not difficult, to find twelve men in 
Newgate who would acquit a malefactor. Y 

I have one only favour to defire of you at parting, that when you think of anſwer- We 
ing this poem, you would employ the ſame pens againſt it, who have combated with ſo WW L901 
much ſucceſs againſt Abfalom and Achitophel : for then you may aſſure yourſelves of 2 We 
clear victory, without the leaſt reply. Rail at me abundantly ; and, not to breaks 

_ cuſtom, do it without wit: by this method you will gain a conſiderable point, which 
is wholly to wave the anſwer of my arguments. Never own the bottom of your prin- 
ciples, for fear they ſhould be treaſon. Fall feverely on the miſcarriages of govert- 
ment; for if ſcandal be not allowed, you are no freeborn ſubjects. If God has not 
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bleſſed you with the talent of rhyming, make uſe of my poor ſtock and welcome : let 
your verſes run upon my feet: and for the utmoſt refuge of notorious blockheads, 
reduced to the laſt extremity of ſenſe, turn my own lines upon me, and in utter deſpair 
of your own ſatyr, make me ſatyrize myſelf. . Some of you have been driven to this bay 
already: but, above all the reſt, commend me to the non-conformiſt parſon, who writ 
the Whip and Key. I am afraid it is not read ſo much as the piece deſerves, becauſe the 
bookſeller js every week crying help at the end of his Gazette, to get it off. You ſee I 
am charitable enough to do him a kindneſs, that it may be publiſhed as well as printed; 
and that ſo much ſkill in Hebrew derivations may not lie for waſte paper in the ſhop. 
Vet I half ſuſpect he went no farther for his learning, than the index of Hebrew names 
and etymologies, which is 1 at the end of ſome Engliſh bibles. If Achitophel 
ſignify the brother of a fool, the author of that poem will paſs with his readers for the 
next of kin. And perhaps it is the relation that makes the kindneſs. Whatever the 
verſes are, buy them up, I beſeech you, out of pity ; for I hear the conventicle is ſhut 
up, and the brother of Achitophel out of ſervice. 

Now footmen you know have the generoſity to make a purſe for a member of their 
ſociety, who has had his livery pulled over his ears; and even proteſtant ſocks are 
bought up among you out of veneration to the name. A diſſenter in poetry from ſenſe 
and Engliſh will make as good a proteſtant rhymer, as a difſenter from the church of 
England a proteſtant parſon. Beſides, if you encourage a young beginner, who knows 
but he may elevate his ſtyle above the vulgar epithets of prophane, and ſawcy Jack, and 
atheiſtic ſcribler, with which he treats me, when the fit of enthuſiaſm is ſtrong upon 
him : by which well-mannered and charitable expreſſions I was certain of his ſe& before 
I knew his name. What would you have more of a man? He has damned me in your 
cauſe from Geneſis to the Revelations: and has half the texts of both the Teſtaments 
againſt me, if you will be ſo civil to yourſelves as to take him for your interpreter: and 
not to take them for Iriſh witneſſes. After all, perhaps, you will tell me, that you re- 
tained him only for the opening of your cauſe, and that your main lawyer is yet behind. 
Now if it ſo happen he meet with no more reply than his predeceſſors, you may either 
canclude that I truſt to the goodneſs of my cauſe, or fear my adverſary, or diſdain him, 
or what you pleaſe; for the ſhort of it is, it is indifferent to your humble ſervant, hat- 
ever your party ſays or thinks of him. 
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F all our antic fights and pageantry, 
Which Engliſh idcots run in crowds to ſee, 
The Poliſh Medal bears tic prize alone: 
A monſter more the favourite of the toven 
Than either fairs or theatres have ſown. 
Never did art fo well with; nature ttrive 
Nor ever icol-feem's fo much: alive: 
So like the man; fo golden to the ſight, 
So baſe witlin, ſo count: {cit and light. 
One fide is filled with title and with tace ; 
And, leſt the king ſhould want a regal place, 
Cn the reverſe, a tower the town ſurveys ; 
O'er which our mounting ſun his beams diſplays. 
The word, pronounc'd aloud by ſhrieval voice, 
Letamur, which, in Polith, is rejoice. 
The day, month, year, to the great act are join'd : 
And a new canting holiday detien'd. 5 
Five days he ſat, for every caſt and look; 
Four more than God to finiſh Adam took. 
But who can tell what eſſence angels are, 
Gr how long heaven was making Lucifer? 
Oh, could the ſtile that copy'd every grace, 
And plough'd ſuch furrows for an eunuch face, 
Could it have torm'd his ever-changing wil, 
The various piece had tir'd the graver's fbi! 
A martial hero firſt, with early care, 
Plown like a pygmy by the winds, to war. 
A beardlefs chief, a rebel, ere à man: 
So young his hatred to his prince began. 
Next this, how wildly will ambition ſteer ! 
A vermin wrigelirg in th' uſurper's ear. 
Bartering his venal wit for ſums of go! 
He caſt himſelf into the ſaint- HRK mou 
Groan'd, ſigh'd, and pray'd, while gods 
gain, V. 
The loudeſt bag-pipe of the ſqueaking train. 


* 


But, as 'tis hard to cheat a juggler's eyes, N 


His open lewdneſs he could ne'er difeuiſe, % 
© 


There ſplit the ſaint ; for hypocritic zeal 

Allows no fins but thoſe it can conceal. 

Whoring to ſcandal gives too large a ſcope : 

Saints mult not trade; but they may interlope. 

Th' ungodly principle was all the ſame ; 

Put a groſs cheat betrays his partner's game. 

Beſides, their pace was formal, grave, and flack ; 

His nimble wit outran the heavy pack. 

Yet ſtill he found his fortune at a ſtay : 

Whole droves of hlockheads choaking up his way 

They took, but not rewarded, his advice; 

Villain and wit exact a double price. 

Power was his aim: but thrown from that pre- 
tence, 

The wretch turn'd loyal in his own defence; 

And malice reconcil'd him to his prince. 

iin, in the anguith of his ſoul he ſerv'd ; 

P.cvearced taſter till than he deferv'd. 
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Behold him zo exalted into truſt; 

A counſel *> oft convenient, ſeldom juſt. 

Ev'n in the moſt fincere advice he gave 

He had a grudzing ſtill to be a knave. 

Fic trauds he learn'd in his fanatic years 
Made him unealty in his lawſul gears. 

At beit as little Loneft as he could, 

And like white witches miſclievouſly good. 
o his firſt bias longineiy he leans 3 

And rather would ie great by wicked means. 
Thus fram'd for i, lic loos'd our triple hold; 
Advice unſite, precipitous, and bold. 

From her.ce thote tears! that lium of our woe ! 
Who helps a poweriul friend, ſore- arms a oe. 
What vonder if the waves picyail ſo far 

Wien he cut Cown the banks that made the Bar? 
Sens ſollow Lut their natvre to invade ; 

But he by art our native ſtrength hetray'd. 

So Sampſon to his toe his zorce conteſt ; 

And to he thorn, lay flumbering on her breaſt. 
But when this fatal counſel, ſound too late, 
Fxpos'd its author to the public hate; 

When his juſt ſovereign, by no impious way 
Could be ſeduc'd to arbitrary tway ; 


Yorfaken of that fope le ſhifts his fail, 
Drives don the 3 with a popviar gale; 
| And ſhews the genFeonfeſs'd without a veil, 
He preaches to the crowd, that power is lent, 
But not convey d to kingly government; 

That claims ſucetſſive bear ro tinding jorce, 


Maintains the multitude can never err; 
And ſets the people in the papa! chair. 


1eſs was he reaſon's obvious; intereſt never les; 


ie moſt have itil their intereſt in their eyes; 
Ine power is always thcirs, and power is ever 
| wiſe. 
+iAlmic!ty crowd, thou ſt orteneſt all diſpute, . 
2 is thy eſſence; wit thy attribute! 

Nor {aitic ror reaſon make thee at a ſtay, 

Thou leap'ft o'er all eternal truths in thy Pindaric 
way ! 

Achens, ro doubt, did righteouſly decide, 

ien Phoc.on and when Socrates were try'd: 

| As righteoutly they did thoſe dooms repent ; 

Still they were wiſe whatever way they went: 
{Crowds err not though to hoth extremes they ruh; 
o kilh the father, and recal the ton. 
|Soine think the fools were moſt as times went then, 
But now the world's &'erſtock*d with prudent men 
The common cry is ev'n relizion's teſt, 
The "Furk's is at Conſtantirople beſt ; 
Idols in India: popery at Rome; 
And our own worſhip only true at home. 
And true, but for the time 'tis hard to krow 
{How long we pleaſe it all continue ſo., 


That onation oaths are tlungs of cou:le ; l 
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This ſide to- day, and that to-morrow burns; 
So all are God-almightiss in their turns. 

A tempting dectrine, plauuble, and new; 
What tools our tathers were, it this be true! 
Who, to deſtroy tlie ſeeqgs ot civil war, 
Inherent right in monarchs did declare: 

And that en lawtul power miglu never ceaſe, 
Secur'd ſucee ſſion to ſecure our peace. 

Thus property and ſovereign ſway at laſt 

In equal bulancys were juſt;y caſt: 

But this new Jew ſpurs the lot-moutl''d horſe ; 
Inſtructs the heaſt ro know his native force 
To take the bit between us teeth, and fly 

To the next headlong ſteep of anarchy. 

Too happy England if our good we knew, 
Would we poſſeſs the treecom we purſue |! 

The lavith government can give no more; 

Vet we repine, and plenty makes us poor. 
God try'd us once; our rchcl-tathers fought, 
He glutted them with all the power they fought : 
Till, maſter'd by their own uſurping brave, 
The free-torn ſubjeR ſank into a ſlave. 

We loath our manna, and we long lor quails ; 
Ah, what is man when his own with prevails! 
How raſh, how ſwift to plunge himſelf in ill 
Proud of his power, and boundleſ in his will ! 
That kings can do no wrong, we muſt believe; 
None can they do, and muſt they all receive ? 
Help, heaven! or ſadly we ſhall fee an hour, 


When neither wrong nor riglit are in their power! 


Already they have !oſt their heft defence, 
The benefit of laws which they diſpenſe. 
No juſtice to their righteous cauſe allow'd ; 
Pvt baffled by an arbitrary crowd. 
And medals grav'd their conqueſt to record, 
The ſtamp and coin of their adopted lord. 
The man who laughed but once, to lee an aſs 


Mumbling to make the croſs-grain*d thiitles paſs ; 


Might laugh again to ſee a jury chew 
The prickles of unpalatable law. 
The witneſſes, that leech-like liv'd on blood, 
Sucking, tor them was med'cinally good; 
But, when they faſten'd on their tetter'd fore, 
Then juſtice and religion they forſvore ; 
Their maiden oaths debaucli'd into a whore, 
Thus men are rais'd by factions, and decry'd ; 
And rogue and faint diſtinguiſh'd by their fide, 
They rack ev*n ſcripture to confeſs their cauſe, 
And plead a call to preach in ſpight of laws. 
But that 's no news to the poor injur'd page, 
It has been uſed as ill in every age; 
And is conſtrain'd with patience all to tale, 
For what defence can Greek and Hebrew make? 
Happy who can this talking-trumpet ſeize ; 
They makeit ſpeak whatever ſenſe they picaſe ! 
"Twas fram'd at firſt our oracle t' enquire; 
But fince our ſects in prophecy grow higher, 
The text inſpires not them, but they the text 
inſpire. 

London, thou great emporium of our ile, 
O thou too bounteous, thou too fruitful Nile ! 
How ſhall I praiſe or curſe to thy deſert ? 
Or ſeparate thy ſound from thy corrupted part ? 
I call'd thee Nile: the parallel will ſtand ! | 
Thy tides of wealth o'erflow the fatten'd land ; 
Yet monſters from thy large increaſe we find, 
Engender'd on the lime thou leav*ſt behind. 


. 
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Secition ha not wholly ſeiz'd on thee, 
Thy nobler parts are from infection free. 
Of ifracl's tribe thou haft a numerous band, 
Put ſtill the Caraanite is in the land. 
Thy military clues are brave and true 
| Nor are thy difinchanted burghers few. 
The head is loyal which dh heart commands, 
| ut what's a head with two ſuch gouty hands? 
| The wie and wealthy !ove the ſureſt way, 
| And are content to thrive and to obey. 
But wif/on is to iloth too great a ſlave; 
Nont are fo buſy as the fool and knave. 
Theſe let me curſe; what vengeance will they 
unge, 

Whoſe ordures neither plague nor fire can purge ? 
Nor ſharp experience can to duty bring, 

Nor angry heaven, nor a forgiving king 

In soſpel-phraſe, their chapmen they betray : 
Their thops are dens, the buyer is their prey. 
Ihe knack of trades is living on the ſpoil ; 
'They hoatt ev'n when each.other they beguile. 
Cuſtoms to ſteal is ſuch a trivial thing, 

That 'tis their charter to defraud their king. 
Fran hands unite of every jarring ſect; 

They cheat the country firit, and then infect. 
They for Cod's cauſe their monarchs dare dethrone, 
And they l be ſure to make his cauſe their own. 
| Whether the plotting jeſuit lay'd the plan 

Of murdering kings, or the French puritan, 

Our facrilegious ſects their guides outgo, 

And kings and kingly power would murder too. 
hat means that traiterous combination leſs, 
Too plan t evade, too ſhameful to confeſs. 

zut treaſon is not own'd when tis defcry'd z 
Succeſsful cremes alone are juſtiſy*d. 

Ihe men w!:0 no confpiracy would find 

Who Coubts ? but had it taken, they had join'd, 
ſoin'd in a mutual covenant of defence; 

At firſt without, at laſt againſt, their prince, 

If fovercign right by ſovereign power they ſcan, 
The ſame hold maxim holds in God and man: 
Cod were not fafe, his thunder could they ſhun 3 
He ſhould be ſorc'd to crown another ſon. 
Thus, when ths heir was from the vineyard thrown, 
The rich po:JeTion was the murderet's own. 
In vain to ſopluſtry they have recourſe : 
By proving their's no plot, they prove *tis worſe ; 
Unmaſk'd rebell.on, and audacious force ; 
Which though not actual, yet all eyes may ſee 
"Tis working in th' immediate power to be; 
For from pretended grievances they riſe, 
Firft to diſlike, and after to deſpiſe. 
Then cyciop-iike in human fleſh to deal, 
Chop up a miniſter at every meal : 


Perhaps rot wholly to melt Cown the king; 
Put clip his regal rights within the ring. 


From thence t' aſſume the power of peace and war; 


And eaſe him by degrees of public care. 

Yet, to conſult his dignity and fame, 

He ſhould have leave to exerciſe the name; 

And hold the cards while commons play'd the 
game. 

For what can power give more than food and 
drink, ; 

To live at eaſe and rot he bound to think ? 

Theſe are the cooler methods of their crime, 

But their hot zealots think tis Joſs of time; 
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And grin and whet like a Croatian band; 
That waits impatient for the laſt command. 
'Thus outlaws open villainy maintain, 

They fteal not, but in ſquadrons ſcour the plain: 
And if their power the paſſengers ſubdue, 
The moſt have right, the wrong is in the ſew. 
Such impious axioms fooliſhly they ſhow, 
For in ſome ſoils republics will not grow : 
Our temperate iſle will no extremes ſuſtain, 
Of popular ſway or arbitrary reign : 

But ſlides between them both into the beſt, 
Secure in freedom, in a monarch bleſt, 


On utmoſt bounds of loyalty they ſtand, 5 


And though the climate vex'd with various winds, 
Works through our yielding bodies on our minds, 
The wholeſome tempeſt purges as it breeds, 
To recommend the calmneſs that ſucceeds. 

But thou, the pander of the people's hearts, 
O crooked ſoul, and ſerpentine in arts, 


Whoſe blandiſhments a royal land have whor'd, 

And broke the bonds ſhe plighted to her lord ; 

What curſes on thy blaſted name will fall ! 

-Which age to age their legacy ſhall call ; 

For all muſt curſe the woes that muſt deſcend to 
all 


Religion thou haſt none : thy Mercury 
Has paſs'd through every ſe&, or theirs through 
thee. 

But what thou giv*ſt, that venom till remains; 

And the pox'd nation feels thee in their brains. 

What elſe inſpires the tongues and ſwells the breaſts 

Of all thy bellowing renegado prieſts, 

That preach up thee for God; diſpenſe thy laws 

And with the ſtum ferment their fainting cauſe ? 

Freſh fumes of madneſs raiſe, and toil and ſoveat 

Lo make the formidable cripple great. 

Yet ſhould thy crimes ſucceed, ſhould lawlcſs 

wer 

Compaſs thoſe ends thy greedy hopes devour, 

Thy canting friends thy mortal foes would be, 

Thy God and theirs will never long agree 

For thine, if thou haſt any, muſt be one 

That lets the world and human-kind a'one : 

A jolly god, that paſſes hours too well 

To promiſe heaven, or threaten us with bell. 

That unconcern'd can at rebellion fit, 

And wink at crimes he did himſelf commit. 

A tyrant theirs ;- the heaven their prieſthood paints 

A conventicle of gloomy ſullen ſaints; 

A heaven like Bedlam, ſſovenly and fad ; 

Fore-doom'd ſor fouls, with falſe religion, mad. 
Without a viſion poets can foreſhow 

What all but fools by common ſenſe muſt know: 

If true ſucceſſion from our ifle ſhould fail, 

And crowds prophane with impious arms prevail, 

Not thou nor thoſe thy ſactious arts engage, 

Shall reap that harveſt of rebell.ous rage, 5 

With which thou flattereſt thy decrepit age. 

The ſwelling poiſon of the ſeveral ſes, 

Which, wanting vent, the nation's health infeQs, 

Shall burſt its bag; and fighting out their way 

The various venoms on each other prey, 

The preſbyter puff'd up with ſpiritual pride, 

Shall on the necks of the lewd nobles ride : 

His brethren damn, the civil power defy ; 

And parcel out republic prelacy. | 

But ſhort ſhall be his reign: bis rigid yoke 

And tyrant power will puny ſets provoke ; 
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And frogs and toads, and all the tadpole train, 
Will croak to heaven for help, from this devouring 


crane. 

The cut-throat ſword and clamorous gown ſhall jar, 

In ſharing their ill-gotten ſpoils of war: 

Chieſs ſhall be grudg'd the part which they pre- 
tend; 

Lords envy lords, and ſriends with every friend 

About their impious merit ſhall contend, 

The ſurly commons ſhall reſpect deny, 

And juſtle peerage out with property. 

Their general either ſhall his truſt betray, 


And force the crowd to arbitrary ſway ; 
Or they, ſuſpecting his ambitious aim, 


In hate of kings ſhall caſt anew the frame; 
And thruſt out Collatine that Fore their name. 
Thus inborn broils the factions would engage, 
Or wars of exil'd heirs, or foreign rage, 
Till halting vengeance overtook our age : 
And our wild labours wearied into reſt, 
Reclin'd us on a rightful monarch's breaſt. 
„ Pudet hæc opprobria, vobis 
« Et dici j otuiſſe, & non potuitle refelli.“ 


TARQUIN axv TULLIA. 


N times when princes cancel'd nature's lavs, 

And declarat. ons which themſel es did draw; 
When children us'd their parents to detly one, 
And gna their way, like vipers, to the crown ; 
Tarquin, a ſavage, proud, ambitious prince, 
Prompt to expel, yet thoughtleſs of defence, 
The envied ſcepter did from Tullius ſnatch, 
he Roman king, and father by the match. 
To form his party hiſtories report, 
A ſanQtuary waz open'd in his court, 
Where glad oſfenders ſafely might reſort. 
Great waz the crowd, and wonnatons the ſucceſs, 
For thoſe were truitful times of wickednef; ; 
And all, that 1:v'd obnoxious to the laws, 
Flock'd to prince Tarquin, and embrac'd his cauſe. 
Mongſt theſe a pagan prieſt for reſuge fle1 ; 
A prophet deep in godly faction read; 
A ſycophant, that knew tlie modiſh way 
To cant and plot, to flatter and betruy, 
To whine and pn, to ſcribhle and recant, 
A ſhameleſs author, and a luſtſul ſaint. 
To ſerve all times he could diſtinctions coin, 
And with great eaſe fiat contradictions join 
A traitor now, once loyal in extreme, 
And then obedience was his only theme: 
He ſung in temples the moſt paſſve lays, 
And wearicd monarchs with repeated praiſe ; 
But manag'd aukwardly that lawful part; 
To vent foul lies and treaſon was his art, 
And pointed libels at crown'd heads to dart. 
This prieſt, and others learn'd to defame, 
Firſt murder injur'd Tullius in his name; 
With blackeſt calumnies their ſovereign load. 
A poiſon'd brother, and dark league abroad ; 
A ſon unjuſtly top'd upon the throne, 


Which yet was prov'd undoubtedly his own ; 
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Though, as the law was there, twas his behoof, 
Who diſpoſſeſs'd the heir, to bring the proof. 

This helliſh charge they back d with diſmal frights, 
The loſs of property and ſacred rights, 
And freedom, words which all falſe patriots uſe, 
As ſureſt names the Romans to abuſe. 

ſcalous of kings, and always malecontent, 
Forward in change, yet certain to repent. 
Whilſt thus the plotters needſul fears create, 
Tarquin with open force invades the ſtate. 
Lewd nobles join him with their feeble miglu, 
And atheiſt foo!s for dear religion ficht. 

The prieſts their boaſted principles difown, 
And level their harangues againſt the throne. 
Vain promiſes the people's minds allure, 
Slight were their ills, but deſperate the cure. 
"Tis hard for kings to ſteer an equal courſe, 
And they who banith one, oft gain a worſe. 
Thoſe heavenly bodies we admire above, 
Do every day irregularly move ; 

Yet Tullius, 'tis decreed, muſt loſe the crown, 
For faults, that were his council's, not his own. 
He now in vain commands ev'n thoſe he pay'd, 1 
By darling troops deſerted and betray'd, 
By creatures which his generous warmth had 

made. 

Of theſe a captain of the guards was worſt, 
Whoſe memory to this day ſtands accurſt. 

This rogue, advanc'd to military truſt 

By his own whoredom, and his ſiſter's luſt, 
Forſooł his maſter, aſter dreadſul vorvs, 

And plotted to betray him to his fors 

The kindeſt maſter to the vileſt ſlave, 

As free to give, as he was ſure to crave. 

His haughty female, who, as books declare, 

Did ahvays toſs wide noſtrils in the air, 

Was to the younger Jullia governeſs, 

And did attend her in her borrow'd dreſs, 

She fled by right from Tullius in diſtreſs. 

This wretch, by letters, did invite his foes, 

And us'd all arts her father to depoſe; 

A ſather, always generouſly bent, 

do kind, that ev'n her wiſhes he'd prevent. 
"Twas now high time for Tullius to retreat, 
When ev'n his daughter haſten'd his defeat ; 
When faith and duty vaniſh'd, and no more 
The name of father and of king he bore : 

A king, whoſe right his foes could ne'er diſpute; 
So mild, that mercy was his attribute; 

Aﬀable, kind, and eaſy of acceſs ; 

Swift to relieve, unwilling to oppreſs; 

Rich without taxes, yet in payment juſt ; 

do honeſt that he hardly could diſtruſt ; 

Mis active ſoul from lahours ne'er did ceaſe, 
Valiant in war, and vigilant in peace; 

Studious with traffic to enrich the land; 

Stronz to protect, and ſkilful to command; 
Liberal and ſplendid, yet without exceſs ; 

Prone to relieve, unwilling to diſtreſs 3 

In fum, how godlike mutt his nature be, 

Whoſe only fault was too much piety ! 

This king remov'd, th aſſembled ſtates thought fit, 
That Tarquin in the vacant throne ſhould ſit; 
Voted him regent in their ſenate houſe, 

And with an empty name endow'd his ſpouſe, 

The elder Tullia, who, ſome authors feign, 

ove 0'er her father's corpſe a rumbling wain : 


; 
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But ſhe more guilty numerous wains did drive 

To cruſh her father and her king alive; 

And in remembrance of his haſten'd fall, 

Refolv'd to inſtitute a weekly tall. 

"The jolly glutton grew in bulk and chin, 

Feafted on rapine, and enjo/ d her fin; 

Wich luxury the did weak reaſon force, 

Debauch'd good-nature, and cramm'd down re- 
morlſe ; 

Yet when ſhe drank cold tea in liberal ſups, 

The ſobbing dame was maudling in her cups, 

But brutal Tarquin never did relent, 

Too hard to melt, too wicked to repent 3 

Cruel in deeds, more mercileis in will, 

And bleſt with natural delight in ill. 

From a wiſe guardian he receiv'd his doom 

o walk the Change, and not to govern Rome. 

He ſwore his native honours to difown, 

And did by perjury aſcend the throne. 

Oh! had that oath his ſwelling pride repreſt, 

Rome had been then with peace and plenty bleſt. 

But Tarquin, guided by deſtructive fate, 

rhe country waſte e and embroil'd the ſtate, 

Tranſported to their foes the Roman peli, 

And by their ruin hop'd to fave himfelt. 

{innumerable woes oppreſs'd the land, 

When it ſubmitted to his curs'd command. 

So juſt was heaven, that twas hard to tell, 

Whether its guilt or loſſes did excell. 

Men that renounc'd their God for dearer trade, 

Were then the guardians of religion made. 

debels were fainted, foreigners did reign, 

Outlaws return'd, preferments to obtain, 

With frogs, and toads, and all their choaldng 
train, 

Vo native knew their features nor their birth, 

They ſeem'd the greaſy offspring of the earth. 

The trade was ſunk, the fleet and army ſpent; 

Devouring taxes ſwallow'd leſſer rent 

Taxes impos'd by no authority; 

Each lewd collection was a robbery, 

Bold ſelf- creating men did ſtatutes draw, 

Skill'd to eſtabliſh villainy by lawv; 

Fanatic drivers, whoſe unjuſt careers 

Proluc'd new ills exceeding former fears. 

Yet authors here except a faithful band, 

Which the prevailing faction did withſtand ; 

And ſome, who hraveiy ſtood in the deſence 

Of baflled juſtice and their exil'd prince. 

Theſe thine to aſter-times, each ſacred name 

Stands ſtill recorded in the roll, of fans. 


——— — — — — — — 


SUUM CUIQUE. 


WW HEN lawleſs men their neighbours difpoſſeſs, 
The tenants they extirpate or oppreſs ; | 
And make rude havock in the fruitful ſoil, 

Which the right owners plough'd with careful toil, 
The ſame proportion does in kingdoms hold, 

A new prince breaks the fen es of the old! 

And will o'er carcaſes and deſerts reign, 

Unleſs the land its rightful lord regain. 
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And buys a foreign army to deface 
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The treaſon of old age in Wales to mourn ; 


He gripes the faithleſs owners of the place, { [Oy hoary noddle warns thee to retinn, 


The fear*d and hated remnant of their race. 

He ſtarves their forces, and obſtruRs their trade 
Vaſt ſums are given, and yet no native paid. 
The church itſelf he labours to aſſail, 

And keeps fit tools to break the ſacred pale. 

Of thoſe let him the guilty roll commence, 

Who has betray*d a maſter and a prince; 

A man, ſeditious, lewd, and impudent ; 

An engine always miſchievoutly bent; 

One who from all the bands of duty ſwerves; 
No tye can hold but that which he deſerves; 
An author dwindled to a pamphleteer ; 

Skilful to forge, and al) ways infincere ; 
Careleſs exploded practices to mend 

Bold to attack, yet feeble to defend. 

Fate's blindfold reign the atheiſt loudly owns, 
And providence blaſphemouſly dethrones. 

In vain the leering actor ſtrains his tongue 

To cheat, with tears and empty noiſe, the throng, 
Since all men know, hate er he ſays or writes, 
Revenge or ſtronger intereſt indites, 

And that the wretch employs is venal wit 
How to confute what formerly he writ. 

Next him the grave Socinian claims a place, 
Endow'd with reaſon, though herett of grace; 
A preaching pagan of ſurpaſſing fame: 

No regiſter records his horrow'd name. 

Oh, had the child more happily been bred, 

A radiant mitre would have grac'd his head: 
But now unfit, the moſt he thould expect, 

Is to be enter d of T F s ſect. 

To him ſucceeds, with looks demurely ſad, 
A gloomy ſou! with revelation mad ; 

Falſe to his friend, and carcleſs of his word ; 
A dreaming prophet, and a griping lord ; 
He ſells the livings which he can't poſſeſs, 
And farms that ſine-cure his dioceſe. 


And vain endeavours in chronology, 


Nor think the city-poor may loſs ſuſtain, 
Thy place may well be vacant in this reign. 
I thould admit the booted prelate now, 
But he is even for lampoon too low : 
The ſcum and outcaſt of a royal race; 
The nation's grievance, and the gown's diſgrace. 
None ſo unlearn'd did ere at London fit ; 
This driveler does the ſacred chair beſh—t. 
I need not brand the fpiritual parricide, 
Nor draw the weapon dangling by his fide : 
TI aftonith'd world remembers that otfence, 
And knews he ſtole the daughter of his prince. 
*Tis time enough, in ſome ſucceeding age, 
To bring this mitred captain on the ſtage. 
Theſe are the leaders in apoſtacy, 
The wild reformers of the liturgy, 
And the blind guides of poor elective majeſty ; 
A thing which commonwealth's-men did deviſe, 
Vill plots were ripe, to catch the people's eyes. 
Their king 's a monſter, in a quagmire horn, 
Ot all the native brutes the grief and ſcorn ; 
With a big ſnout, caſt in a crooked mould, 
Whicl runs with glanders and an inborn cold. 
His ſubſtance is of clammy ſnot and plilegm ; 
Sleep is his eſſence, and his life a dream. 
Jo Capræ this Tiberius does retire, ,, 
To quench with catamite his feeble fire. 
| Dear catamite! who rules alone the ſtate, 


| While monarch dozes on his unpropt height, 

Silent, yet thoughtleſs, and ſecure of fate. 

Could you but ſee the fulſome hero led 

By loathing vaſſals to his noble bed 

In flannel rohes the coughing ghoſt does walk, 

And his mouth moates like cleaner breech of 
hawk. 

Corruption, ſpringing from his canker*d breaſt, 

Furs up the channel, and diſturbs his reſt. 


4 


Unthinking man ! to quit thy harren ſee, Jen head propt up the bolſter'd engine lies; 


For the more fruitleſs care of royal charity. 


8 pillow flip aſide, the monarch dirs. 
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AN ETELS FT. ko &o 


Hr n „ „ 


Poem with ſo bold a title, and a name prefixed from which the handling of fo 
ſerious a ſubje& would not be expected, may reaſonably oblige the author to ſay 
& ſomewhat in defence, both of himſelf and of his undertaking. In the ſirſt place, if it be 

objected to me, that being a layman, I ought not to have concerned myſelf with ſpecula- 
tions, which belong to the profeſſion of divinity ; I could anſwer, that perhaps laymen, 
Vith equal advantages of parts and knowledge, are not the molt incomperent judges of 
| ſacred things; but, in the due ſenſe of my own weakneſs and want of learning, 1 plead 

not this: I pretend not to make myſelf a judge of faith in others, but only to make a con- 
&ſhon of my own. I lay no unhallowed hand upon the ark, but wait on it with the reve- 
rence that becomes me at a diſtance. In the next place I will ingenuouſly confeſs, that 
the helps I have uſed in this ſmall treatiſe were many of them taken down from the works 
of our own reverend divines of the church of England ; fo that the weapons with which 
| combat irreligion, are already conſecrated ; though I ſuppoſe they may be taken down 
as lawfully as the ſword of Goliah was by David, when they are to be employed for the 
common cauſe againſt the enemies of piety. I intend not by this to intitle. them to any 
of my errors, which yet I hope are only thoſe of charity to mankind; and ſuch as my 
own charity has cauſed me to commit, that of others may more eaſily excuſe. Being 
naturally inclined to ſcepticiſm in philoſophy, I have no reaſon to impoſe my opinions 
ia a ſubje& which is above it; but, whatever they are, I ſubmit them with all reverence 

to my mother church, accounting them no further mine, than as they are authoriſed, or 
at leaſt uncondemned, by her. And, indeed, to ſecure myſelf on this fide, I have uſed 
the neceſſary precaution of ſhewing this paper before it was publiſhed to a judicious and 
learned friend, a man indefatigably zealous in the ſervice of the church and ſtate; and 
| whoſe writings have highly deſerved of both. He was pleaſed to approve the body of 
| the diſcourſe, and I hope he is more my friend than to do it out of complaiſance : it is 
true he had too good a taſte to like it all; and amongſt ſome other faults recommended to 
my ſecond view, what I have written perhaps too boldly on St. Athanaſius, which he 
| adviſed me wholly to omit. I am ſenſible enough that I had done more prudently to 
| have followed his opinion: but then I could not have fatisfied my ſelf that I had done 

honeſtly not to have written what was my own. It has always been my thought, that 
heathens who never did, nor without miracle could, hear of the name of Chriſt, were yet 
in a poſſibility of ſalvation. Neither will it enter eaſily into my belief, that before the 
coming of our Saviour, the whole world, excepting only the Jewiſh nation, ſhould lie 
| Under the inevitable neceſſity of everlaſting puniſhment, for want of that revelation, 
| Which was confined to ſo ſmall a ſpot of ground as that of Paleſtine. Among the ſons 
& Noah we read of one only who was accurſed; and if a bleſſing in the ripeneſs of time 
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was reſerved for Japhet (of whoſe progeny we are), it ſeems unaccountableto me, why 
ſo many generations of the ſame offspring, as preceded our Saviour in the fleſh, ſhould be 
all involved in one common condemnation, and yet that their poſterity ſhould be entitled 
to the hopes of ſalvation : as if a bill of excluſion had paſſed only on the fathers, which 
debarred not the ſons from their ſucceſſion. Or that ſo many ages had been delivered 
over to hell, and ſo many reſerved for heaven, and that the devil had the firſt choice, 
and God the next. Truly I am apt to think that the revealed religion which was taught 
by Noah to all his ſons, might continue in ſome ages for the whole poſterity. That after- 
wards it was included wholly in the family of Sem, is manifeſt ; but when the progenies 
of Cham and Japhet ſwarmed into colonies, and thoſe colonies were ſubdivided into 
many others; in proceſs of time their deſcendants Joſt by little and little the primitive 
and purer rites of divine worſhip, retaining only the notion of one deity ; to which ſuc- 
ceeding generations added others: for men took their degrees in thoſe ages from 
conquerors to Gods. Revelation being thus eclipſed to almoſt all mankind, the Jight 
of nature as the next in dignity was ſubſtituted ; and that is it which St. Paul concludes 
to be the rule of the heathens, and by which they are hereafter to be judged. If my 
ſuppoſition be true, then the conſequence which I have aſſumed in my poem may be alſo 
true; namely, that Deiſm, or the principles of natural worſhip, are only the faint rem- 
nants or dying flames of revealed religion in the poſterity of Noah : and that our modern 
philoſophers, nay and ſome of our philoſophiſing divines, have toc much exalted the 
faculties of our ſouls, when they have maintained that, by their force, mankind has been 
able to find out that there is one ſupreme agent or intellectual being, which we call 
God: that praiſe and prayer are his due worſhip; and the rett of thoſe deducements, 
which I am confident are the remote effects of revelation, and unattainable by our dif- 
courſe, I mean as ſimply conſidered, and without the benefit of divine illumination. 
So that we have not lifted up ourſelves to God, by the weak pinions of our reaſon, but 
he has been pleaſed to deſcend to us; and what Socrates ſaid of him, what Plato writ, 
and the reſt of the heathen philoſophers of ſeveral nations, is all no more than the twi- 
light of revelation, after the ſun of it was ſet in the race of Noah. That there is ſome- 
thing above us, ſome principle of motion, our reaſon can apprehend, though it cannot 
diſcover what it is by its own virtue. And indeed it is very improbable, that we, who 
by the ſtrength of our faculties cannot enter into the knowledge of any Being, not fo 
much as of our own, ſhould be able to find out by them, that ſupreme nature, which we 
cannot otherwiſe define than by ſaying it is infinite; as if infinite were definable, or in- 
finity a ſubject for our narrow underſtanding. They who would prove religion by reaſon, 
do but weaken the cauſe which they endeavour to ſupport : it is to take away the pillars 
from our faith, and to prop it only with a twig; it is todelign a tower like that of Babel, 
which, if it were poſſible, as it is not, to reach heaven, would come to nothing by the 
confuſion of the workmen. For every man is building a ſeveral way; impotently con- 
ceited of his own model and his own materials: reaſon is always ſtriving, and always at 
a loſs ; and of neceſſity it mult ſo come to paſs, while it is exerciſed about that which 1s 
not its proper object. Let us be content at laſt to know God by his own methods; at 
leaſt, ſo much of him as he is pleaſed to reveal to us in the ſacred ſcriptures ; to appre- 
hend them to be the work of God, is all our reaſon has to do; for all beyond it is the 
work of faith, which is the ſeal of heaven impreſſed upon our human underſtanding. 
And now for what concerns the holy biſhop Athanaſius, the preface of whoſe creed 
ſeems inconſiſtent with my opinion; which is, that heathens may poſlibly be ſaved : in 
the firſt place I deſire it may be conſidered that it is the preface only, not the creed itſelf 
which, till I am better informed, is of too hard a digeſtion for my charity. It 1s not 
that I am ignorant how many ſeveral texts of ſcripture ſeemingly ſapport that cauſe; 
but neither am I ignorant how all thoſe texts may receive a kinder and more mollified 
interpretation. Every man who is read in church hiſtory, knows that belief was draw? 
up after a long conteſtation with Arius, concerning the divinity of our bleſſed Saviour, 
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among the chriſtian churches, as a kind of teſt, which whoſoever took was looked upon 
as an orthodox believer. It is manifeſt from hence, that the heathen part of the empire 
was not concerned in it; for its buſineſs was not to diſtinguiſh betwixt Pagans and 
Chriſtians, but betwixt Heretics and true Believers. This, well conſidered, takes off 
the heavy weight of cenſure, which I would willingly avoid from ſo venerable a man; 
for if this propoſition, © whoſoever will be ſaved,“ be reſtrained only to thoſe to whom it 
was intended, and for whom it was compoſed, I mean the Chriſtians ; then the anathema 
reaches not the Heathens, who had never heard of Chriſt, and were nothing intereſted 
in that diſpute. After all, I am far from blaming even that prefatory addition to the 
creed, and as far from caviling at the continuance of it in the liturgy of the church, where 
on the days appointed it is publicly read: for I ſuppoſe there is the ſame reaſon for it 
now, in oppoſition to the Socinians, as there was then againſt the Arians; the one 
being a Hereſy, which ſeems to have been refined out of the other; and with how much 
more plauſibility of reaſon it combats our religion, with ſo much more caution it ought 
to be avoided : therefore the prudence of our church is to be commended, which has in- 
terpoled her authority for the recommendation of this creed. Yet to ſuch as are 
grounded in the true helief, thoſe explanatory creeds, the Nicene and this of Athanaſius 
might perhaps be ſpared ; for what is ſupernatural, will always be a myſtery in ſpight of 
expoſition ; and for my own part, the plain apoſtles creed is moſt ſuitable to my weak 
underſtanding, as the ſimpleſt diet is the moſt eaſy of digeſtion. 

have dwelt longer on this ſubje& than I intended, and longer than perhaps I ought; 
for having laid down, as my foundation, that the ſcripture is a rule; that in all things 
needful to falvation it is clear, ſufficient, and ordained by God Almighty for that pur- 
poſe, I have left myſelf no right to interpret obſcure places, ſuch as concern the poſſibility 
of eternal happineſs to heathens : becauſe whatever is obſcure is concluded not neeeſſary 
to be known. 

But, by aſſerting the ſcripture to be the canon of our faith, I hare unavoidably created 
to myſelt two ſorts of enemies: the papiſts indeed, more directly, becauſe they have 
kept the ſcripture from us what they could; and have reſerved to themſeves a right of 
interpreting what they have delivered under the pretence of infallibility : and the fanatics 
more collaterally, becauſe they have aſſumed what amounts to an infallibility, in the 
private ſpirit ; and have detorted thoſe texts of ſcripture which are not neceſſary to ſal- 
vation, to the damnable uſes of ſedition, diſturbance and deſtraction of the civil govern- 
ment. To begin with the papiſts, and to ſpeak freely, I think them the leſs dangerous, 
at leaſt in appearance, to our preſent ſtate; for not only the penal laws are in force 
againſt them, and their number is contemptible ; but alſo their peers and commons are 
excluded from parliament, and conſequently thoſe laws in no probability of being 
repealed. A general and uninterrupted plot of their clergy, ever ſince the Reformation, 
| ſuppoſe all proteſtants believe, for it is not reaſonable to think but that ſo many of their 


orders, as were outed from their fat poſſeſſions, would endeavour a re- entrance againſt 


thoſe whom they account heretics. As for the late deſign, Mr. Coleman's letters, tor 
aught I know, are tae beſt evidence ; and what they diſcover, without wire-drawing 
their ſenſe, or malicious gloſſes, all men of reaſon conclude credible. If there be any 
thing more than this required of me, I muſt believe it as well as Iam able, in ſpight of 
the witneſſes, and out of a decent conformity to the votes of parliament ; for I ſuppoſe 
the fanatics will not allow the private ſpirit in this caſe. Here the infallibility is at leaſt in 
one part of the government ; and our underſtandings as well as our wills are repreſented. 
But to return to the Roman Catholics, how can we be ſecure from the practice of jeſuited 
papiſts in that religion? For not two or three of that order, as ſome of them would im- 
poſe upon us, but almoſt the whole body of them are of opinion, that their infallible 
maſter has a right ever kings, not only in ſpirituals but temporals. Not to rame Ma- 
riana, Bellarmine, Emanuel Sa, Molina, Santare, Simancha, and at leaſt twenty others 
of foreign countries; we can produce of our nation, Campian, and Doleman or Parſons, 


2 wes many are named whom I have not read, who all of them atteſt this doctrine, 
o1. III. 
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that the pope can depoſe and give away the right of any ſovereign prince, . ſi vel paulum de- 
« flexerit,” if he ſhall never ſo little warp : but if he once comes to be excommuni- 
cated, then the bond of obedience is taken off from ſubjects; and they may and ought to 
drive him like another Nebuchadnezzar, * ex hominum Chriſtianorum dominatu,” from 
exerciſing dowinion ever chriſtians ; and to this they are bound by virtue of divine pre- 
cept, and by all the ties of conſcience, under no tefs penalty than damnation. If they 
anſwer me, as a learned prieſt has lately written, that this doctrine of the Jeſuns is not 
« de fide ;” and that conſequently they are not obliged by it, they mult pardon me, if I 
think they have ſaid nothing to the purpoſe ; for it is a maxim in their church, 
where points of faith are not decided, and thut doctors are of contrary opinions, they 
may follow which part they pleaſe ; but more ſafely the moſt reccived and molt autho- 
rized. And their champion Bellarmine has told the world, in his apology, that the 
king of England is a vailal to the pope, © ratione ditecti Domini,” and that he holds in 
villanage of his Roman landlord. Which is no new claim put in for England. Our 
chronicles are his authentic witneſſes, that king John was depoſed by the fame plea, and 
Philip Augultus admitted tenant. And which makes the more for Bellarmine, the 
French king was again «jected when our king ſubmitted to the church, and the crown 
was received under the ſordid condition of a vel ilage. 

It is not ſufficient for the more moderate and well meaning catholics, of which I doubt 
not there are many, to produce the evidences of their loyalty to the late king, and to de- 
clare their innocency in chis plot: I will grant their behaviour in the firſt, ro have been 
as loyal and as brave as they deſire; and will be witting to hold them excuſed as to rhe 
ſecond, I mean when it comes to mv turn, and uft:r my berters; for it is a madnets to 
be fober alone, while the nation continues drunk : but that ſaying of their father Creſ. 
is ſtill running in my head, that they may be diſpented with in their obedience to an 
heretic prince, while the neceſſity of the timis ſhall oblige them to it: for that, as another 
of them tells us, is only the effect of chrittian prudence 3 but when once they ſha'l get 
power to ſhake him off, an heretic is no lawful king, and conſequently to rife againit 
him is no rebellion, I then!d be glad, therefore, that they would follow the advice 
which was charitably given them by 4 reve: « 1d prelate of our church; namely, that they 
would join in a public act of diſowning and deteſting thoſe Jeſuitic principles; and ſub- 
ſcribe to all doctrines which deny the pope's authority of depoſing kings, and releaſing 
ſubjects from their oath of allegiance : to which I ſheuld think they might eaſily be in- 
duced, if it be true that this preſcot pohe has condemned the doctrine of king-killing, @ 
theſis of the Jeſuits maintained, anong!t oihers, © ex cathedra,” as they call it, or in 
open conſiltory, | 

Leaving them therefore in ſo fair a wav, if they pleaſe themſelves, of ſatisfying ali 
reaſonable men of their ſincerity and good meaning to the government, I ſhall make bold 
to conſider that other extreme in on religion, 1 wean the fanatics or ſchiſmatics, of the 
Engliſh church. Since the Bible has been tranflated into our tongue, they have uſed it 
ſo, as if their buſineſs was not to be faved but to be damned by its contents. If we con- 
fider only thenf, better had it been for the Engliſh nation, that it had (till remained in the 
original Greek and Hebrew, or at leaſt in the honeſt Latin of St. Jerome, than that ſeve- 
ral texts in it ſhould have been preyarieated to the deſtruction of that government, which 
put it into ſo ungrateful hands. : 

How many hereſies the ſirſt tranſlation of Tindal produced in few years, let my lord 
Herbert's hiſtory ot Henry the Eighth inform you; inſomuch, that for the groſs errors in 
it, and the great miſchiefs it occaſioned, a ſentence paſſed on the firſt edition of the 
Bible, too ſhameful almoſt to be repeated. After the ſhort reign of Edward the Sixth, 
who had continued to carry on the Reformation on other principles than it was begun, 
_ one knows that not only the chief promoters of that work, but many others, who: 
conſcienees would not diſpenſe with popery, were forced, for fear of perſecution, to 
change climates : from whence returning at the beginning of Queen Elizab« th's reighs 
many of them who had been ia France, and at Geneva, brought back the rigid opinions 
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nd imperious diſcipline of Calvin, to graft upon our reformation. Which, though they 
cunningly concealed at firſt, as well knowing how nauſcouſly that drug would go down in 
a lawful monarchy, which was prefcribed for a rebellious commonwealth, yet they 
always kept it in referve ; and were never wanting to themſelves either in court or parlia- 
ment, when either they had any proſpect of a numerous party of fanatic members of the 
one, or the encouragement of any favourite in the other, whoſe covetouſneſs was paping 
at the patrimony of the church. "They who will conſult the works of our venerable 
Hooker, or the account of his life, or more particularly the letter written to him on this 
ſubject, by George Cranmer, may ſce by what gradations they proceeded ; from the diſ- 
he of cap and ſurplice, the very next {tep was admonitions to the parliament againſt the 
whole government eccleſiaſtical: then came out volumes in Englth and Latin in defence 
of their tenets: and immediately practicts were fer on foot to eiect their diſcipline with- 
out authority. "Thoſe not ſucceeding, ſatire and railing was the next: and Martin 
Mar-prelate, the Marvel of thoſe times, was the ſirſt preſbyterian ſcribler, who ſanctified 
libcls and ſcurrility to the uſe of the good old cauſe. Which was done, ſays my author, 
upon this account; that their ferious treatiſes having been fully anſwered and refured, 
they might compals by railing what they had lolt by r-aſoning; and when their cauſe was 
ſunk in court and parliament, they might at leaſt hedge ina ſtake amongſt the rabble: 
for to their ignorance all things are wit which are abuſive ; but if church and ſtate were 
made the theme, then the doctoral degree of wit was to be taken at Billingſgate: even 
the molt ſaintlike of the party, though they durſt not excuſe this contempt and vilifying of 
the government, yet were pleaſed, and grinned at it with a pious ſmile ; and called ita 
judgment of God againſt the hierarchy. Thus ſectaries, we may ſee, were born with 
tecth, foulmouthed and ſcurrilous from their infancy : and if ſpiritual pride, venom, 
violence, contempt of ſuperiors, and flander, had been the marks of orthodox belicf ; 
the preſbytery and the reſt of our ſchiſmatics, which are their ſpawn, were always the 
moſt viſible church in the chriſtian world. 

Ir is true the government was too ſtrong at that time for a rebellion ; but to ſhew what 
proficiency they had made in Calvin's ſchool, even then their mouths watered at it: for 
two of their gifted brotherhood Hacket and Coppinger, as the ſtory tells*us, got up into 
a pcaſe- cart and harangued the people, to diſpoſe them to an iaſurrection, and to eſtabliſh 
their diſcipline by force: fo that however it comes about, that now they celebrate queen 
Elizabeth's birth night, as that of their ſaint and patroneſs; yet then they were for doing 
the work of the Lord by arms againſt her: and in all probability they wanted but a fana- 
tic lord mayor and two ſheriffs of their party, to have compaſſed it. 

Our venerable Hooker, after many admenirions which he had given them, towards 
the end of his preface, breaks out into this prophetic ſpeech. “ There is in every one 
of theſe conſiderations moſt juſt cauſe to fear, left our haſtineſs to embrace a thing of ſo 
* pcrilous conſequence (meaning the preſbyterian diſcipline) ſhould cauſe poſterity to 


* feel thoſe evils which as yet are more eaſy for us to prevent, than they would be for 
them to remedy.” 


How fatally this Caſſandra has foretold, we know too well by ſad experience: the 
ſeeds were ſown in the time of queen Elizabeth, the bloody harveſt ripened in the reign 
of king Charles the Martyr; and becauſe all the ſucaves could not be carried off without 
thedding ſome of the looſe grains, another crop is too like to follow: nay, I fear it is 
unavoidable if the conventiclers be permitted ſtill to ſcatter. 

A man may be ſuffered to quote an adverfary ro our religion when he ſpeaks truth : 
and it is the obſervation of Maimbourg, in his Hiſtory of Calviniſm, that wherever that 
diſcipline was planted and embraced, rebellion, civil war, and mifery, attended it. 
And how indeed ſhould it happen otherwiſe? Reformation of church and ſtate has 
always been the ground of our diviſions in England. While we were Papiſts, our 
holy father rid us, by pretending authority out of the ſcriptures to depoſe princes z when 
we ſhook off his authority, the ſectaries furniſhed themſelves with the fame weapons; 
and out of the ſame magazine, the * ſo that the ſcriptures, which are in themſelves 
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ſecurity of governors, as commanding expreſs obedience to them, are now 
_— 8 e's age, ab ; and never, ſince the Reformation, has there wanted a text 
of their interpreting to authorize a rebel. And it is to be noted by the way, that — 
doctrines of king- killing and depoſing, which have been taken up only by the wor 
party of the Papiſts, the moſt frontleſs flatterers of the pope's authority, have been 
eſpouſed, defended, and are ſtill maintained by the whole body of non. conformiſts and 
republicans. It is but dubbing themſelves the people of God, which it is the intereſt of 
their preachers to tell them they are, and their own intereſt to believe; and after Ph 
they cannot dip into the Bible, but one text or another will turn up for their purpo 15 
if they are under perſecution, as they call it, then that is a mark of their election 1 
they flouriſh, then God works miracles for their deliverance, and the ſaints are to poſſeſs 
— — think themſelves to be too roughly handled in this paper, but I, who know 
beſt how far I could have gone on this ſubject, mult be bold to tell them they are ſpared: 
though at the ſame time I am not ignorant that they interpret the mildneſs of a writer 
to them, as they do the mercy of the government; in the one they think it fear, and 
eonclude it weakneſs in the other. The beſt way for them to confute me is, as I 
before adviſed the Papiſts, to diſclaim their principles and renounce their practices. 
We ſhall all be glad to think them = DING when they obey the king, and true 
hey conform to the church diſcipline. : 4 
— Poker the reader, that theſe verſes were written for an ingenious 
young gentleman my friend, upon his tranſlation of the critical hiſtory of the Old 
Teſtament, compoſed by the learned father Simon; the verſes therefore are addreſſed to 
the tranſlator of that work, and the ſtyle of them is, what it ought to be, epiſtolary 
If any one be ſo lamentable a critic as to require the ſmoothneſs, the numbers, and 
the turn df heroic poetry in this poem ; I muſt tell him that if he has not read Horace, 
I have ſtudied him, and hope the ſtyle of his epiſtles is not il] imitated here. The ex- 
preſſions of a poem deſigned purely for inſtruction, ought to be plain and natural, and = 
majeſtic : for here the poet is preſumed to be a kind of lawgiver : and thoſe three qu l 
ties Which I have named, are proper to the legiſlative ſtyle. The florid, elevated, an 
figurative way is for tue paſſions ; for love and hatred, fear and anger, are begotten in the 
ſoul, by ſhewing their objects out of their true proportion, either greater than the life, or 
leſs : but inſtruction is to be given by ſhewing them what they naturally are. A man is 
to be cheated into paſſion, but to be reaſoned into truth. 
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IM as the borrow'd beams of moon and ſtars | 
To lonely, weary, wandering travellers, 
13 reaſon to the ſoul: and as on high, 
Thoſe rolling fires diſcover but the ſy, 
Not light us here; ſo reaſon's glimmering ray 
Was lent, not to affure our doubtful way, | 
But guide us upward to a better day. 
And as thoſe nightly tapers diſappear 
When day's bright lord aſcends our hemiſphere ; 
So pale grows reaſon at religion's fight z 
do dies, and fo diſſolves in ſupernatural light. 
dome few, whoſe lamp thone brigliter, have been led 
From cauſe to cauſe, to nature's ſecret head; 
And found that one firſt principle muſt be; 
But what, or who that univerſal He 
Whether ſorne ſoul incompaſſing this ball 
Unmade, unmov'd ; yet making, moving all; 
Or various atoms, interfering dance, 
Leap'd into form, the noble work of chance; 
Or tais great all was from eternity; 
Not ev'n the Stagirite himſelf could fee ; | 
And Epicurus gueſs'd as well as he; 
As blindly group'd they for a future ſtate ; 
As raihly judg'd of providence and fate : 
But leaſt of all could their endeavours find 
What moſt concern'd the good of human kind: 
Tor happineſs was never to be found ; 
But vaniſh'd from them like enchanted ground. 
One thought content the good to be enjoy'd : 
This every little accident deſtroy d: 
The wiſer madmen did for virtue toil : 
A thorny, or at beſt a barren ſoil : 
In pleaſure ſome their glutton ſouls would ſteep ; 
But found their line too ſhort, the well too deep 
And leaky veſſels which no bliſs could keep. 
Thus anxious thoughts in endleſs circles roll, 
N Without a centre where to fix the ſoul : 
In this wild maze their vain endeavours end : 
How can the leſs the greater comprehend ? 
Or finite reaſon reach Infinity ? 
For what could fathom God were more than He. 
The Deiſt thinks he ſtands on firmer ground; 
Cries i α , the mighty ſecret's found : 
God is that ſpring of good; ſupreme and hefſt ; 
We made to ſerve, and in that ſervice bleſt. 
If fo, ſome rules of worſhip mutt be given, 
Diſtributed alike to all by heaven : 
Elſe God were partial, and to ſome deny'd 
The means his juſtice Mould for all provide. 
Tais general worſhip is to praiſe and pray: 
One part to borrow bleſſings, one to pay: 
And when frail nature ſlides into offence, 
The ſacrifice for crimes is penitence, 
Yet, ſince the effects of providence, we find, 
Are variouſly diſpens'd to human kind 


That vice triumphs, and virtue ſuffers here, 
A brand that ſovereign juſtice cannot bear : 
Our reafon prompts us to a future ſtate : 
The laſt appeal from fortune and from fate : 
Where God's all-righteous ways will be declar'd ; 
The bad meet puniſhment, the good reward. 
Thus man by his own ſtrength to heaven would 
ſoar : 
And wonld not be oblig'd to God for more. 
Vain wretched creature, how art thou miſled 
To think thy wit theſe god-like notions bred ! 
Theſe truths are not the product of thy mind, 
But dropt from heaven, and of a nobler kind. 
Reveal'd religion firſt inſorm'd thy fight, 
And reaſon ſaw not till faith ſprung the light. 
Hence all thy natural worſhip takes the ſource: 
*Tis revelation what thou think*ſt diſcourſe. 
Elſe how com'ſt thou to ſee theſe truths ſo clear, 
Which ſo obſcure to heathens did appear ? 
Not Plato theſe, nor Ariſtotle found : 
Nor he whoſe wiſdom oracles renown'd. 
Haſt thou a wit fo deep, or ſo ſublime, 
Or canſt thou lower dive, or higher climb? 
Canſt thou by reaſon more of godhead know 
Than Plutarch, Seneca, or Cicero ? 
Thoſe giant wits in happier ages born, 
When arms and arts did Greece and Rome adorn, 
Knew no ſuch ſyſtem, no ſuch piles could raiſe 
Of natural worſhip, built on prayer and praiſe 
To one ſole God. 
Nor did remorſe to expiate fin preſcribe: 
But flew their fellow - creatures for a bribe : 
The guiltleſs victim groan'd for their offence ; 
And cruelty and blood was penitence. 
If ſheep and oxen could atone for men, 
Ah! at how cheap a rate the rich might fin ! X 
And great oppreſſors might heaven's wrath beguile, 
By offering his own creatures for a ſpoil ! 
Dar'ſt thou, poor worm, offend Infinity? 
And muſt the terms of peace he given by thee ? 
Then thou art Juſtice in the laſt appeal; 
Thy eaſy God inſtructs thee to rebel: 
And, like a king remote and weak, muſt take 
What ſatisfaction thou art pleas'd to make. 
But if there be a power too juſt and ſtrong, 
To wink at crimes, and bear unpuniſh'd wrong 
Look humbly upward, ſee his will diſcloſe 
The torfeit firſt, and then the fine impoſe ; 
A mulct thy poverty could never pay, 
Had not eternal wiſdom found the way : 
And with celeſtial wealth ſupply'd thy ſtore; 
His 2: makes the fine, his mercy quits the 
core, 
See God deſcending in thy human frame; 
Th' oftended ſuffering in th' offender's name: 
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All thy mifdeeds to him imputed fee, 
And all his righteouſneſs devo'v'd on thee, 
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But ſtill that tent muſt be contin'd alone 
To wat was then inhabited and known : 


For, grantigg we have ſu n d, and that th offence} And what provitien could from thence accrue 


Of man is made againſt Omnipoterce, . 
Some price that bears propoit. o muſt be paid; 
And infinite with intinite be we:ightd. 
See then the Deiſt loſt : emer for vice, 
Not paid; or, paid, inadequate in pr.ce : 
What farther means can reaton row direct, 
Or what relief from human wit expect ? 
That ſhews us ſick; and ſadly are we fore 
Still to be ſick, till heaven reveal tlic cure: 
If then hcaven's will muſt needs be upderſtood. 
Which muſt, if we want cure, and heaven be good, 
Let all records of will reveal'd be ſhown ; 
With ſcripture all in equal balance thrown, 
And our one ſacred book will Le that one. 
Proof needs not here; ſor whether we compare 
That impious, idle, ſuperſtitious ware | 
Of rites, luſtrations, offerings, which before, 
In various ages, various countries bone, 
With chriſtian faith and virtues, we fhall find 
None anſwering the great ends of human kind 
But this one rule of lite, that f} eis us best 
How Cod may be appcas'd, and mortal: bleſt. 
Whether from length of time its worth we draw, 
The word is ſcarce more ancient than the lav: 
Heaven's early care ar ec tor every age; 
Firſt, in the ſoul, and after, \in the page. 
Or, whether more abſtractedly we look, 
Or on the writers, or the written bool, 
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To Indian fouls, and wort:s diſcover'd new ? 

in other parts it helps, that ages paſt, 

The ſcriptures there were krown, aud were em- 
brac d. 

Fill fin ſpread once again the ſhaces of night : 
What's that to theſe, who never ſav the hgat ? 
Of all objeR.ons this intlced is chief 

To ſtartle reaſon, itagger frat belief: 

We grant, *tis true, that heaven from human ſenſe 
Has hid the ſecret pati:s-0! provicence : 

But boundleſs om, boundleſs mercy, may 
Find ev'n for thoſe bewilder'd fouls, a way: 

If from his nature foes may pity clam, 

Much more may ſtrangers who ne'er heard his 
name. 

And though ro rame he ſor falvation known, 

Fut that of hig tera:! Son's a ore; 

Who krows how jar tranfcending goodneſs can 
Extend the merits of that Son to man ? 

Who knows what reafons may his mercy lead 
Or ignorance invincible may plead ? 

Not only charity bids hope the beſl, 

But more the great apoitle has expreſ? : 

« That if the Centiles, whom ro law irfpir'd ; 
Py nature did what was by law reauir'd ; 

They, wo the written rule had never known, 
Were to themſelves len rule and lov alone: 

To nature's plain indictment ti ey (ball plead ; 


Whence, but from heaven, could men unſkilb'd in And by their conſcience be condemn'd or freed.” 


_ 
In ſeveral ages born, in ſeveral paits, 
Weave ſuch agreeing truths ? or how, or wl:y, 
Should all conſpire to cheat us witli a lye ? 
Unaſk'd their pains, ungrateful their advice, 
Starvirg their gain, and martyrdom their price. 
If on the Look itſelĩ we caſt our ve, 
Concurrent heatliens prove the 1.ory true: 
The coctrine, nuracles; whica muſt convince, 
For heaven in them appeals to human ſenſe: 
And though they prove net, they con firm the cau 
When what is taught agrees With rature's laws. 
Then ſor the ſtile, majeſtic and div. ne, 
It ſpeaks no lefs than Go? in (very line: 


Commanding words; whe force 1s itil the ſame 
2 5 


As the firſt fiat that yioduc'd our {ramec, 
All faiths beſide, or did by arms aſcend; 


Or ſenſe indulg'd las made mankind their friend: 


This only doctrne dos our Hits oppoſe : 
Unted by nature's foil, in which it gros; 
Crofs to cur intereſts, curl ing forſe and fin ; 
Opprets'd without, and undermm'd within, 


Moſt riglucous Coom ! | ecavie a rule revea!'d 
Is none to thoſe om whom it was corceal'd. 
Then thoſe who fo!!tow*d reafon's d.Ctates r.gzht ; 
Liv'd up, and lifted High their natural Lelit ; 
With Socrates may ſce their Maker's face, 
While thouſand rubric-martyrs wart a place. 
Nor C0-s it baulk my charity to find 
Th Egyptian biſhop of ar ether mird: 
Vor though his creed eterral truth contains, 
"is hard fon man to dom to endleſs pains 
ſe, All who keliev'd rot all tis zcal requird ; 
Uplefs he firſt could prove he was ir ſpir'd. 
Then let us either thir k he meant to tay 
This faith, where puhliſh'd, was tLe orly way: 
Or elſc conclude that, Arivs to contute, 
The og old man, too carer in Gpute, 
| Flew lieh, and as his chriſtian fury roſe, 
Damn'd ail ior heretics who durſt oppoſe. 
Thus far my charity this path has try*C ; 
A much unſkilful, but welt-incaning guide: 
Yet what they are, evi theſe crude tl.ougits wen 
bred 


It thrives th:ough pain; its own tormer tors tires; By reading that which better thou haſt read, 


And with a ſtubborn patierce ſt. Il aſpires. 
To what can reaſon {ach cfects affign : 
Tranſcending nature, but to laws divine 
Which in that ſacred volume a e cortain'd 
Sufficient, clear, and for that uſe ordain'd; 

Put ſtay, the deiſt here will urge arew, 
No ſupernatural worſhip can be true : 
Becauſe a general law is that alone 
Which muſt to all, and every where, be known : 
A ſtile fo large, as not this book can claim, 
Nor ouglit that bears reveal'd religion's name. 
Tis faid the fourd of a MeMah's birth 
Is gor. e through all the habitable earth ; 


Thy matchleſs author's work: which thou, Mm) 
fend, 

By well tranſlating better doft commend : 

r hoſe youthful Lours which, of thy equals moſt 

in toys have ſquander'd, or in vice have oſt, 

Thoſe hours haſt thou to robler uſe employ'd; 

And the ſevere delights of truth enjoy'd. 

Witneſs this weighty book, in which appears 

The crabbed toil of many thoughtful years, 

Spent by thy author, in the ſiſting care 

Of rabbins old ſophiſticated ware 

From. gold divire; which he who well can fort 

May atterwards make algebra a ſport, 
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A treaſure, which if country curates buy, 
Thcy Junius and 'Tremellius may dely : 
Save pains in various readings, and tranſiations; 


And without Hebrew ne moſt learn'd quotations. For what one ſect interprets, all ſets may: 


A work fo iull with var;ous learning fraught, 

So nicely ponder'd, yet fo ſtrongly wrought, 

As nature's height, and art's laſt hand requir'd: 
As much as man could comp:ts, uninſpir'd. 
Where we may fee what errors have been made 
poth in the copyers and tranſlators trade: 

toy ſewich, Popith, interetts have prevail'd, 
And where infallihil'ty has iail'd. 

For ſome, lo have his fecret meaning gueſs'd, 
Have found our author not too much a prieſt: 
For ſaſhion- ſaxe he ſeems to have recourſe 
o pope, and councils, and tradition's iorce : 
hut he that old traditions could ſubdue, 

Conia not but find the weaknets of the new: 

It ſeriptuie, tiough deriv'd from heavenly birth, 
Hus been hut careleisly preferv'd on carth ; 

i! God's own people, who of Gol hetore 


Kuzw what we krow, and had been promis'd more, Muſt ſtudy well the ſacred page; and ſee 


in ſuller terms, of hcaven's aſſiſting care, 

And who did reither tune nor ſtudy ſpare 

To keep this hook untuiated, unperplext, 

Let by grots errors to corrupt the text, 

Omitted paragraphs, embroil'd the ſenſe, 

With vain trad.tions ſtopt the gaping fence, 
Which every common hand pull'd up with cafe : 
What ſafety from ſuch bruſhwood-helps as thefe ? 
[ft written words from time are not fecur'd, 

How can we think have oral ſounds endu;”s! ? 
Which thus trantmitted, if one mouth has tail'd 
I: mortal lyes on ages are intail'd: 


4d that ſome ſuch have bein, is prov'd too plain 3; More limpid, more unſoil'd the waters flow. 


l. we contider intereſt, church, and gain. 
0 but, ſays one, tradition ſet aſide, 
Where can we hope for an unerring guide ? 
in fince the original ſcripture has been lol, 
copies diſagreeing, maim'd the moſt, 
Or chrittian faith can have no certain ground, 
Ur truth in church tradition muit he found. 
duch an omniſc.ent church wewilh indeed; 


Twcre worth both Teſtaments; caſt in tue creed: 


Fut if this mother he a guide fo ſure, 
can all doubts reſolve, al truth ſecure, 
Then her intallihility, as well 
here copies arc corrupt or lame can teil; 
Rifſtore loft canon with as little pains, 
As truly explicate what {till remains: 
Which yet no council dare pretend to do; 
Unleſs like Eſdras they could write it new : 
range confidence ſtill to interpret true, 
Vet not be ſure that all they have explain'd 
Is in the bleſt original contain'd. 
More ſate, and much more modeſt *tis, to ſay 
Cod would not leave mankind without a way : 
And that the ſcriptures, though not every where 
Free from corruption, or intire, or clear, 
Are uncorrupt, ſufficient, clear, intire, 
In all things which our needſul taith require. 
If others in the ſa ne glaſs better ſee, 
Tis for themſelves they look, but not for me: 
For my ſalvation mult its doom receive, 
Not from what others, but what I believe. 

Muſt all tradition then be ſet aſide ? 

to affirm, were ignorauce- or pride, 
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Are there rot many points, ſome neecdful fore 
To ſaving faith, that ſcripture leaves obſcure ? 
Which every ſect will wreſt a ſeveral way, 


We hold, and ſay we prove from fcripture plain, 

That Chriſt is Cod; the told Socinian 

From the ſarne ſcripture urges he's but man. 

Novy what appeal can end th' important ſuit ? 

Both parts talk loudly. But the rule is mute. 
Shall I ſpeak plain, and in a nation free 

Aſſume an honeſt layman's liberty? 

1 think, according to my little ſkill, 

lo my own mother-church ſubmitting ſtill 

That many have been ſav'd, and many may, 

Who never heard this queſtion brought in play. 

Th' unietter'd Chriſtian who believes in groſs, 

Plods on to heaven; and ne'er is at a loſs: 

For the ſtreight-gate would be made ſtreighter yet, 

Were none admitted there but men of wit. 

The few by nature form'd, with learning fraught, 

i Porn to inſtruct, as others to be taught, 


; Which doctrine, this, or that, does beſt agree 
With the whole tenor of the work divine: 
And plainlieſt points io heaven's reveal'd deſign: 
Which expoſition flows from genuine ſenſe, 
And which is forc'd by wit and eloquence. 
Not that tradition's parts ar» uſcleſs here: 
When general, old, diſintereſted, clear: 
That ancient Fathers thus expound the page, 
Gives truth the reverend majeſty of age: 
Confirms its force by bideing every teit ; 
For heit authorities, next rules, are beit. 
And ſtul the nearer to the ſpring we go 


* 
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Thus firſt traditions were a proof alone; 
Could we be certain ſuch they were, ſo krown : 
But fince ſome flaws in lone deſcent may be, 
They make not truth but probab. lity. 

Ev'n Arius and Pelagius curſt provoke 

To what the centuries preceding ſpoke. 
Such difference is there in an oft-told tale: 
But truth by its own. finews will prevail. 
Tradition written therefore more commends 
Authority, than what from voice deſcends; 
An! this, as perfect as its kind can be, 

Rolls Cown to us the ſacred hiſtory : 

Which, from the univerſal church receiv'd, 
Is try'd, and after, for itſelf believ'd. 

Ine partial Papiſts would infer from hence 
Their church, in lait reſort, ſhould judge the ſenſe. 
| But firſt they would aſſume, with wonderous art, 

Themſelves to be the whole, who are but part 

Of that vait frame the church; yet grant they were 
The handers-down, can they from thenc* infer 

A right © interpret? or would they alone, 

Who brought the preſent, claim it for their own ? 
The book 's a common largeſs to mankind : 

Not more for them than every man defign'd : 

The welcome news is in the letter ſound 7 
The carrier 's not commiſſion'd to expound, 13 

It ſpeaks itfelf, and what it does contain, f 

In all things needful to be known 1s plain. &}. 

In times o'ergrown with ruſt and ignorance, = 
A gainful trade their clergy did advance : f 
When want of learning kept the laymen low, 
And none but prieſts were authoriz'd to know : 
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When what ſmall knowledge was, in them did 
dwell; 


7 
And he a God who could but read and ſpell ; 
Then mother-church did mightily prevail : 
Ske parcel'd out the Bible by retail: 
But ſtill expounded what ſhe ſold or yave ; 
To keep it in her power to damn and ſave : 
Scripture was fcarce, and, as the market went, 
Poor laymen took ſalvation on content ; 
As needy men take money good or bad: 
God's word they had not, but the prieſt's they had. 
Yet whate'er falſe conveyances they made, 
The lawyer ſtill was certain to be paid. 
In thoſe dark times they learn'd their knack ſo well, 
That by long uſe they grew infallible : : 
At laſt a knowing age began t* enquire 
If they the book, or that did them inſpire: 
And making narrower ſearch they found, though 
late, 
That what they thought the prieſt's, was their 
eſtate : : 
Taught by the will produc'd, the written-word, 
How long they had been cheated on record. 
Then every man who ſaw the title fair, 
Claim'd a child's part, and put in for a ſhare : | 
Conſulted ſoberly his private good; 
And ſav'd himſelf as cheap as cer he could. 

"Tis true, my friend, and far be flattery hence, 
This good had full as had a conſequence : ; 
The book thus put in every vulgar hand, 

Which each preſum'd he beſt could underſtand, 
The common rule was made the common prey; 
And at the mercy of the rabble lay. 

The tender page with horny fiſts was gall'd ; 

And he was gifted moſt that loudeſt baul'd ; 

The ſpirit gave the doctoral degree: | 
And every member of a company 

Was of his trade, and of the Bible free. 

Plain truths enough for needful uſe they found ; 
But men would till be itching to expound : 

Each was ambitious of th* obſcureſt place, 

No meaſure ta'en from knowledge, all from grace. 
Study and pains were now no more their care ; 


Texts were explain'd by taſting and by prayer: 
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This was the fruit the private ſpirit brought 
Occaſion'd by great zeal and litt!e thought. 
While crouds unlearn'd, with rude devot.on warm, 
About the ſacred viands buz and ſwarm. 
The fly- blown text creates a crawling brood ; 
And turns to maggots what was meant for {ood ; 
A thouſand daily ſects riſe up and die; 
A thouſand more the periſh'd | ace ſupply : 
So all we make of heaven's diſcover'd will, 
Is not to have it, or to uſe it ill. 
The danger's much the ſame ; on ſeveral ſhelves 
If others wreck us, or we wreck ourſelves. 
What then remains, but waving each extreme, 
The tides of ignorance and pride to ſtem ? 
Neither io rich a treaſure to forego ; 
Nor proudly ſeek beyond our power to know: 
Faith is not built on diſquiſitions vain ; 
The things we muſt believe are few and plain : 
But, ſince men will believe more than they need, 
And every man will make himſe!f a creed, 
In doubtful queſtions 'tis the ſafeſt way 
To learn what unſuſpected ancients ſay : 
For 'tis not likely we ſhould higher ſoar 
In ſearch of heaven, than all the church before: 
Nor can we be deceiv'd, unleſs we ſee 
The ſcripture and the fathers diſagree. 
If after all they ſtand ſuſpected (till, 
For ro man's faith depends upon his will; 
Tis ſome relief, that points not clearly known 
Without much hazard may be let alone : 
And, after hearing what our church can ſay, 
If ſtill our reaſon runs another way, 
That private reaſon *tis more juſt to curh, 
Than by diſputes the public peace diſturb, 
For points obſcure are of ſmall uſe to learn: 
But common quiet is mankind's concern. 

Thus have I made my own opinions clear : 
Yet neither praiſe expect, nor cenſure fear : 
Andi this unpoliſh'd rugged verſe 1 choſe ; 
As fitteſt ſor diſcourſe, and nearcſt proſe : 
For while from ſacred truth I do not ſwerve, 
Tom Sternhold's or Toin Shadwell's rhymes will 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HIS tranſlation of monſieur Boileau's Art of Poetry was made in the year 1680, 

by Sir William Soame of Suffolk, Baronet ; who being very intimately acquainted 

with Mr. Dryden, . defired his reviſal of it. 

hands for above ſix morths, who made very confiderable alterations in it, particularly 

the beginniag of the fourth Canto: and it being his opinion that it would be better to 

apply the poem to Englith writers, than keep to the French names, as it was firlt tran- 

lated, Sir William deſired he would take the pains to make that alteration z and ace 
cordingly that was entirely done by Mr. Dryden. 

The poem was ſirſt publiſhed in the year 1683; Sir William was after ſeat ambaſſador 

to Conſtantinople, in the reign of king James, but died in the voyage. 
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ASH author, tis a vain. preſumptuous crime, And when to conquer her you bend your force, 


To undertake the ſacred art ot r!yme 
If at thy birth the ſtars that rul'd thy ſenſe 
Shone not with a poetic influence; 
In thy ſtrait genius thou wilt ſtill be bound, 
Find Phoebus dear, and Pegaſus unſound. 
You then that burn with the deſire to try 
Tue dangerous courſe of charming poetry 
Forbear in fruitleſs verſe to loſe your time, 
Or take for genius the deſite of rhyme : 
Fear the allurements of a ſpecious bait, 
And well contider your own force and weight. 
Nature abounds in wits of every kind, 
And lor each author can a talent find: 
One may in verſe deſcribe an amorous flame, 
Another tharpen a ſhort epigram : 
Waller a hero's mighty acts extol, 
Spenſer fing Roſalind in paſtoral : 
But authors that themſelves too much eſteem, 
Loſe their on genius and miſtake their theme; 
Thus in times paſt Dubartas vainly writ, 
Allaying ſacred truth with trifling wit, 
Impertinently, and without delight, 
Deſcrib'd the IH aelite's triumphant flight, 
And following Moſes o'er the ſandy plain, 
Periſh'd with Pharaoh in th* Arabian main, 
Whate'er you write of pleaſant or ſublime, 
Always let ſenſe accompany your rhyme ; 
Falſely they ſeem each other to oppole : 
Rhyme muſt be made with reaſon's laws to claſe: 
Vor, III. | 


I faw the manulcript lying in Mr. Dryden's 


J. Toxsox. 


The mind will triumph in the noble courſe; 
To reaſon's yoke ſhe quickly will incline, 
Which, far from hurting, renders her divine: 
Nut it neglected will as eaſily ſtray, 

' And maſter reaſon whick ſhe thould obey. 
[Love reaſon then; and let whate*er you write 
| Borrow from her its beauty, force, and light. 
Moſt writers mounted on a reſty Muſe, 
Extravagant and ſenſeleſs objects chuſe: 

They think they err, if in their verſe they fall 
On any thought that 's plain or natural: 

Fly this exceſs ; and let Ital:ans be 

Vain authors of Falſe glittering poetry. 

All ought to aim at ſenſe ; but moſt in vain 
Strive the hard paſs and fiippery path to gains 
You drown, if to the right or left you ſtray 
Reaſon to go has often but one way. 
Sometimes an autl.or, ſond of his own thought, 
Purſues its object till it's over-wrouglit: 

If he deſcr.bes a houſe, he ſhews the face, 
And after walks you round from place to place; 
Here is a viita, there the doors untold, 
Balconies here are balluſtred with gold; 

Then counts the rounds and ovals in the halls, 
The feſtoons, freezes, and the aſtragals:“ 


Tir'd with his tedious pomp away I run, i 
And ſkip o'er twenty pages to be zone, * 
Of ſuch deſcriptions the vain folly tee, i 

! 


[ 


And ſhun their tarren ſuperfluity, 
L 
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All that is peedleſs carefully avoid: 
The mind ore ſatisfy'd is quickly cloy'd: 
He cannot write who knows rot to zwe Oer; 
To mend one fault, he mates a Eundred more: 
A verſe was wen, you turn it, much roo {trorigy 
And grov- chene {for fear you ſhould be !org. 
Some are rot yaudy, but are gat ard ary; 
Not to he lo v., ar other foars too high. 
Would vou of every one deferve the praiſe ? 
In writing, very your difconrſe and phraſe; 
A frozen ſtyle that reither e>þs ror Bows, 
Inſtead of pleaſing, makes us cape and oe. 
Thoſe tedious authors are eft-em'd by rohe 
Who tire us, butamir z the fame heavy tone 
Happy who in his verſe can gevtly fteer, 
From grave to [:zHt ; from pleatint to ſevere ; 
His works will be admir'd where ever found, 
And oft wit! buyers will be cor.pats'd round. 
In all you write, be neit er low Hor vile 
The meaneſt theme ay 3 a Proper ftv'e 

The dull burleſque appear” d with impudence, 
And pleas'd by rove'ty in ſhlte of ſerie, 
All, except? vial points, grew ont of date; 
Parnaſſus ſpo'-e tlie cart of Billinzſgate 
Roundleſꝭ and mad, diforder't rhyme was ſeen : 
Diſguis d Apollo chang'd to Flarlequ.n, 
This plague, which firſt in courtry rowns began, 
Cities and Kingdoms quickly over-ran : 
The cunlle'? ſeribbie:s ſome admirers found, 
And the Mock Tempeſt was a while rerown'd : 
Bur this low ſtuff the ton at laſt 4e pi d, 
And ſcorn'd the folly that they once hae br. 'd; 
Diſtinguiſh'd dull from: natural nd plain, 
And leit the v.llages to Fleckro's reign. 
Let not ſo mean a le „our Muſe debaſ- ; 
Bur learn from Futler the knffooning orice: 
And let duricſq! 'e n hailacs he employ” d: 
Yet noiſy bomtatt carefully avoid, 
Nor think to raiſe, though on Pharſalia's plain, 
«© Millions of mourr:ing mountains of the ſſain 
Nor with Dubartas kr.cle up the ficods, 
And perriwig with wool the baldpate woor's, 
Chuſe 3 juſt fyle; be grave without conftraint, 
Great without price, and ;ovely without Pu. t: 
Write what your reader may be plens d to licar 
And for the meaſure have a careful ear. 
On eaſy numbers fix your happy choice: 
Of jarring ſounds avoid the od. Joie! : 

he fulleſt verfe and the moit 1a! onr'd ſenſe, 
Diſpleaſe us, if the ear once take offence, 
Our ancient verſe, as homely as tlie times, 
Was rude, unmeaſur'd, only taeg'd with rlymes; 
Number and cadence that ave lince keen hon, 
To thoſe unpoliſh'd writers were unknown, 
Fairfax was he, who, in that carker age, 
By his juſt rules reſtrain'd poetic rage; 
Spenſer did next in paſtorals excel, 
And taught the nobler art of writing well; 
To ſtricter rules the ſtanza did refrain, 
And found for poetry a richer vein, 


Then Da venant came; who with a new ſoumd art, 15 


Chane'd all, ſpol'd all, and had his way apart; 
His haughty Muſe ail other; did deſpiſe, 

And thought in triumpii to hear off the prize, 
Till the tharp-Hzhted critics of the times 

In their Mock- Condihbert expos'd his rtiymes ; 
The laure!s he oe PINS did refuſe, 

And daſh'd the hopes of his aſpiring Mute, 
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This hea-'trong writer falling from on fh, 
Made following authors take less liberty. 

ge came laſt, but was tne firſt whoſe art, 

| Juſt we cht and meaſure did to verſe impart; 
That of a we'l-phac'd word could teach the iorce, 
And ſhew'd for poetry a robler conrle : 

His happy gen, us did our tongue refire, 

{And eaſy words with pleafing numbers join: 
Flis verſes to goo! niet od did apply, 
An d chang'd hard d. ford to ſoft harmony. 


All owr'd his laws; which, long approv's and 


| try'c 
fo nreſent authors row may be a gute. 

{i rea boldly in his ſteps, ec: re from tear, 
Ard be | ke him in your expreſſions clear. 

It in your verſc you drag, and ferſe delay, 

My PATIENCE Fires, my tancy goes aſtray ; 
Ard ſrom your vain difcourſe | turn my mind, 
Nor ſearch an author troubleſome ro find 
Inere isa kind of writer pleas'd with ſounc 


| Whoſe fuſtian head with clouds is compud.'s } 


round, 
No reaſon c In difperſe them with its lielit: 
Learn ten o think ere you pre tend ro Wiite. 
As your idea 's clear, or eiſe obfcure, 
In expretion totiows periect or impure : 
{What we copceive with eaſe we can expreſs 
Words to tue notions fœ with readineſs. 
Ghierve rhe langusee well in all you write, 
| And fwerve rot from it in your lottieft flight, 
"The ſmootheſt verſe and tile exactelt tente 
|D.fpleaſe us, if ill Engliſh give offence : 
' A hartarons phraſe ro reader can approve 
| Yor bomba ft, no ſe 1 Or atFectarion love 
In hor ft, Witi.o''t Pp language, what t you write 
Can never yeld us profit or delight. 
Take time tor thinking, never work in hatte 
And value rot yourſelf lor writing fatk. 
A rapit! poem with ſich fury wr.r, 
| Shews want of judgment, not ah ouncing wit 
| More pleas'd we are to fee a river lead 
His gentle ſtreams along a flowery mead, 
Than trom high hanks ro hear loud torrent; roar, 
With foamy waters on a muddy ſhore. 
Gently make hafte, of labour not afraid: 
A hundred times confider what vont 've laid: 
Polith, repolith, every colour lay, 
And ſomerimes add hut oftener take aw. 
is rat er ough when ſwarming faults are writ, 
hat here and there are ſcatter'd ſparks of wit; 
ach o’ mutt be fix'd in the due place, 
Ani differing parts have correſpording grace 
Til, by a curious art diſpos'd, we find 
One perſect whole, of all the pieces join'd. 
Cecp to your ſubhject cloſe in all you ſay; 
Nor for 4 {cunding ſentence ever ſtray. 
he public cenſure for your writings fear, 
And to yourfelf ke critic moſt ſevere. 
Fartaftic wits their Carline follies love; 
But and you faithful friends that will approve, 
hat on your works may look with caretul eyes, 
And of your tavirs he zealons enemies: 
Lay by an author's pride and vanity, 


* 
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And from a friend a flatterer deſcry, 


Who ſeems to like, but means nor what he ſays; 
| Embrace true counſel, hut ſuſpect falſe praiſe. 
4 ſycophant will every thing admire: 


| Each verſe, tach ſentence, ſets his ſoul on fire: 
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$0 there 's not à wore am 
te ſhakes with 10y, and weeps with tenderneſs, 
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f = Met LES 1 1 1 5 
us kis a fatiiful friend wi freedom uſe; 


5 * 
bt autos, partial to their Carling Afuſe, | 


mt to protect it they have pſt pretehce, 

And at your friendly counſel take ofterce. 

Said you of this that the expretT on 's flat 

\ our fervant, hir, you mult excuſe me that, 

Ho antwrers 50. Tius word nas here 6 grace, 


Pray, lee it out: That, fir. 's £ 


e pro bereit Fate. 
0 3 LUN | like NUT? 


"£10 apple 0 by All. 
reſolute rot from ore ſault to fail, 
If rhere 's a ſyilabie of which you doubt, 
[.34 fare reaſon not to hlot it out. 
et hill he ſays you may his faults confure, 
And over him your porver 15 ahſotute: 
put of us ſelen'd humility tab e heed; 
{15 4 bait laid to make you ar him rug. 
and when he leaves you happy in his Mut, | 
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' * - o . * * : 45 
You'd ſwear that Randa!, in his ruſtic ſtrains, 
\gan was quavering to the comntry ſwains, 


He 0verpowers you with his mighty praite. And changing, witllont care of ſound! or drefs, i 
ruth never moves in Thoſe impetuous Ways: |Strep! on and Phyllis, into om and Befs. 

A taithtul friend is careful of your fame, leit theſe extremes "tis hard to keep the right , 

And freely will your heedlcfs errors blame; or guides take Virgil, and read Iheocrite: FL 
He carrot parton a negletter! line, pe t er juſt writir.e, by the Cos ipſpir'd, * 
hut verſe to rule nd order will confine, | Your conſtant pattern practis'd and aFfmir*d. 2 
Rewe nt words the ron affected ſound! ; B them done vou *I] eafly compretend %:4A 
Fi the ſer ſe 15, anc! your EXT efſ:on 's round, How POETS, without {} arrie, may « onde. end 1 
ou tan y FILES, and your diſco re arrows Vaing 1} o E at garclet 3, fields, of Powers, anc! fruit, 90 
Y our tenus improper, make thein juſt and plain. 11 o ftir up ſhie pherds, an to ture the flute; 5 


Of io e's reward; to tell the happy hour, 
Papirea tree, Varcifiys made a flower, fl. 
Ard by what means ehe Eclogue yet has power " 


16 male the whos worthy a CONQUEYOR : 


Ius of their writ.ngs is the grace and flight 3 4 
"Their rifings lofty, yet not out of fight. 4 
5 
on 


E G 15 


The Þþ'\«-gy. that loves a mournſul ſtyle, 4 
Wich vnbonurd t air weeps at a funcral pile; 14 
It paints te 'over's torments and deliehts, 17 
A inifTre(s fat es, tt remens and invites: 
rn 


Put well theſe rap tures if you u mahe us fee, 
wou muſt krow love as well. as poetry. 
I hate thoſe Iakewarm authors, whoſe ſore'd fire 


b ies he runs ſome other to abuſe, Ir 4 cold ſtyle Ecforihes a hot de fir-, 5 
And oiten finds; tor in our ſcribhling times That ben ty rule. ard raving in cold blood | F 
Yo o can want 2 fot to praife his rhymes ; | heir hucgiſh Miſe whip to an amorous mood: |: 
The flatteſt wort has ever in the court Their tranſonts fiend avpear but fat ard vain 3 4 
Mer w ay ſome zealous af: ior its [Up pOr! : ö ep abyays irh, ard al vays hys their chain, 
And in all times a for. fer bh op dug their prifon. ard their ſufferings hlefs, 
Fas ound {one greater fool to cry it up fare ferſe and ren on quarrel as they pleaſe. 

Tas rot of old this affected tore, 

at fromth 3} ibulins mace his amorous moan 3 
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A + fair nymph, when riſing from her hed, | 

wich ſparkling diamonds d xeſſes not her dead. 
nr, without gold or pearl, or coſtly ſcents, 

Coathers from neighfouring fields her ornaments : 
„eh, lovely in its dreſs, but plain withal, 

ehrt to appear a perſect Paſtoral : 

{t. :1mble method nothing has of fierce, 

Pr ates the rattling of a lofty verſe : 


T 6 (,v . 


| 
I. | 
| 
| 


when, infected from aFove, 
nature roles he rauehe the art of love. 


{tie licartt in Ilegies forms the diſcourſe. 


OB 


The ode ie holder, ard has greater force. 
Mourting to heaven in her ambitions flight, 
Amor gſt the C ods and heroes takes delight 
Of Piſy's wreſtlers tells the fmewy force, 

And ines the duſty corqueror's glorious courſe : 
To Simo freams does ferce Achilles bring, 
And males the Coanges how to Britain's king. 
Tometimes ſhe flies like an incuftrions bee, 

A Ne robs rhe Powers hy nature“; chemiſtry, 


re native beauty pleaſes, and evcites, 

And never with harſh ſounds the ear affrights. 
guten this ſtyle a poet often ſpent, 

1 rage throws by his rural inftrument, 

And vainly, when diſorder'd thoughts abound 
\midſt the Eclogue makes the trumpet ſound : 
*m Ales alarm'd into the neighbouring woods, 
4nd frizhted nymphs dive down into the floods. 
ppos'd to this another, low in ſtyle, 

Wakes ſhepherds ſpeak a language haſe and vile : 
His writings, flat and heavy, without ſound : 
<.ffing the earth, and creeping on the ground; 


Deſcribes the ſhepherd's dances, ſeaſts, and bliſs, 

| And hoaſts from Phyllis to ſurprize a kiſs, 

| When gently ſhe reſiſts with feizn'd remorſe, 

hat what ſhe grants may ſeem to be hy force: 

Jer zercrons ſtyle at random oft will part, 

And by a brave diforder ſhows her art. 

Unlilre thoſe fearful poets. whoſe cold rhyme 

In all their raptures keeps exacteſt time. 

That fing th' illuſtrious hero's mighty praiſe 

(Lean writers |) by the terms of weeks and days 3. 

| And dare not from leaſt circymſtances part, 

But take all towns by ſtricteſt rules of art: 
L 2 
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| 
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Apollo drives thoſe ſors from his abode ; 

And ſome have ſaid that once the humorous god 
Reſolving all ſuch ſcribblers to confound, 

For the ſhort Sonnet order'd this ſtrict bound: 
Set rules for the juſt meaſure, and the ume, 

The eaſy running and alternate rhyme 3 

But, above all, thoſc licenſes deny'd 

Which in theſe writings the lame ſenſe fupply'd 3 
Forbad an uſeleſs lne ſhould find 2 place, 

Or a repeated word appear with grace, 

A faultleſ; ſonnet, fin hd tus, would be 
Worth tedious volumes of looſe poetry 

A hundred ſcribbling authors, without ground, 
Relieve they have this only phœnix ſound : 
When yet th* exacteſt ſcarce have two or three, 
Amonz whole tomes from ſaults and cenſure free. 
The reſt but little read, regarded leſs, 

Are ſhovel'd to the paſtry from the preſs. 
Cloſing the ſenſe within the meaſur'd time, 

Tis hard to fit the reaſon to the rhyme. 


. 


The Epizram with little art compe3'd, 
Is oe good ſentence in adiſtich clos'd. 
Theſe points, that by Italians firſt were priz d, 
Our ancient authors knew not, or de ſpis'd: 
The vuizar, dazzled with their glaring !iglt, 
To their falſe pleaſures quickly they invite; 
But public favour ſo increas'd their pride, 
They overwhelm'd Parnaſſus with their tide. 
The Madrigal at firſt was overcome, 
And the proud So:met fell by the ſame doom; 
With theſe grave Tragedy adorn'd her fliglits, 
And mournful Elegy her funeral rites : 
A hero never fail'd them on the ſtage, 
Without his point a lover durit not rage; 
The amorous thepherds took more care to prove 
True to his poirt, than faithful to their love. 
Each word like Janus had a double face : 
And proſe, as well as verſe, allow'd it place: 
The lawyer with conceits adorn'd his ſpeech, 
The parſon without quibhl'rs could not preact:. 
At laſt affronted reaſon look'd about, 
Ane fron all ſerious matters ſhut them out: 
Declar d that none ſhould uſe them without ſhame, 
Except a ſcattering in the Epigram ; 
Provided that by art, and in due time, 
They turn'd upon the thought, and not the rhyme, 
Thus in all parts diſorders did abate: 
Vet quibblers in the court had leave to prate: 
Inſipid jeſters, and ur pleaſant fools, 
A corporation of dull punning drolls. 
*Tis not, but that ſometimes a dextrous Muſe 
May with advantage a turn'd ſenſe abuſe, 
And on a word may trifle with addreſs; 
But atove all avoid the ſond exceſs ; 
And think not when your verſe and ſenſe are lame, 
With a dull point to tag your Epięram. | 
Each poem his perfection las apart; 
The Britith round in plainneſs ſhows his art. 
The Ballad, though the pride of ancient time, 
Ras often. nothing but his humorous rhyme 
The Madrigal may foſter paſſons move, 
And treathe the tender ceſtaſ es of love. 
De lire to ſhew itſeif, and not to wrong, 
Arnd Virtue firlt wn Satire in its tongue, 
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Lucilivs was the man who, bravely bold, 

To Roman vices did this mirror hold, 

Protected humble goodneſs from rep! oach, 

Show*d worth on foot, and raſc als in the coach, 

Horace his pleaſing wit to this did add, 

And none uncenſur*d could be fool or mad : 

Unhappy was that wretch, whofe name miglit de 

Squar'd to the rvles of their ſharp poetry. 

Perſivs obſcure, but full of ſenſe and wit, 

Afieced brevity in all he wr't : 

And juvenal, learned as thoſe times could he, 

Too far did ſtretch his ſharp hyperbole ; 

Though horrid truth through all his lakours ſhine, 

in what he writes there 's ſomething of divine, 

Whether he blames the Caprean debauch, 

Or of Sejanus' fall tells the approach, 

Or that he makes tlie tremblins ſenate come 

To the ſtern tyrant to receive their doom; 

Or Roman vice in coarſeſt habits ſhews, 

And paints an empreſs recking from the News, 

In all he writes appears a noble fire; 

To tollow ſuch a maſter then deſire. 

Chaucer alone, fix'd on this folid baſe, 

In his ol ſtyle con erves a modern grace: 

Too happy, if the freedom of his rhymes 

Otten dei not the method of our times. 

The Latin writers decency neglect; 

But modern authors challenge our reſpec, 

And at immodeſt writings tae offer ce, 

If clean expreſſion cover rot the ſenſe. 

I iove ſharp ſatire from ohſceneneſs free; 

Not impudepce that preaches modeſty : 

— Engliſh, who iv malice never fa;l, 

Hence in lampoons and libels learn to u; 

Pleaſant detraftion, that by ſinging : orcs 

From mouth to movth, ard as it marches gros: 

Our freedom in our poetry we tee, 

That child of joy Legot by Lherty. 

But, vain blaſphemer, tremble when you chuſe 

Go for the ſubje& of your impious Muſe : 

At lait, thoſe jeſts which lihertines invent, 

Bring the lewd author to juſt puniſhment. 

Ev'n in a ſong there mult he art and ſenſe ; 

Yet ſometimes we have ſeen that wine, or chance, 

Have warm'd cold brains, and given dull writers 
mettie, 

And ſurnith'd out a ſcene ſor Mr. Settle. 

But for one lucky hit, that made thee pleaſe, 

Let rot thy folly grow to a diſcaſe, 

Nor think thyſelf a wit; for in our age 

If a warm fancy does our ſop engage, 

He neither eats nor ſleeps till he has writ, 

But plagues the world with his adulterate wit. 

Nay, *tis a wonder, if in his dire rage, 

He prints rot his dull ſollies for the ſtage ; 

And in the front of all his ſenſeleſs plays, 

Makes David Logan crown his head with bayes. 


E 
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HERE *s rot a monſter bred beneath the ſły 

But, well diſpos'd by art, may pleaſe the eye. 
A curious workman, by his ſkill divine, 
From an ill object makes a good Ccefign. 
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DRY D ENS 


uus, to delight us, Tragedy in tears 

For Oedipus, provokes our hopes and fears: 
For parricide Oreſtes aſks relief: 
And to encreaſe our pleaſure caufes grief. 

You then that in this noble art would riſe, 
Come; and in lofty verſe diſpute the prize. 
Would you upon the ſtage acquire renown, 
And for your judges ſummon all the town ? 
Would you your works for ever ſhould remain, 
And after ages paſt he ſouglit again? 

In all you write, obſerve with care and art 

To move the paſſions, and incline rhe heart. 
If in a lator'd act, the pleafing rage 

Cannot our hopes and fears by turns engage, 
Nor in our mind a feeling pity raife : 

In vain with learned ſcenes you fill your plays: 
Your cold diſcourſe can never move tie mind 
Of a ſtern critic, natui ally unkind ; 

Who, juſtly tr'd with your pedantic fliglit, 
Or falls aſleep, or cenſures all you write. 

The ſecret is, attention firſt to gain; 

To move our minds and then to entertain : 
That, from the very opening of the ſcenes, 
The firſt may ſhew us what the author means. 
I'm tir'd to ſee an actor on the ſtave, 

"That knows not whetner he's to laugh or rage; 
Who, an intrigue unraveling in vain, 

Inſtead of pleaſing keeps my mind in pain. 


Id rather much the nauſeous dunce ſhould ſay 


Townright, My name is Hector in the play 

Than iti a maſs of miracles, ill-1oin'd, 

Conſound my ears, and rot inſtruct my mind. 

The ſubject 's never ſoon enough expreſt; 

Your place of action muſt be fix d, and reſt. 

A Spaniſh poet may with good event, 

In one day's ſpace whole ages repreſent ; 

There oft the hero of a wandering ſtage 

eg ins a child, and ends the play of age: 

But we that are by reaſon's rules confin'd, 

Will, that with art the poem be telign'd, 

That unity ot action, time, and place, 

Keep the ſtage full, and all our labours grace. 

Write rot what cannot be wit! eaſe conceiv'd; 

Some truths may be too ftrong to be believ'd. 

A fooliſh wonder cannot entertain: 

My mind's not mov'd if your diſcourſe be vain. 

You may relate what would offend the eye: 

Sceing, indeed, would better ſatisfy ; 

But there are objects that a curious art 

Hides from the eyes, yet offers to the heart. 

The mind is moſt agreeably ſurpriz'd, 

When a well woven ſubject, long diſguis'd, 

You on a ſudden artfully unſold, 

And give the whole another face and mould. 

At firſt the Tragedy was void of art; 

A ſong, where each man danc'd and ſung his 
art, 

And of Cod Pacchus roaring out the praiſe, 

Souglit a good vintage ſor their jolly days: 

Then wine and joy were ſeen in each man's eyes, 

And a fat goat was the beſt ſinger's prize. 

Theſpis was firſt, ho all beſmear'd with lee, 

Bezan this pleaſure ſor poſterity : 

And with his carted actors, and a ſong, 

Amus'd the pcople as he paſs'd along. 

Next Aſchylus the different perſons plac'd, 

Ard with a better maſk his players grac'd ; 


POEMS. 


pon a theatre his verſe expreſs'd, 

And fow'd his hero with a buſkin dreſ;'d, 
Then Sophocles, the genius of his age, 
mertasꝰ' d the pomp and beauty of the ſtage, 
Engag*d the chorus ſong in every part, 

And poliſh'd rugged verſe by rules of art: 

He in the Greek did thoſe perfections gain, 
Which the weak Latin never could attain. 
Our p:ous fathers, in their prieit-rid age, 

As impious and prophane, abhorr'd the ſtage : 


A troop of ll pil:rims, as 'tis ſaid; 


Fcoluthly zealous, ſcandaltouſly play'd, 
Inſtead of heroes, and of love's complaints, 
The ange:s, Cod, the virgin, and the ſaints. 


1 
At laſt, right reaſon did lus laws reveal, | 7 
And ſhow'd the ſolly of their ill-plac'd zeal, 2 
Silenc'd thofe ron-con!ormitts of the age, * 
and rais'd the lawful heroes of the ſtaze : VI 
Only th* Athenian maſk was laid afide, 14 
And chorus by the muſic was ſupply'd. 1 


ingenious love, inventive in new arts, *. 
Mineled in plays, and quickly touch'd our hearts: Ml 
This paſſion never could reſiſtance find, 

But krows the ſhorteſt paſſage to the mind. 
Paint then, I'm pieas'd my hero te in love; 

But let him not like a tame ſhepherd move; 

Let not Achillis be like Thyrſis ſeen, 

Or for a Cyrus ſhow an Artaben ; 

That ſtruggling oit his paſſions we may find, 
The frailty rot the virtue of his mind. 

Of romance heroes ſhun the low deſign; 

Vet to great hearts ſome human frailtes join: 
Achilles muſt with Homer's heat engage; 

For an affront I'm pleas'd to ſee him rage. 
Thole little failings in your hero's heart 

ho that of man and nature he has part; 

To leave known rules you cannot be allow'd; 
Malte Agamemron covetous and proud, 

Aneas in religious rites auſtere, 

Keep to each man his proper character. 

Of countries and of times the humours know, 
From different climates different cuſtoms grow: 
And ſtrive to ſhun their fault who vainly dreſs 
An antique hero like ſome modern aſs ; 

Who make old Romans like our Engliſh move, 
Show Cato ſparkiih, or make Brutus love. 

In a romance thoſe errors are excus'd : 
There tis erough that, reading, we 're amus'd: 
Rules too ſevere would there be uſeleſs found ; 
But the ftrit ſcene muſt have a juſter bound: 
Exact decorum we muſt always find. 

if then you form ſome hero in your mind, 

Re ſure your image with itſclf agree; | 
For what he firſt appears, he ſtill muſt be. i 
Aﬀected wits will naturally incline FE 
To paint their f:gures by their own deſign ; 14 
Your bully poets, bully heroes write: 

Chapman in Buſſy d'Ambois took delight, & 
And thought perſection was to huff and fight. 
Wiſe nature by variety does pleaſe ; 


— 
* 
- 


my 


* 


Cloath differing paſſions in a differing dreſs: i 
Bold anger, in rough haughty words appears ; 1, 
Sorrow is humble, and diſſolves in tears. * 
Make not your Hecuba with fury rage, ' 
And ſhow a ranting grief upon the ſtage; : 

Or tell in vain how the rough Tanais bore 


His ſevenſold waters to the Euxine ſhore ; 
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Theſe forollen expreſſions, this affected noiſe, 


Shows like ſome pedant that declaims to boys. 


In ſorro you muſt ſofter metho1s keep; 
And, to excite our tears, yourſelf muſt weep. 


Thoſe noiſy words with which ill plays abound, 
Come not from hearts that are in ſa:meſs drown'd. 


The theatre for a young poet's riymes 
Is a bold venture in our krowing times. 
An author cannot eafily purchaſe fame; 
Critics are always apt to hifs, and blame: 
You may be judg'd by every afs in town, 
The privilege is bought for half a crown. 
To pleaſe, you muſt a hundred changes try; 


Sometimes be humble, then muft ſoar on high : 


In noble thoughts muſt every where abound, 
Be eaſy, pleafant, fo'id, and protound : 

To theſe you muſt ſurpriſin” touches join, 
And ſhow us a new wonder in each line : 
That all, in a juſt method well-cefign'd, 
May leave a ftrong impreffion in tie mind. 
Theſe are the arts tliat tragedy maintain: 
Bur the Heroic claims a iotticr ſtrain. 


THE EPIC. 


In the narration of ſome great defiery, ' 
Invention, art, and fable, all muſt join ; 
Here fiction muſt employ its utmoſt grace ; 
All mt aſſume a body, mind, and tace : 
Each virtue a divinity is ſeen ; 

Prudence is Pallas, heauty Papho-' queen. 


"Tis not a cloud frou whence ſwift lig itnings fly; 


But Jupiter, that thunders from the ſæy: 
Nor a rough ftorm that gives the ſailor pain 3 
But anzry Neptune ploughing up the main: 
Echo's no more an empty airy found ; 


But a fair nymph that weeps her lover drown'd. 


Thus, in the endleſs trexſure of his mind, 
Thie poet does a thouſand figures find. 
Around the work his ornaments he pours, 


And ftrows with laviſh hand his opening flowers, 


"Tis not a wonder if a tempeſt bore 

The Trojan fleet againſt the Lybian ſhore; 
From faithleſs fortune this is no ſurpr.ze, 
For every day tis common to our eyes 3 
But angry Juno, that ſhe might deſtroy, 
And overwhelm the reſt of ruin'd Troy : 
That Holus with the fierce go'ldeſs jon'd, 
Open'd the hollow priſons of the wind; 
Tilt angry Neptune looking o'er the main, 


Rehukes the tempeſt, calms the waves again, 
Their veſſels from the dangerous quickſands ſteers ; 
Thefe are the ſprings that move our hopes and f-ars 


Without theſe ornaments hetore our eyes, 
Th' unfinew*'d poem languithes and dies: 
Your poet in his art will always fail, 

And tell you hut a dull infipid tale. 

In vain have our miſtaken authors try d 
To lay theſe ancient ornaments aſide, 


Thinking our God, and prophets that he ſent, 


Might act like thoſe the ports did invent, 
Jo fright poor readers in each line with hell, 
And talk of Satan, Athraroth, and Be! ; 


The myſteries which Chriſtians muſt believe, 


Difdain ſuch ſhifting pageants to receive: 
The goſpel offers nothing to our thoughts 
But penitence, or p inifhment for fait; ; 
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endes, what pleaſure can it be to hear 

The howlings of repining Lucifer, 

Whoſe rage at your imagin'd hero fes, 

And oft with God himſelt diſputes the prize ? 
Laſſo you l ſay has done it wit! applauſe? 
It is rot here 1 mean to judge his cauſe: 

Yet thoug.1 our ace has ſo extoll'd his name, 
His works had never gain'd imumnortal tame, 
If holy Comtrey in his ecſtafies 

Had only conquer'd Satan on his knees ; 

If Tancred and Armida's pieafine form 

Did not lus melancholy theme acorn. 

is not, that chrift.un poems ought to be 
Fill d with tie fict:ons of idolatry; 

But in a common ſuhject to retect 

The gods, and heathen ornaments nezlect ; 
To banith "I ritons who the ſeas invace, 

To take Pan's whiſtle, or the Fates degrade, 
Io lincer Charon in his leaky boat 

To paſs the Shepherd with the man of note, 
Is with vain ſcruples to diſturh your mind, 
Ard ſearch perſe od you can never find: 
As well they may ſo hid us to prefert 
Prucence or Juſtice tor an ornament, 


[To paint old Janus with his front of braſs, 
And tale from Time his ſcythe, his wings and glaſs. 


And every where, as 'twere idolatry, 
Baniſh deſcriptions from our poctry. 
cave them their p:ous follez to purſue ;; 


Hut let our reaſon ſuch vain tears ſubdlue: 


And lat us rot, amoneſt our vanities, 
Ot the true Cor create a Cor of lies. 
nat weathoiſand pleaſures ſee, 
Ind the (:;.r 
As Hector, Alexander, Helen, Phyllis, 
y,, Azamenyron, and Achilles. 

in ſuch a crowd, the poet were to hlame 

oO cine xing Chilper:c for his hero's name. 


Will the whole ſortunc of your work decide. 
Would vou your reader never ſhovid be tir d 
Ctuſfe fome great hero, fit to he aimir'd ; 
an courage ſicral, and ir irtue brigit, 

. et een ins very failings give deliglu; 

et his great act, ons our attent on hind, 
Like Cæſar, or like Scipio, frame his mind, 
And not like Oedipus his perjur'd raue; 
common conquer or is a theme too haſe. 
Chuſe rot your tale of acciderts too full: 
Too much variety may make it dull: 


Avundantly does a whole Inaci fill. 

| © your narrations lively, ſhort, and ſmart ; 
In yore fefcriptions ſhow your nobleft art: 
{There tis your poetry may be employ'd : 
Vet you mult trivial accidents avoid. 

Lor imitate that fool, who, to deſcribe 
Ihe wondrous marthes of the choſen tribe, 
{Plac'd on the ſide, to ſee their armies paſs, 
The fiſhes ſtaring through the liquid glaſs ; 
Deſcrib'd a child, who, with his little hand, 
pPickꝰq up the ſhining pebbles from the ſand. 
duch objects are too mean to Nay our ſight; 
Allo your work a juſt and nobler flight. 


And mingling falſelioorls with thoſe myſteries, 
Would make our ſacred truths appear like lies: 


names ſeem mart tor poetry, 


ometimes the name being well or ill apply d, 


Achilles rage alone, when wrourl.t with ſkill, 


Be your beginning plain; and take good heed 
1% ſoen youu mount rot on the airy ſteed; 
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Vor tell your reader in a thundering verſe, 
6 1 tigg the conqueror of the univerſe.” 
wut can an author atter this produce ? 


POEM 5. 


Wiſdom and virtue, horour, wit, and ſenſe, 
Were ſuhject to buftooning inſolence: 
Poets wert publicly approv'd, and fought, 


"The labouring mountain muſt bring torth a mouſe. That vice ewoll'd, and virtue ſet at nouglu! 


Much better are we pleas'd with his addref;, 
o, without making fuch vaſt promiſes, 
Says, in an cafier ſtyle and plainer ſcuſe, 
„fing the combats of that p.ous prince 


« Who hom the Phryzian coaſt his arm. es bore, 


« ind landed firſt on tlie Lavinian ſhore.““ 
Hs opening Muſe feis not tie world on fires 


And yet performs more than we can require : 


Quickly you u hear him celebrate the tante 
And tuture glory of the Roman name; 
Of Styx and.Acheron deſcriby the floo's, 


And C:efar's wandering in th* Flyſian woods : 


With figures numberleſs his Nory grave, 
And every thing in teautcous colours trace. 
Ac once you may be picafing and ſublime : 

| hate a heavy melanclioly rhyme : 

I'd rather read Orlando's com.c tale, 
han a dull author always ſtiff and ſtale, 
Who thinks himfclf diſnonour'd in his ſtyle, 
If on his works the ace; do but ſmile. 
"Tis faid, that Homer, matchicts in his art, 
Stole Venus' girdie to engage the heart: 
Hie works incdecd vaſt treaſures do untold, 
And whatfoc'er he touches turns to gold: 
All in his hands new beauty does acquire ; 
le always pleaſes, and can never tire. 

r i» ne in too long digrefions loft: 

His verſes without rule a method find, 
And of themſelves appear in order join'd 
All without trouble anfwers lus mtent; 
tach ſyllable is tending to th' event. 

Let his exaniple your endeavours raiſe : 
io love his writings is a Kind of praiſe, 

A poem, where we all perſections find, 

s rot the work of a tantaſtic mind: 


A happy warmth he every where may boaſt; 


A Socrates himſelf, in that looſe age, 

Was made the paſtime of a ſcoiting Naze, 

At laſt the public took in hand the cauſe, 

And cur'd this madneſs by the power of laws; 
Forbar at any tine, or any place, 

10% name the perſon, or deſcribe the face. 

The flage its ancient fury thus let fall, 

And comedy diverted without gall: 

By mild reproo's. recover'd minds dif-as'd, 

And ſparing perions innocently plras'd. 

Each one was nicely ſhown in this new glaſs, 
And ſmil'd to think he was not meant the aſs; 
A miſer ott would laugh at firſt, to ind 

A faithful draught of his own ſordid mind; 
And tops were with ſuch care and cunning writ, 
They Lk'd the piece for which themſelves did Ge. 
You then that would the comic laurels wears 
Jo ſtudy rature be your only care: 

Whoe*er knows man, and hy a curious art 

D. ſcerns the hidden fecrets of.the heut; 

He wl.o obferves, and naturally can paint 

The jeaiovs fool, the fawning !y7cophant, 

A ſober wit, an enter priſing afs, 

A humorous Ottrr, or a Hudibras 

May fately in thoſe noble lifts engage, 

And make them att and ſpeak upon the ſtare. 
Strive to he na ural in all you write, 

And paint with colours that may pleaſe the ſight, 
Nature in various figures does aFound 

And m eah mind are different humours found: 
A glance, a touch, diſcovers to the wiſe ; 

But every man has rot diſcerning eyes. 


All- chaneme time dos alſo change the mind; 
Ant ditterent ages different pleaſares find: 
Youth, hot and fur.ous, cannot brook delay, 
By flattering vice iz eaſily led away; 


There mu be care, and time, and (kill, and pains; Vain in diſcourſe, inconftant in deſire, 


Not the firſt heat of unexper.cnc'd brains. 
Yet ſometimes artleſ> pocts, when the rage 
Ot a warin tancy dos their minds engage, 


„ 


PufPd v.th vain pride, preſums they underſtand, 


And boldly take the trumpet in their hand ; 


Their fuſtian Muſe each accident confounds 
Nor can (he fly, but rife by leaps and bounds, 


Tul, their ſmail ſtock of learning quickly ſpent, 


Their poem dies for want of nontiſhment. 


In vain mankind the hot-brain'd tool decries, 


No branding cenſures can unveil his eyes; 
With impudence the laurel they invade, 


Lefulv'd to like the monſters they have made. 


Viread, compar'd to them, is flat and dry 
And Homer underſtood not poetry : 
Axainſt their merit if this age rebel, 

To future times for juſtice they appeal. 


hut waiting till mankind ſhall do them right, 


And bring their works triumphantly to light; 


Neglected heaps we in bye-corners lay, 


Whiere they become to worms and moths a prey 3 


Forzot, in duſt and cobwebs let them reſt, 


Whilſt we return from whence we firſt digreſt. 
"The great ſucceſs which tragic writers found, 


In Athens firſt the comedy rerown'd, 
Il abuſive Grecian there by pleaſing ways, 
Vipers d his natural malice in lus plays: 


In cenſure, raſh ; in pleaſures, all on fire. 
The manly ave does ſteadier thoughts enjoy; 
Power and ambition do his foul eraploy : 
Arainſt the turns of fate he ſets his mind; 
And by the paſt ti future Hopes to find. 
Decrepit age thi adding to his ſtores, 

For others heaps the treaſure he adores, 

In all his actions keeps a frozen pace; 

Paſt times extols, the preſent to debaſe: 
Incapable of pleaſures youth abuſe, 

In others blames what age does him refuſe. 
Your actors muſt by reaſon be control'd; 
Let young men ſpeak like young, old men like old: 
Obſerve the town, and ſtudy well the court: 
For thither var.ous characters refart : 

Thus *twas great Jonſon purchas'd his rerown, 
And in his art had borne away the crown 
If, lefs deſirous of the people's praiſe, 

He had not with low farce debas'd his plays; 
Mixing dull buffoonry with wit refin'd, 

And Harlequin with noble Terence join'd. 
When in the Fox I fee the tortoiſe lit, 

I loſe the author of the Alchemiſt. 

The comic wit, born with a ſmiling air, 
Muſt tragic grief and pompous verſe torbear j 
Yet may he not, as on a market place, 


Wat: baudy jeſts amuſe the populace ; 
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With well-hred conve: fation you muſt pleaſe, 
And your intrigue unravel'd be with caſc ; 
Your action ſtill ſhould reaſon's rules obey, 
Nor in an empty ſcene may loſe its Way. 

Your humble ſtyle muſt ſometimes ently riſc ; 
And your diſcourſe ſententious be, and wile : 
The paſſions muſt to nature be corifin'd ; 

And ſcenes to ſcenes th artful weaving join'd. 
Your wit inuſt not unſeaſonably play; 

But follow bus neſo, never lead the way. 
Obſerve how Terence doe this error un; 

A careful father chides his amnorous fon : 

Then fce that ſon, whom no adv; + can move, 
Forget thoſe orders, and purſue his love: 

*Tis not a well-drawn picture we diſcover : 
"Tis a true fon, a father, and a lover. 

T like an author that reforms the age, 

And keeps the riglit decorur of the ſtage ; 
That always pleaſes by juſt reaſon' rule : 

But for a tedious droll, a quibbling fool, 

Who with low nauſeous bawdry fills tus plays; 
Let him begone, and on two teeſſele rate 


Lome Smithfield ſtage, where he raay alt his pranks, 
And make Jack-Puddings fprak to mouuntchanks. 


CA TFT © | IV. 


N Florence dwelt a doctor of rergwn, 

The ſcourge of God, and terror of the town, 

Who all the cant of phyfic had by heart, 

And never murder'd but by rules of art. 

The public miſchief was his private gain; 
Children their ſlaugiiter d puents ſouvtit in vain : 
A brother here his po.fon'd hrotier wept 
Some bloodleſs dy'd, and lome by opuum Nepr. 
Colds, at his preſence, would to frenzies turn; 
And agues, like malignant fevers, burn. 
Hated, at laſt, his praftice gives him oer; 
One friend, unkill'd by drugs, of all tu, tore, 
In his new country-loufe anord lum place ; 
"Twas a rich abbot at a building af>: 

Here firſt the doctor's talent came in play, 

He ſeems irſpir d, and talks like Wren ot May: 
Of this new porticocondemus the face, 

And turns the entrance to u better place; 
Defirns tle !tair-calc at the other end, 

His friend approves, docs ior lis maſon ſend. 
He conv.s; the dottor s arguments prevail. 

In tort, to finiſh this our Hñumo ou; tale, 

He Galen's dangerous ſcirnce dots reject, 
And from ill coctor turns good arcliutet. 

In this example we H, lave our part; 
Rather be maſon, t a vſciul art 
Than a Cull port; for that trade accurſt, 
Admits ro mean bet vt tlic eſt and work. 
In otter ſciences, without diſgrace, 

A candidate may fill a ſ:cond place 

Put poetry ro medium can adim.y, 

No reader ſuffers an indifferent wit: 

The ruin d fiationers apainft titm baul, 

And Herringham Ccegrates tim from tis ſtall. 
Eurleſque, at leaft, our lauztiter may £x<:HM ; 
Put a cold writer never can delight. 

The Count:r-Scuffic tas more wit and art, 
Iban the Riff iormal ſtyle of Condibeit, 


LO EMS. 


Be not affected with that empty praiſe 
Which your vain flatterers will ſometimes ra, 
And when you read, with ecſtacy will ſay, 

* The finiſh'd pier“ the admirable play !** 
Which, when exp03'd to cenſure nd o lyglt, 
Cannot endufe a Critic's piercing fight. 

A hundred authors fares have been toretold, 
And Shalwell's works are printed but not ſold. 
Hear all the world; confider every thought; 

A tool by chance niay ſtunulle on a fault: 

Yet, when Ap0oilo doe, your Mule irf{pire, 

Pe Hot impat.cnt to expoſe your me: 

Nor imitate the Sets of our times, | 
Thoſe tunetul reatery of their own dull rhymes, 


And ſtop the paticaper; that walk tlie ſlicet: 
There is no ſanCtuary you can chuſe 

or a defence from thew purſuing Muſe. 

i've {aud belore, be patient when they Hame; 
To alter for the better, is no ſhame. 

Yet yield not to a f00!'s impertinence : 

50,N*c times conceited ſeeptics, void of ſenſe, 
By their falſe taſte condemn ſome finih'd part, 
And blame the nobleſt fliglits of wit and art, 
In vain their fond opin;ons you deride, 

With ther ov'd folles they ase ſatisty'd; 


Thinks nottung can eſcape their feeble ſielit: 


And, tiunking to eſcape a rock, are drown'd. 
Chutg a ſure judge to cenſure what you write, 


And touch tlic darling toilies you would hide ; 
it, in your Coubt;i, will carefully adviſe, 

And clcar the miſt txtore your fect/le eyes. 

In he will teil you, to what noble height 


When to mul ſettet d with the rules of art, 

May from her ſtricter bounds and mit. part: 

But fuch a periect judze 13 hard to fee, 

Amt every riigmer knows not pottry; 

Nay lome there art, for writing verſc extoll'd, 


Would you in this great art acquire renown ? 
Authors, ot ſerve the rules I here lay chwn. 
in prudent leſſons every where at ound ; 
With plcaſant join tlic uſeful and the ſound ; 
A ſober reader a vain tale will light ; 
ie ſecks as well inſtrudtion a; delight. 
Let all your thoughts to virtue be confin'd, 
vill offering nobler fi ui to dur mind: 
1 l:ke not ti oſe looſe writers who employ 


Their zu Muſe good manners to deſtroy 
Wig w.th faiſe colours ſtill deceive or eyes, 
And ſhow-us vice dreſ, d in a fair diſguiſe. 
ct co 1 not their ſullen Muſe approve, 

Wig hom all modeſt writings baniſh love; 
That ſtrip the play-touſe of its chief intrigues 
And make a murderer of Roderigue : 

The lizineſt love, if decently expreſt, 

WII ra. ſe uo vicious motions in our breaft, 
Dido in vain may weep, and aſk relief; 

I than hier folly, wiulſt 1 ſhare her grief, 

A virtuous author, in his charming art, 

To plexſ: the ſenſe needs not cott the heart; 


Who feize on all the acquaintance they can meet, 


And their weak judgment, void of ſenſe and light, 
The:r dangerous counſels do not cure hut wound; 
To ſhun the ſtorm, they run your verſe a-ground, 
Wioſe reafon leads, and krowledve gives you light, 


Whoſe ſteady hand will prove your faithful guide, 


A zenerous Muſe may fometanes take her flight ; 


Wig know not Lucan's droſ from Virgil » poll. 


His heat 
10 tollo 
In vain ' 
"FH" o 
Bur 40. 


In whic 
A Hohle 
And ſco 
iafe rivs 
Caballin 
Malice 
By stan 
Never d 
Nor by f 
Let not 
Be virtu 
Is No! 
wut firm 
V/rite fe 
C feat 
I krow 
Þ + 21%. 
Yet] ab 
Ine I 
Wha th 
Anat; 
Ve Oc 
And FALK 
4 t'y nt 
1 ry 1 * 
1 17671 br 
Cormmi 
V eafon 
use 
TAarikin 
( 
Ana ro, 
Ius fe 
Ard fe 
te 
em v 
| 
2+ Gr 
T amd: 
ph, 
Lriew ot 
! 
0; 


Jen 


Fa ; 0116 | 
An aft 
£114 rg 
3 hen H 


16G*;)} 1 


Lefre 6 
4 ; Ef * 


Vat ; 


DRYDEN 


His heat will never cauſe a guilty fire: 
% tolow virtue then be your defire, 

In vain your art and vigour are expreſt ; 
I obſcene £xpreflion ſhows uh mictted breaft. 
Bur above &!] Lafe jealouties avg, 

In which detrafting ports are employ'd. 

A noble wit dares Lherally contend ; 
And ſcorns to grudee at his deſerving friend. 
Hate rivals, who truc wit and merit hate, 
Caballing iti avainſt it with rhe great, 
Malic.ouſly aſpire to yain renown, 

By ſtanding up, and pulling others clown. 
Never debaſe yourſelf by treacherous ways, 
Nor by ſuch e methods feck for prailc: 
Let not your Gnly buſ.nefs be to write ; 

Be virtuous, juſt, and in your friends deli; hit. 
"Fs not eue. your porms he acid; ; 

wut r your converſation he defir'd : 

V/ rite 10! immortal fame ; nor eve” ciuuſe 
C for the obzett of a generous Muſe, 
Iro a roble wit may, without crime, 
Peverve a lawtul tribute for his time: 

Yet I ah thoſe writers, who defjpiſe 

Ther Lonour j and alone their profits prize z 
WIe their Apollo bafely will degrade, 

Ant of a rote ſcience male a trace. 

Ve'ge Hind reaſon did her light difplay, 

4 04 government taught mortals he , 
Wie, like wild beaſts, did nature“ 


1 


laws purſue, 
e on herbs, and drink from rivers diew ; 
1 lei Lrutal force, on luſt and rapine herit, 
Committed murder without puniſhment : 
Heaſon at Jaſt, by her all-conquering arts, 
Þeduc'd Qlicfe ſavares, and turn'd their Learts; 
Marind trum Leys, and wages, 
Calls, 
nd tan and cities fortifies v/ith all: 
I fear of juſtice mace proud rapmnc ceaſe, 
And eher d innocence by laws ant! peace. 
heft benefits rum poets we tecei d, 
rom whence ate tas d thoſe h“ 1 
le d. 
* Grpteus, by lu, foft harmonious ſtrains, 
Tam'd the fierce 1 5 the Thiacian plans; 
n , by their inelod,gus powers, 


lrew rocks and woots, and rai;'d tle "Thebar! That have in patr.ons forms cehauch'd Gur ayes 


towers ; 5 

Thete mraches from numbers did ariſe : 
noe which, in verſe heaven taught lis myſteries, 
rt by a pr.cft,, poſſeſs'd with rape dine, 
Aj ale h.oke from , prophetic ſhrine, 
inter Jiomer tl old heros f d, 
Fido minds by great Names rait d; 

Het.o9 did us Grecian, fora 5 ncline 
e the fields and prone the houurtegyus vine. 

» Uſeful rules were uz tle ports aid, 
Ir « fy rumbers to rude men convey'd, 
fr 4 picatingly their precepts Cid impart ; 
Fit harmed the car, and ther ergay'd the heat: 
r Muſes thus thei: cut 101 Tais'd, 
4 with juſt gratitude in Greece were praise d. 

With pleaſure mortal did tin wonders lee, 
Aud facrificed toter din; 
Eut wart, at laſt, baſe flattery ertertan'd, 
Ard old Parnaſſus with this vice was fta.r'd : 
Lefire of gain da7zl.ng the poets 677 
Ie works Hu'e witli f 
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Thus needy wits a vile revenue made, 
And verſe hecame a neceſſary trace, 
Debafe not with ſo mean a vice thy art: 10 
If pold muſt he the ide of thy heart, 165 
Fly, , th unten Heliconian ſtrand, Big 
'F lhofe fircams ate rot inrich'd with golden, fand: FL 
Great wits, as well ay warriors, only gain | 
Laute and honours for their ten and pain: . 
But whiat ? an author cannot live on ſ⁰e , 14 
Or pay a reckoning with a lofty Hang: 
A port to whom forture is unkind, 
Whig win he goes to bed has Hat diy din'd ; 5 
1 akes little pleature in Parnaſſus* dreams, 4 
Gr elif es the Heltconian fircams. 8 
Horace had cafe and plengf when he writ, 1 
And free from cares for morey or for meat, P 
Did not expett his dinner fromhis wit. 1 
"Tis true ; but verſe ls why by the great, mY 
And no none ſamiſh ] ve to tat: 


and caverns, And make the W and foreſts move again ; 


nec be- 


What car, we heat, when wrtye, arts, and ſerife, 7 
(Receive the ftars * op.tious influence ; „ 
| When 2 ſharp-1.gluacd prince, by carly grants, 

| Reward » your merits, and prevents your wants ? 
ding then his plory, celebrate his fame : 

Y our nobleſt rlicme is hie immortal name. 

Ler mighty Spenſcr raife his reverend heart, 
Cowley Denham ſtart up from the dead; 
Waller lis ave rerew, and offerings bring, 

Our monarch's praiſe let bright-ey*d virgins firg 3 
Let Dryden w.th new rules our ftaye refine, 

And lis great models form by tlus dein: 
Hut where A ond Virzil to rehearſe | 
Our hero's glories in liz epic verſe? 

What Orpheus fing biz rr,umph's o'er the main, 


dev, his hold ect on the Batavian ſhore, 

And Holland trembling as his canons row 3 
(Paint Europe's balance in his flea%y hand, 
Wiulſt the two words in expettation ſtand 
Of peace or war that wait on his command? 
But as I fprak new glories ftr;ke my eyes, 
Clories, whici Leaven itſelſ dcs pive, ard prize, 
Bleſſings of peace ; that with their multer rays 
Avorn his reg und ring Saturnian days: 
| Now let rebellion, diſcord, vice ard rape, 


Vaniſh with all the miniſters of hell: 

His rays their pollonous vapours ſhall diſpel ; 

Is lic alone our ſafety 440 create, 

His own firm foul fecur'd rhe nat on's fate, 

(Op d % all the Leut ſcu - of the ſtate, 

Authors, for lim your Y ,t endeavours u, 

Thee loft.eft numbers v1l but reach his pra sc. 

For ae, whole verſe ;n Catire has Leen bred, 
nd never durſt he meaſures tread ;; 


ct you ſhall tee me, in that famous field, | 
With, eyes ard voice, my beſt aſſiſtance yield : | 
Officer your leflors, that my infant Muſe 7 
Learnt, when ſhe Horace for her guide dd ehufe : ; 


Second your zeal with wiſhes, heart, and eye, 
And afar hold up the glorious prize, 


Pur pardon tio, if, zealous for the tiglit, 4 
A ſti oer. of each novle flight, , 
From the lire gold | ſeparate tie allay, 1 
[And how low laſts writers ſometimes fray : ' 
' Aprer to Hame, than knowing Low to mend, fp 


A hath, hut yet a 
4 In 


a Hetct fn friend, 
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THE HAPPY MEMORY OF KING CHARLES 11. 
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I, 
5 long my grief has kept nie dumb: 
Sure there's a lethargy in miglity woc, 
Tears ſtand congeal'd, and cannot flow : 

And the ſad foul retires into lier inmolt room: 

Tears, for a ſtroke foreſeen, afford relief; 
But, unprovided tor a ſudden blow, 

Like Niobe we marble grow; 
And petrify with grief. 
Our Britiſh heaven was all ſerene, 
No threatening cloud was nigh, 
Not the leaſt wrinkle to deſorm the ſky; 
We liv'd as unconcern'd and lappily 

As the firſt age in nature's golden feenc ; 
Supine amidſt our flowing itore, 

We dept ſecurely, and we dreamt of more : 
When ſuddenly the thunder -clap was heard, 
It took us unprepar d and out of guard, 
Already loſt before we ſcar d. 

* amazing news of Charles at once were ſpread, 
At once the general voice declar'd, 
« Our gracious prince was dead.“ 
No ſickneſs known belore, no flow diſcaſe, 
To ſoften griet by juſt degrees, 
But like an hurricane on Indian fras, 
The tempeſt roſe; 
An unexpected burſt of woes : 

With ſcarce a breathing ſpace betwizt, 

This now becalm'd, and perithing the next, 

As if great Atlas from his height 

Should fink beneath his leavenly weight, 

And with a mighty flaw, tle flaming wall 

As once it thall, 


; Should gape immenſe, and ruſhing dosen, o'cr- 


whelm this nether ball; 
| So ſwift and ſo ſurpriſing was our fear: 
| Our Atlas fell indeed; but Hercules was near. 


II. 

_ His pious brother, ſure the heſt 

: Who ever bore that name, 

Was newly riſen from his reſt, 
And, with a fervent flame, 

His uſual morning vows had juſt addreſt 
For his dear ſovereign's health ; 

And hop'd to have them licard, 

In long increaſe of years, 

In honour, fame, and wealth : 

Guiltleſs of greatneſs, thus he always pray'd, 
Nor knew nor wiſh'd thoſe vows he made, 
On his own head ſhould he repay'd. 

Soon as th” ill-omen'd rumour reach'd his ear, 
Ill news is wing'd with fate, and flies apace, 
Who can deſcribe th' amazement of his tac? ! 

Horror in all his pomp was there, 


— 


Mute and magnificent without a tent: 
An then the hero firſt was ſeen to tear; 


i = g 3 
Half unarray'd he ran to his relief, 


50 haſty and ſo artleſs was his grlef: 

Appfoachiung greatneſs met lun in her charms 
Of power and future ſtate; 

But looh'd fo ghaſtly in a brotlier's fate, 
He ſhook her rom his arms. 

Arriv'd within the mourntul room, he faw 
A w.4 diſtract.on, void of awe, 

And arbitrary grief unhounded by a law, 
God's imaze, Cod's anointed! lay 

Without motion, pulſe, or breath, 
A ſenfſcicts lump of ſacred clay, 
An image now of death, 

Amidſt his ſad att.ndants groans and criesg 
The lines of that ador'd forgiving face, 
Dittorted from their native grace; 

An iron ſlumber ſat on his majeſtic eyes. 

The pious Duke--Forbear audacious Muſe ! 

No terms thy techle art can uſe 

Are able to adorn fo vaſt a wog: 

The griet of al the reſt like ſubject- rief did how, 
His like a ſovereign did ttanſcend: 

No wite, no brother, ſuch a grief could know, 

Noi any naine but friend, 


III. 
0 word ous changes of a fatal ſcene, 
Stiil varying to the laſt ! 
Heaven, though its hard decree was paſt, 
| Seem'd pointing to a graciovs turn again: 
| And death's uplitted arm arreited in its hafte 
Heaven halt repented of the doom, 
And aimvlt griev'd it had {orefeen, 
What by for-iight it will'd eternally to cone. 
Mercy above did hourly plead 
For her reſemblance here below ; 
And mild forgivenels intercede 
+ To itop the coming blow. 
New miracles approach th' etherial throne, 
Such as his wondrous life had oft and lately know, 
And urg'd that ſtill they might be ſhown. 
On earth his pious brother pray'd and vow'd, 
Renouncing greatneſs at ſo dear a rate, 
| Himſelf detending what he could, 
From all the glories of his future fate, 
With him th' innumerable crowd, 
Of armed prayers 
Knock'd at the gates of heaven, and knock'd aloud ; 
The firſt well-meaning rude petitioners. 
All for his life aſſaib'd the throne, 
All would have brib'd the ſkies by offering up theis 
ovn, 
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o eren a throng not heaven itſelf could bar ; 
Jas almoſt horne by torce as in the giants“ war. 
The prayers at leaſt for his repr.eve. were heard; 
His dea h like Hezekial's, was deferr'd ; 
ArTainft the ſun the ſhadow went; 
Five days, thoſe five degrees, were lent 
To form our patience and prepare th' event. 
The ſecond cauſes took the ſwift command, 
The medicinal head, the ready hand, 
All cager to perform their part; 
All but eternal doom was conquer'd by their art: 
Once more the fleeting ſoul came back 
T' intpire the mortal trame ; 
And in the body took a doubttul ſtand, 
Poubttul and hovering like expiring flame, 


That mounts and falls by turns, and tremivles Oer the 


brand, 


IV. 
The joyſul ſhort-liv'd news ſoon ſpread around, 
Took the fame train, the fame impetuous bound: 
The drooping town in ſmiles again was dreſt, 
Gladneſo in every face ex: it, 
Their eyes before their tongues confeſt, 
Men met each other with erected look, 
The tops were higher that they took, 
Friends to congratulate their friends made haſte ; 
And long-invererate foes ſaluted as they pait: 
Above tlie reſt heroic James appear'd 
Fx4lted more, becauſe he more had fear'd: 
His marly heart, whoſe noble pride 
Was till above 
Diſſembled hate or varniſh'd love, 
Its more than common tranſport could net hide; 
Pur like an eagre rode in triumph o'er the tide, 
Tims, in alternate courſe, 
Ilie tyrant paſſions, hope and fear, 
Nid in extremes appear, 
And flaſh*d upon the foul with equal force. 
Thus, at half ebb, a rolling ſea 
P.-turns and wins upon the ſhore; 
The watery herd, affrichted at the roar, 
Reſt on their fins a while, and ſtay, 
Then hackward take their wondering way 4 
The prophet wonders more than they, 
At prodigies but rarely ſcen belore, 


And cries, a king muſt fall, or kingdoms change As if ſome angel had heen ſent 


their ſway. 
Such vere our counter-ticles at land, and fo 
Preſazing of the tatal blow, 
In their prodigious ebb and flow, 
i he royal ſoul, that, like the labouring moon, 
By charms of art was hur: ied down, 
Forc'd with regret to leave her native ſphere, 
Came but while on liking here : 
Soon weary of the painſul ſtriſe, 
And made hut faint eſſays of lite: 
And evening light 
Soon ſhut in night: 
A ſtrong diſtemper, and a weak rel.ef, 
Short intervals of joy, and long returns of griet. 


Wo 
The ſons of art all me icines try'd, 
And every noble remedy apply'd ; 
With emulation each eſſay'd 
His utmoſt ſkill, nay more, they pray'd : 
Never was loſing game with better conduct play d. 
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Death never won a ſtake with greater toil, 

Nor cre was fate ſo near a ſoil: 

But like a fortreſs on a rock, 

Th” impreenable diſeaſe their vain attempts did 
mock z 

They min'd it near, they batter'd from afar 

With all the cannon of the medicinal war 

No gentle means could be effay'd, 

"Twas beyond parly when the ſiege was laid 

TH” extremeſt ways they firſt ordain, 

Preſcribing fuch intolerable pain, 

As none hut Cæſar could ſuſtain; 

Indaunteq Cæſar underwent 

Ihe malice of their art, nor bent 

Peneath whate*er their pious rigour could invent: 

In fve ſuch days he ſuffer'd more 

Than any ſuffer'd in his reign before ; 

More, infinitely more, than he, 

Arzainſt the worſt of rebels, could decree, 

A traitor or twice-pardon'd enemy. 

New at waz tir'd without ſucceſs, 

No racks could make the ſtubborn malady confeſs, 

The vain inſurancers of life, 

And he who molt performed and promis'd leſs, 

Lyn Short himſelſ ftorſook th* unequal ſtrife. 

Death and defpair were in their looks, 

No onęer they conſult their memories or books; 

Like helpl: fs friends who view from ſhore 

The labouring ſhip, and hear the tempeſt roar 3 

So end they with their arms acroſs ; 

Not to aſſiſt, but to deplore 

n' inevitable loſs. 

Death; was denounc'd ; that frightful ſound 

Which ev'n the beſt can hardly bear, 

He took the ſummons void of fear; 

And unconcern'ely caſt his eyes around; 

As if to find and dare the griefly challenger, 

hat death could do he lately try' d, 

hen in four days he more than dy'd. 

The fame aſſurance all his words did grace : 

| he fame majeſtic mildneſs held its place: 

Nor loſt the monarch in his dying face. 

„ trepid, pious, merciſul, and brave, 

Helook'd as when he conquer'd and forgave. 


VII. 


To lengthen out his government, #7) 
And to foretel as many years again, | 
As he had number'd in his happy reign, - 
do chearfully he took the doom 

f his departing breath; 
Nor ſhrunk nor ſtept aſide from death: 
But with unalter'd pace kept on; 
Providing for events to come, 
When he reſign'd the throne. 
Still he maintain'd his kingly tate ; 
And grew familar with his fate. 

ind, food, and graciovs, to the laſt, | 
On all he lod before his dying beams he caſt: 1 
Oh truly good, and truly great, 
For glorious as he roſe benignly ſo he ſet ! 
All that on earth he held moſt dear, 

He recommended to his care, 

10 whom both heaven, 

The right had given 
And his own love bequeath'd ſupreme command: 
He _ and preſt that ever-loyal hand, 

2 : 


od 1 
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Which could in peace ſecure his reign, 
Which could in wars his power maintain, 
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That peace which made thy proſperous reign to 
ſhine, 


That hand on which no pliglited vows were ever, That peace thou leav'ſt to thy imperial line, 


vain. 
Well, for ſo great a truſt ke choſe 
A prince who never diſobey'd: 
Not when the moſt ſevere commands were laid; 
Nor want nor exile with his duty weigh'd : 
A pringe on whom, if heaven its eyes could cloſe, 
The welliare of the world it ſately might repoſe. 


VIII. 


That king who liv'd to God's own heart, 
Vet leſs ſerenely died than he: 
Charles left behind no harſh decree 
For ſchoolmen with lahorious art 
To ſalve from cruelty : 
"Thoſe, for whom love could no excuſes frame, 
He graciouſly forgot to name. 
"Thus far my Muſe, though rudely, has deſign'd 
Some faint reſemblance of his godlike mind : 
But neither pen nor pencil can expreſs 
The parting brothers tenderneſs : 
Though that's a term too mean and low ; 
The bleſt above a kinder word may know: 
But what they did, and what they ſaid, 
The monarch who triumphant went, 
The militant who ſtaid, 
Like painters, when their heightening arts are ſpent, 
J caſt into a ſhade. 
That all-forgiving king, 
The type of him above, 
That unexhauſted ſpring 
Of clemency and love; 
Himſelf to his next ſelf accus'd, 
And aik'd that pardon which he ne er refus'd: 
For faults not his, for guilt and crimes 
Of godleſs men, and of rebellious times: 
For an hard exile, kindly meant, 
When his ungrateful country ſent 
Their beſt Camillus into baniſhment : 
And forc'd their ſovereign's act, they could not his 
conſent. 
Oh how much rather haꝗ that injur'd chief 
Repeated all his ſufferings paſt ! 
Than hear a pardon begg'd at lait, 
Which given could give the dying no relief: 
He bent, he ſunk beneath his grief: 
His dauntleſs heart would fain have held 
From weeping, but his eyes rebell'd. 
Perhaps the godlike hero in his breaſt 
Diſdain'd, or was aſham'd to ſhow 
So weak, ſa womanith a woe, 
Which yet the brother and the friend fo plenteauſly 
conteſt. x 


„ 


IX. 
Amidſt the ſilent ſhower, the royal mind 
An eaſy paſſage found, 
And left its ſacred earth behind: | 


That peace, ol happy ſhade, be ever thine ! 


X. 


For all thoſe joys thy reſtoration brought, 

For all the miracles it wrought, 

For all the healing balm thy mercy pour'd 

Into the nation's bleeding wound, 

And care that after kept it found, 

For numerous bleſſings yearly ſhower'd, 

And property with plerty crown'd ; 

For freedom ſtill maintain'd alive, 

Freedom which in no other land will thrive, 

Freedom, an Engliſh ſubject's ſole prerogative, 

Without whoſe charms even peace would be 

But a dull quiet ſlavery: 

For theſe and more, accept our pious praiſe z 

"Tis all the ſubſidy 

The preſent age can raiſe, 

The reſt is charg'd on la'e poſterity, 

Poſterity is charg'd the more, 

Becauſe the large abounding ſtore 

To them and to their heirs, is {till entail'd by ri.ee. 

Succeſſion of a long deſcent 

Which chaſtely in the channels ran, 

And from our demi-gods began, 

Equal almoſt to time in its extent, 

Through hazards numberleſs and great, 

Thou haſt deriv'd this mighty blefſing down, F 

And fixt the faireſt gem that decks th' imperial 
crown; 8 = 

Not faction, when it ſhook thy regal ſear, 

Not ſenates, infolently loud, 

Thoſe echoes of a thoughtleſs crowd, 

Not foreign or domeſtic treachery, 

Could warp thy ſoul to their unjuſt decree. 

So much thy focs thy manly mind miſtoo!:, . 

Who judg'd it by the mildneſs of thy look: BY 

Like a well-temper'd ſword it bent at will; * 

But kept the native toughneſs of the ſteel. | 


iy 


& 
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XI. 


Be true, O Clio, to thy hero's name 
But draw him ſtrictly ſo, 
That all who view, the piece may know; 
He needs no trappings of fiftitious fame: 
The load 's too weighty : thou may'ſt chuſe 
Some parts of praiſe, and ſome retuſe : 
Write, that lis annals may be thought more lavitk 
than the Muſe. 
In ſcanty truth thou haſt confin'd 
The virtues of a royal mind, 
Forgiving, bounteous, humble, juſt, and kind: 
His converſation, wit, and parts, 
His knowledge in the nobleſt uſeful arts, 
Were ſuch, dead authors could not give; 
But habitudes of thoſe who live ; 


Nor murmuring groan expreſt, no: labouring ſound, 
Nor any leaſt tumultuous breath ; 

Calm was his life, and quiet was his death. 

Soft as thoſe gentle whiſpers were, 

In which th' Almighty did appear; 

By the {till voice the prophet knew him there, 


Who, lighting him, did greater lights receivs.: 
He drain'd fram all, and all they knew ; 

His apprehenfion quick, his judgment true : 
That the moſt learn'd, with ſhame, confeſs 
His knowledge more, his reading only leſs. 
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Amidſt tlie peaceful triumphs of his reign, 
Wat wonder it the kindly beams he ſhed, 
Fevin'd the drooping arts again, 

It tende rais*d her head, 

And foft humanity that from rehellion fled ? 

Our ile, indeed, too fruitful was betore ; 

But all uncultivated lay 

Out of the ſolar walk and heaven's high way; 
With rank Geneva weeds run o'er, 

And cockle, at the beſt, amidit the corn it bore : 
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And beſt defcrving to he ſo, 

When ſcarce he had eſcap'd the fatal blow 
Of taction and conſpiracy, 

Death did his promis'd hopes deſtroy: 

He toil'd, he gain'd, but liv'd not to enjoy. 
What miſts of Providence are theſe 
Through which we canvot ſee ! 

So ſaints, by ſupernatural power ſet free, 
Are I-it at laſt in martyrdom to die; 

Such is the end of oſt- repeated miracles. 
Forgive me, heaven, that impious thought, 


The royal huſbandman appear'd, 

And piough d, and ſow'd, and till'd, 

Tue thorns he rooted out, the rubbiſh clear'd, 
And ble{,'d th* obedient field. 

Wien (trait a double harveſt roſe ; 

Such as the ſwarthy Indian mows ; 

Or happier climates near the line, 

Or paradiſe manur'd and dreſt by hands divine. 


XIII. 


As when the new-born phoenix takes his way, 

Iii rich paternal regions to ſurvey, 
Of alry choriſters a numerous train 

Attend his wondrous progreſs o'er the pron 4 ; 
5 riſing from his father's urn, 

do glorious did our Charles return; 

TI” oheious Muſes came along, 

A gay harmonious quire like angels ever young: 
The Muſe that mourns him now lus happy triumph 

ſung, 

Fn they could thrive in his auſpicious reign : 
And ſuch a plente ous crop they bore 

Cf pureſt and well-winnow'd grain, 

fs r t un never knew before. 

Thougli little was their hire, and light their gain, 
Yet ſomeveſiat to their ſnare he thre; 

Fer ſom his hand, they ſung and flew, 

Like birds of paradiſe that liv'd on morning dew. 
n never ict their lays his name forget! 

e penton of a prince's pra.ſe is great. 

Live then, thou great encourager of atts, 

Live ever in our thankful hearts; 

Live Meſt above, almoſt invok'd below; 

Live and receive this pious vow, 

Ovr patron once, our guardian ange! now. 

Thou Fahius of a ſinking ſtate, 

Who didſt by wiſe delays divert our fate, 

Wien faction like a tempeſt roſe, 

In death's mott hideous form, 

Then art to rage thou didit oppoſe, 

To weather out the ſtorm : 
Not quitting thy ſupreme command, 
15 zu held'ſt the ruc der with thy ſteady hand, 

| falely on the ſhore the bark did land : 

1 6 © har that all our hleſſings brought, 


Cluarg'd with thyfe!lf and James, a doubly roya! 
fraught. 


> 43 


Oh frait eſtate of human things, 
And ſlippery hopes Felow ! 
Now to our coſt vour emptineſs we know: 
For *tis a leſſon dearly bouzht, 
= ſurance here is never to he ſouzht. 
The belt, and beſt-belov'd of kings, 


"Twas griet {or Charles, to madneſs wrought, 
Thar queſt:on'd thy ſupreme decree ! 

Thou didſt his gracious reign prolong, 

FEv'n in thy ſaints and angels wrong, 

His ſeliow-citizens of immortality : 

For twelve long years of exile borne, 

Twice twelve we number'd fince his bleſt return: 
So ſtrictly wert thou juſt to pay, 

Ev'n to the driblet of a day. 

Yet ftill we murmur and complain, 

The quails and manga ſhould no longer rain; 
Thoſe miracles twas needleſs to renew; 

The choſen flock has now the promis'd land in 
view. 


XV. 


A warlixe prince aſcends the regal ſtate, 
A prince long exercis'd by fate: 
Long may he keep, though he obtains it late ! 
FHlerozs in heaven's peculiar mould are caſt, 
Fhey and their pocts are not form'd in haſte; 
Man was the firſt in God's deſign, and man was made 
the laſt. 
Falſe heroes made by flattery fo, 
Heaven can ſtrike out, like ſparkles, at a blow ; 
But ere a prince is to perfection brought, 
He colts Ommipotence a ſecond thought. 
With toil and ſweat, 
With hardening cold, and orming licat, 
The Cyclops did their ſtrokes reprat, 
Before ch imperetrable ſhield was wrought. 
it looks as if the Maker would not own 
The role work for his, 
Betore twas try d and found a maſter-piece. 


XVI. 


V'e then 2 monarch ripen'd for a throne. 
\]cides tlius lus race hegan, 
O'er infancy he ſwiſtly ran; 
The future Col at firſt was more than man: 
Dangers and toils, and Juno's hate 
Ev'n o'er his cradle lay in wait: 
And there he grappled firſt with fate : 
In his young hands the hiffing inakes he preſt. 
So early was the Deity con feſt; 


Thus difficulties prove 1 foul legitimately great. 
Like his our hero's infancy was try'd ; 

Betimes the Furies did their ſnakes provide; 
And to his inſant arms oppoſe 

His ſather's rebels, and his brother's ſoes; 

The more op p. eſt, the higher ſtill he roſe: 

| Thoſe were the preludes of his fate, 

That ſorm'd his manhood, to ſubdue 

The hydra of the many-hc2ded uiſſing crew, 


t 


Thus by degrees he roſe to Jove' s imperial ſeatz * 
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| VENI CREATOR SPIRITUS, | 
ana PARAPHRASED, + 
As, aſter Numa's peacefu! reign, REATOR ſpirit, by whoſe aid 35 
The martial Ancus did the ſceptre wield, The world's to:mdations firſt were laid, = 
Furbiſh'd the ruſty ſword again, Come vint every pious mind 4 7 
Reſum'd the long- ſorgotten ſhield, Come pour thy joys on human kind; YL 
And led the Latins to the duſty field; From fin and forrow ſet us tree, 4 | 
So James the drowſy genius wakes And ma«e thy temples worthy thee. 1 If 
Of Britain long entranc'd in charms, O ſource of uncreated light, 0 
Reſtiff and ſtumbering on its arms : The Father's promiſed Paraclete ! | 
"Tis rous'd, and with a new-ſtrung nerve, the ſpear Thrice holy ſount, thrice holy fire, > 
already ſhakes. Our hearts with heavenly love inſpire ; F Z 
No neiglung of the warrior ſteeds, Come, and thy ſacred unction bring Y 
No drum or louder trumpet, needs To ſandify vs, while we fing. 1 
T' inſpire the coward, warm the cold, Plenteous oi grace, Cefcend from high, 7 
His voice, his ſole appearance makes them bold. rich in thy ſevenſold energy ! L 
Gaul and Batavia dread th* impending blow; Thou ſtrength of his Almiglity hand, 4 
Too well the vigour of that arm they know z Whoſe power does heaven and cart» command. 
They lick the duſt, and crouch beneath their fatal|P, oceeding ſpirit, our defence, | 
foe. : Who doſt the guts of tongues diſpenſe, 
Long may they fear this awfal prince, And crown*!t thy gift with e!oquence ! 
And not provoke his lingering ſwors Refine and purge our earthly parts; 
Peace is their only ture defence, But oh, inflame and fire our hearts ! 
Their beſt fecurity his word: © 9 Our frailties help, our vice controul, 
In all the changes of his doubtful ſtate, Submit the ſenſes to the foul ; 
His truth, like heaven's, was kept inviolate, And when rebellious they are grown, 
For him to promiſe is to make it tate. Then lay thy hand, and held them down. 
His valour can triumph o'er land and main Chace from our minds th' infernal ſoe, 
With broken oaths his fame he will not ſtain; And peace, the fruit of love, be{tow 
With conqueſt baſely bouglit, and with inglorious} And leſt our feet ſhould ſcep aſtray, 
gain. brotect and guide us in the way, 
Make us eternal truths receive, | 
xviII. And praiſe all that we heſieve: | HF 
Jive us thyſelf, that we may ſee | 
For once, O heaven, unſold thy adamantine! The Fatlier, and the hon, by thee. ; muc 
book; Immortal honour, encicſs fame, either on 1 
And let his wondering ſenate ſer, Attend Ut” Aimighty Father's name: dy both, 
If not thy firm immutable decree, The Sav.our Son he glotify'd, ſeience * 
At leaſt the ſecond page of ſtrong; contingency 3 | Who ſor loſt man's reden;ption dy'2 : hen x 
Such as conſiſts with wills originally free: And equal adoration he, x meretore, 
Let them with glad amazement lcok Eternal Pacuclete, to thee, the reader 
On what their happinets may he : : i have but 
Let them not ſtill be ohſtinateli blind, CPP which: e 
Still to divert the good thou hatt degn'd, TTV. Q U * her f. 
Or with malignant penury, either lect 
To ſtarve the royal virtucs of h's mind, oF ſeveral me 
Faith is a chriſtian's and a ſubject's ret}, A ROYAL 3X11 E For exam 
Oh give them to believe, an they are ſurely bleſt. of conlcie 
They do; aud with a diſtant view I ſee | NHAPPY II who once ordain'd to hear | 
Th' amended vows of Englith loyalty. God's juſtice ſword, and his vicegerent here pies, they 
And all beyond that Oed, there appears Am now denos'd—"zairft me my children riſe, not diſtin 
I he long retinue of a proſperous reign, My life muſt be their only ſacrifice : common er 
A ſeries of ſuccef>tn years, Highly they me actufe, but nothing prove; [ could re: 
In orderly arr2y, a martial, manly train. But this is out of tenderneſs and love! he P : 
Benold even the remeter ſhores, They ſeck to ſpill my blood; cis that alone ne anthe 
A conquering navy proudly ſpread ; Muſt for the nation's crying fins atone. But neith 
The Britiſh cannon formicably roars, But careful Heaven forewarn'd me in a dream, amed on!. 
While, ſtarting from his oo bed, And ſhew'd me that my dangers were extreme over to th 
"Ti aſſerted ocean rears his reverend head; The heavenlyviſion ſpoke, and hade me flee be 
To view and recognize his ancient lord again : Th? ungrateful brood thai were not worthy me; clans ha 
And with a willing hand reſtores Alarm'd I fled at the appointed time; wralence, 
The ſaſces of the main. And mere neceſſity was made my crime ! and why n 


enemies tc 
mother n. 


« perſecut 


— MO 


0 

by 

« 
, 


ws 


1 


. WS 7» 


ol 
ol 
* 
f 
19 
'' 
* 
% 
< 
. 
« 
j 
is 
5 
7147 
* 
(4 
1} 


= 


THE 


R 
EN 1 1 


HIND AND THE PANTHER. 


8 


: kak PE IC ® 


10 THAN FARES 


—ů— — 2 —— ůr 


Antiquam exquirite matrem. 1 
Et vera inceſſu patuit Dea.“ VIR G. 


— — . — — — — 


F 4&4 CHE 


HE nation is in too high a ferment, for me to expect either fair war, or even ſo 

much as fair quarter, from a reader of the oppoſite party. All men are engaged 
either on this ſide or that; and though conſcience is the common word, which is given 
by both, yet if a writer fal among enemics, and cannot give the marks of their con- 
ſcience, he is knocked down before the reaſons of his own are heard A preface, 
therefore, which is but a befpeaking of favour, is altogether uſeleſs. What I deſire 
the reader ſhould know concerning me, he will fiad in the body of the poem, if he 
have but the patience to peruſe it. Only this advertiſtment let him take before-hand, 
which relates to the merits of the cauſe. No general characters of parties (call them 
either ſects or churches) can be fo fully and exactly drawn, as to comprehend all the 
ſereral members of them; at leaſt all ſuch as are received under that denomination. 
For example; there are ſome of the church by law eitabliſhed, who envy not liberty 
of conſcience to diſſenters ; as being well fatisfed that, according to their own princi- 
ples, they ought not to perſecute them. Yet theſe, by reaſon of their fewneſs, I could 
not diſtinguiſh from the numbers of the reſt, with whom they are embodied in one 
common name. On the other ſide there are many of our ſects, and more indeed than 
[ could reaſonably have hoped, who have withdrawn themſelves from the communion of 
the Panther, and embraced this gracious indulgence of his majeſty in point of toleration. 
But neither to the one nor the other of theſe is this ſatire any way intended: it is 
amed only at the refractory and diſobedient on either fide. For thoſe, who are come 
wer to the royal party, are conſequently ſuppoſed to be out of gun-ſhot. Our phy- 
lciang have obſerved, that in proceſs of time, ſome diſeaſes have abated of their 
virulence, and have in a manner worn out their malignity, fo as to be no longer mortal: 
und why may I not ſuppoſe the ſame concerning ſome of thoſe who have formerly been 
enemies to kingly government, as well as Catholic religion? I hope they have now 
mother notion of both, as having found, by comfortable expetience, that the doctine 185 
« perſecution is far from being an article of our faith. fe 
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It is not for any private man to cenſure the proceedings of a foreign prince: but, 
without ſuſpicion of flattery, I may praiſe our own, who has taken contrary meaſures, 
and thoſe more ſuitable to the ſpirit of Chriſtianity. Some of the diſſenters in their 


addreſſes to his majeſty, have ſaid, © That he has reſtored God to his empire over 3 
« conſcience.” I confeſs, I dare not ſtretch the figure to ſo great a boldneſs : but 1 


may ſafely ſay, that conſcience is the royalty and prerogative of every private man. 


He is abſolute in his own breaſt, and accountable to no earthly power for that which I | 
paſſes only betwixt God and him. Thoſe who are driven into the fold are, generally | 


ſpeaking, rather made hypocrites than chnverts. 


This indulgence being granted to all the ſes, it ought in reaſon to be expected, 9 
that they ſhould both receive it, and receive it thankfully. For, at this time of day, 
to refuſe the benefit, and adhere to thoſe whom they have eſteemed their perſecutors, 3 
what is it elſe, but publicly to own, that they ſuffered not before for conſcience-ſake, ® 
but only out of pride and obſtinacy, to ſeparate from a church for thoſe impoſitions, Z 
which they now judge may be lawfully obeyed? After they have ſo long contended for 3 
their clafſical ordination (not to ſpeak of rites and ceremonies), will they at length 
ſubmit to an epiſcopal? If they can go fo far out of complaiſance to their old enemies 3 
methinks a little reaſon ſhould perſuade them to take another ſtep, and fee whither that 8 


would lead them. 


Of the receiving this toleration thankfully I ſhall fay no more, than that they ought, 
and I doubt not they will conſider from what hand they received it. It is not froma 3 
Cyrus, a heathen prince and a foreigner, but from a chiiſtian king, their native fove- 8 
reign; who expects a return in ſpecie from them, that the kindneſs, which he bas 


graciouſly ſhewn them, may be retaliated on thoſe of his own perſuaſion. 


As for the poem in general, I will only thus far ſatisfy the reader, that it was neither“ 
impoſed on me, nor ſo much as the ſubject given me by any man. It was written 
during the laſt winter, and the beginning of this ſpring ; though with Jong interruptions Z 
of ill health and other hindtances. About a fortnight before I had finiſhed it, his“ 
majelty's declaration for liberty of confcience came abroad: which if 1 had ſo ſoon ex- 
pected, I might have ſpared myſelf the labour of writing many things which are contained 
in the third part of it. But I was always in ſome hope, that the church of England 
might have been perſuaded to have taken off the penal laws and the teſt, which was one | 


deſign of the poem, when I propoſed to myſelſ the writing of it. 
It is evident that ſome part of it was only occaſional, and not firſt intended: I mean 


that defence of myſelf, to which cvery honeſt man is bound, when he is injurioully Þ 
attacked in print: and I refer myſelf to the- judgment of thoſe, who have read the 
Anſwer to the defence of the late king's papers, and that of the dutcheſs (in which Jaſt 1 
was concerned) how charitably I have been repreſented there. I am now informed 


both of the author and ſuperviſors of this pamphlet, and will reply, when I think be 


can affront me: tor I am of Socratcs's opinion, that all creatures cannot. In the 


mean time let him conſider whether he deſerved not a more feyere reprehenſion, than | 
gave him formerly, for uſing ſo little reſpect to the memory of thoſe, whom he pre- 
tended to anſwer; and at his leiſure, look out for ſome original treatiſe of humility, 
written by any Proteſtant in Engliſh; I believe I may ſay in any other tongue; i 
the magnified piece of Duncomb on that ſubject, which either he muſt mean, or note, 
and with which another of his fellows has upbraided me, was tranſlated from the 
Spaniſh of Rodriguez ; though with the omiſſion of the ſeventeenth, the twenty-four! 
the twenty-fifth ned the lait chapter, which will be found in comparing of e 
books. 

He would have inſinuated to the world, that her late highneſs died not a Roman Catholic 
He declares himſelf to be now ſatisſied ta. the contrary, in which he has given up rhe 
cauſe ; for matter of fact was the principle betwixt us. In the mean time, he would 
diſpute the motives of her change; how prepoſterouſly, let all men judge, when be 
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ſeemed to deny the ſubject of the controverſy, the change itſelf. And becauſe I would 
not take up this ridiculous challenge, he tells the world I cannot argue: but he may as 
well infer, that a Catholic cannot faſt, becauſe he will not take up the cudgels againſt 
Mr. ſames to confute the Proteſtant religion. a 

[ have but one word more to ſay concerning the poem as ſuch, and abſtracted from 
the matters either religious or civil, which are handled in it. The firſt part, conſiſting 
molt in general characters and narration, I have endeayourcd to raiſe, and give it the ma- 
eſtic turn of heroic poeſy. The ſecond being matter of diſpute, and chiefly concerning 
church authority, I was obliged to make as plain and perſpicuous as poſhbly I could ; 
yet not wholly neglecting the numbers, though I had not frequent occaſions for the 
mapnificence of verſe. 1 he third, which has more of the nature of domeſtic conver» 
lation, is, or ought to be, more free and familiar than the two former. 

"There are in it two epiſodes or fables, which are interwoven with the main deſign ; 
ſo that they are properly parts of it, though they are alſo diſtin ſtories of themſelves. 
In both of theſe I have made uſe of the common places of ſatire, whether true or falſe, 
which are urged by the members of the ene church againſt the other: at which I hope 
no reader of either party will be ſcandalized, becaufe they are not of my invention, but 
as old, to my knowledge, as the times of Boccace and Chaucer on the one ſide, and as 
thoſe ot the Reformation on the other. 
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Milk-white Hind, immortal ard unchang'd, Revers'd they view'd him leſſen'd to their eye, 5 
Fed on the lawns, and in the iore!t rang'd; Nor m an infant could a Cod defcry. Wee 
Without unſpotted, innocent witiin, Ne ſwarming ſees to this ohlique!y tend, ; 
She fear'd ro danger, for ſhe knew no fin, | Hence they began, and here they ail will end 


L112 Can 
Yet had ſhe oft been chas d with horns and Hounds, What weight of antient witneſs can prevail, : 


x * 
V, TVs N 


And Scythian ſhafts, and many winged wounds if private reaſon hold the public ſcale ? „t 
Aim' d at her heart; was often forc'd t fly, But, gracious Cod, how weil doſt thou provide = When (a 
And doom'd to death though fared not to fe. | For errine judgments an unerring Cuicle f 11 ly the (a 

Not fo her young; for their unequal line 1 hiy throne is darkneſs in th' abyſs of light, _ TT, 


Was hero's make, half human, halt div.ne, | A blaze of glory that forbids the ſight. 


And wit 


Their earthly mold obnoxious was to fate, 
Th' immortal part aſſum' d immortal ſtate. 
Of theſe a ſlaughter'd army lay in blood, 
Extended o'er the Caledonian wood, 

Their native walk: whoſe vocal blood arofe, 
And cry'd for pardon on their perjur*d . 


O teach me to believe thee thus conceal'd, 
And fearch no farther than thyſelf reveal'd ; 
But her alone for my director take, 

Whom thou haſt promis'd never to ſorſake 


My thonghriefs youth was wing'd with vain defires, 


My mano, long mifled by wandering fires, 
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And not 


Their fate was fruitful, and the ſanguine feeds rolow'd falle lights; and, when their glimpſe was \ nd ma 
Endued with fouls, increas'd the ſacred ore cd. | eme, 1 [0 take 
So captive lfrael multiply'd in cha.ns, My pride ſtrack out new ſparbles of hier own. 5 Name it 
A numerous exile, and enjay'd her pains, Such was I, ſuch by nature ſtill lam; £5 Beth bers 
With grief and gladneſs md the mot er Pe thine the glory, and he mine the ſhame. 1 „bay 
Her martyr'd offspring, and their race renews Cc life be now my taſk : my doubts are done: 85 For whe 
Their corps to perith, bur their kind to laſt, What more could fright my faith, than three in one 25 - 
So much the deathleſs plant the dying fruit ſurpaſs", Can believe eternal Cod could lie , s Res rhe 
Parting and penfive now ſhe rang'd alone, Disguis'd in mortai mol! and infancy ? 1 Var ſciet 
And wander'd in the kingdoms once her own, That the great Malcer of the world couid ce $: Faith is 
The common hunt, though from their rage reftrain'd And aiter that truſt my imperfect ſenſe, 5 The han 
By fovercign power, her company diſdain'd; Wich calls in queſtion h onanipotence ? © But hew 
Grinn'd as they paſs d, and with a glaring ee Can i my reaſon to my faith compe! ? 7 hou fr 
Gave gloomy ſigns of ſecret enmity. And hall my fight, and touch, and taſte rebel! 5 Unkenn 
"Tis true, ſhe Founded by, and trip'd fo liglit, Superior faculties are ſet afice ; 2 4: fierce 
They had not time to take a ſteady ſighit. Shall their ſubſervient organs be my guide? boa 
For truth has ſuch a face and ſuch a mien, Ihen let the moon uſurp the rule of day, eee 
As to be lov'd needs only to be ſeen. And winkins tapers ſhew the ſun his way; 5 © hea 
The bloody bear, an independent heat, For what my tenſes can themſelves perceive, 5 Wild in 
Unlick'd to formy in groans her hate expre't, | need no revelation to believe. = | 17 waf 
Among the timorous the quaking hare Can they who ſay the hoſt ſhould be deſcry*d 7 \nd, m. 
Proſeſs'd neutrality, but would not fear, hy ſenſe, defir e a Fody glorify'd ? 7 More h 
Next her the buffoon ape, s atheiſts uſe, Impafſable, and penetrating part,? «1 „eur 
Mimick'd all ſeas, and had his own to chuſe; let them declare by what myſterious arts | V \ 
Still when the lion look*d, his knees he be vr, He ſhot that ody through th oppoſing might } lis rage 
And paid at church a courtier's coinpliment.” ; Of bolts and haus impervious to the light, « Cioſe c 
The briſtled baptift boar, impure as he, And fond before his train conſeſo d in open Gght.) by 
But whiten'd with the form of tanttity, For fince thus wondrout!y he paſs'd, tis plain, 5 And pri. 
With fat pollutions gib d the lacred place, 9 ne fingle place two holes did contain. 1 t vile 
And mountains level'd in his ſurous race: And ſure the ſame omninotence as well 4 Nd all t 
So firſt rebellion founded was in grace 5 Can make one hody in moe places dwell, 2 oveh 
But fince the mighty ravage which he made | Let reaſon then at her own quarry fly, 3 pt 
In German foreſt, had his guilt betray'd, 3ut how can finite graſp infin „ FUN ma 
With broken tuſks, and with a horrow'd name, Iis urg'd again, that faith did firſt commence 5 For trip. 
He ſhun'd the vengeance, and conceal'd the thame ; By miracles, which are appeals to ſenſe, 5 he laſt 
So lurk'd in ſets unſeen. With greater guile And thence concluded, that our ſenſe muſt be 3 Ana rn 
Faiſe Reynard fed on conſecrated ſpo' : The motive {till of credibility. 4 me au 
he gracelets beaſt by Athanaſius firit For latter ages muſt on former wait, 3 But nth 
Was chac'd trom Nice, then by Socinus nurs'd: And what began belief muit propagate. . Recon 
His impious race their blaſphemy renew'd, But winnow well this thought, and you ſhall ins But ie 
And nature's king through nature's optics view'd. is light as chaff that flies before the wind, I 
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Were all thoſe wonders wrought by power divine, | Theſe laſt deduce him from th Melvetian kind, 


As means or end; of ſome more deep defien ? 
Mot ſure a3 means, whoſe end was this alone, 
To prove the Gorthead of th* eternal Son. 
(or! thus afferted, man is to believe 

Reyond what ſenſe and reaſon can conceive, 
Ar! for myſerions things of faith rely 
Or, the proponent, heaven's authority 

H then our faith ve for our guide admit, 

Vain is the farther ſearch of human wit 

when the buikdin? vans a ſurer ſtay, 

We mile th unuſetul ſcarfolding away 
R erfon by ſenſe no more car un ccitand; 
game spd into arot'er hav, 
ay chufe we then like bilanders to creep 

Jong the corp, and land in view to lep, 

When ſafely ww: may launch into the deep? 

In the ſame veſſel which or Saviour bore, 
Finſeif the pilot, let vs leave the ſhore, 

And with a better guide à he: er world exrlore 
Conte he his Co head veil with $efh and | 00, 
And not veil theſe again to he our ſoocꝰ 

His grace in bot! is equal in extent, 

The firſt affords us lite, the ſecond nowrifhment. 
And if he can, why all this frantic pain 

| 9 conſtrue what his cleareſt words contain, 
And make a riddle what he made fo plain ? 

i take up half on truſt, and half to try, 

Name it not faith, but hungling bigotry. 

gen knave and foo! the merchant we may call, 
pay great ſums, and to compound the ſmall : 


7 


Who near the Leman-lake his cor fort lin'd : 

That fiery Zuinglius firſt tht affection bred, 

And meagre Calvin bleſt the nuptial hed. 

in Iſrael ſome helieve him whelp'd long ſince, 

Men the proud Sankedrim oppreſs'd the prince 

"Or, ſince he will be ſew, derive him higher, 

When Corah with his brethren did confpire 

From Moſes' hand the fovereizn ſway to wreſt, 
4 


Are Arn of his enhod to diveſt ; 
Hong earth made way for all to paſs, 
ug cold not bear the burden of a claſs. 
{the fore and ne came ſhuffled in the dark. 
ever they were ſtory d in Noah's ark: 
' Perh.zps not made; for all their barking train 

[he og (a common ſpe ies) will contain 

And ſome wild curs, who from their maſters ran, 
Abborring the ſupremacy of mam, 
In eon; and caves the rebel- race began ö 

O happy pair, ho-v well have you incress'd 

What ills in church and ſtate have you redreſs d? 
With teeth nntry'd, and rudi ments of claws, 
Your firſt eſſay was on your native Jaws : 
[Thoſe having torn with eaſe, and trampled down, 
Your fg you faſten'd on the mitred crown, 
And freed from Cod and monarchy your town, 
Wit rthouzh your native kennel till be ſmall, 
BRownded berwixt a puddle and a wall; 

Yer your viftorious colonies are ſent 

Where the north ocean girds the continent. 
Quicken'd with fire below, your monfters breed 


— 
* 


| 


For who would break with heaven, and would not In fenny Holland, and in fruitful Tweed: 


hren for all? 
Reſt then, my foul, from endleſs anguifh ſreed: 
Vor ſciences thy guide, nor ferſe thy creed. 
Faith is the bet enſurer of thy blifs ; 
The hank above muſt fail before the venture miſs. 
But heaven and heaven horn faith are far from thee 
{hou firſt apoſtate to divinity. 
i nkenneÞ'd range in thy Polonian plains : 
4 fiercer foe the inſatiate wolf remains. 
do hoaſtſul Britain, pleaſe thyſelf no more, 
That beaſts of prey are hanith'd from thy ſhore : 
e hear, the boar, and every ſavage name, 
Wild in effect, though in appearance tame, 
ay waſte thy woods, deſtroy thy hIifsful hover, 
\nd, muzzled though they ſeem. the mutes devour 
Mare haughty than the reſt, the wolfiſh race 
\ppear with belly gaunt, and famiſh'd face 
Sever was ſo deform'd a heaſt of grace. 
"1g2ged tail herwixt his legs he wears, 
Cioſe elap'd for ſhame; but his rough creſt he 
rears, 
d pricks up his predeſtinating ears. 
Fs wild diforder'd walk, his haggard eyes, 
eh all the heſtial citizens ſurpriſe. 
oveh fear'd and hated, yet he rul'd a while, 
ptain or companion of the ſpoil. 
any a year his hateful head had heen 
For tribute paid, nor fince in Cambria ſeen : 
he laſt of all the litter ſcap'd by chance, 
And from Geneva firſt infeſted France. 
me authors thus his pedigree will trace, 
gut others write him of an upſtart race; 
Recs of Wickliffe's brood no mark he hrings, 
Bit is innate antipathy to kings. 


| And like the firſt the laſt affects to be 
{ Drawn to the dregs of x demorracy. 

| As, where in ſſelds the fairy rounds are ſeen, 

{A rank ſour herhage riſes on the green; 

Fo, forin ing where thoſe midnight elves advance, 
Res on prints the footſteps of the dance, 


Such are their doctrines, ſuch contempt they 


ſhowy 
o heaven above and to their prince below, 
As none but traitors and blaſphemers know. 
God, live the tyrart of the ſkies is plac'd, 


And tings, like faves, beneath the crowd debas'd 


o ſulfome is their food, that flocks refuſe 
bo bite, and only dos for phyfic uſe. 
Az where He liyhtning rums along the ground, 
No hmſbandry can hel the blaſting wound; 
Vor hWladed orafs, nor bearded corn ſucceeds, 
But feales of ſcurf and putrefaction breeds: 
heir zeal haus left, and ſuch a teemleſs earth. 
Zut, as the poiſons of the deadlieſt kind 
Are to their own unhappy coaſt confin'd 3 
As only indian ſhades of fight deprive, 
| And marie plants will but in Colchos thrive ; 
So pyreſpytery and peſtilential zeal 
Can only ffouriſh in a common weal. 
From Celtic woods is chac'd the wolfiſh crew 
{But ah! ſome pity ev'n to brates is due: 
Their native walks methinks they might enjoy, 
Curb d of their native malice to deſtroy. 
Of all the tyrannies on human-kind, 
The worſt is that which perſecures the mind, 
Let us hut aſt at whar offence we ſtrike, 
"Tis hut becauſe we cannot think alike, 
4 N 2 


uch wars, ſach wafte, ſuch fiery tracks of dearth 


4 
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In puniſting of this, we overthrow 

The laws of nations and of nature too. 
Beaſts are the ſubjefts of Vrannic ſway, 
Where ſtill the ſtronger on the wealer prey. 
Man only of a ſofter moid is marie, 

Not for his feilow's ruin but their ad: 
Created md, bereficent, and tree, 

The noble image of the Leit/. 

One portion of informing fie was g;ven 
To brutes, th' inferior family of heaven : 
"The ſmith divine, as with a carclefs beat, 
Struck out the mute creation at a heat: 

But wen arriv'd at laſt rd human race, 

The Godhead took a deep confidering (pace ; 

And to diſtinguiſh man from all the reſt, 
jniock'd the ſacred treaſures of his breaft ; 

And mercy mixt with reaſon did impart, 

One to his head, the other to his He irt: 

Reaſon to rule, but mercy to forgive : 

"The firſt is law, the laſt prerogative, 

And like his mind his ont ard torm appear 4, 

When, iſſuing nakcd, to the wondering her, 


He charin'd their eyes; and, for tie los, * 


ſear d: 
Not arm d with horns of arbitrary mie, 
Ot claws to ſeize their tory ſoils i fie, 


Or th increaſe of fett torte! 


flight : 
Of eaſ/ ſhape, and pliant every way ; 
Conſe ſſing ſtill the ſoſtreſ, of 1115 clay, 
Ann kind as kings upon tier coronation e 
Wien open hands, and with extended = 
Ot arms, td ſatisfy a large embrace. 


Thus kneaved up with milk, the new. mar © ma 


H:s Y;n;dormn er his kindred worth began: 
Til tnowiedge milapply'dt, milunderftond, 
And pride of empire ſour's bis haimy hicnt, 
Ihen, firſt rebelling. his own ſtains he tin; 
The wurderer Cain was latent in his lin.: 
And him be van ie firſt and loudeſt cry, 

For ciffering vor of the Det. 

Thu, perſecution roſe, and farther [pace 
Prout d the mighty hunter fu. rade. 

Not fo the hleſſcd Pan lis flock Hua 
Content to fold them rom the fanuſn'd he: 


Mild were his Une; the Teen and harte wind 


Were never Gt the piifecuting kind. 

Such pity row the pious paſtor hows, 

Such mercy nom the Brit ſh Ton firm's, 

That th provide protect on rm tt er ors. 
On happy rezions. Italy and Spain, 

Which never did tho monſters entettalr 

The wolf, the bear, the boat, c 

Wor n3t;ve Clair of juſt inberita ee. 

And ſeif-prefcrvirg lan, fevers in ſ. , 

May guard their fences from ti. invad ry foe, 
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W here birth has plac'd them, let diem fait hace 


Te common ber:ef* of v ta! air. J% 
Themfſeives vnharraful, let them ive unianty 
Ther aw, Adabled, ang their cls r. farm d 
e only in redturrat hewlngs Eo, 
Teide re ſeize the Hind, no- eng the fold. 
Mer: powerful, ard av Vigiart 25 tity, 

The Lon awfully forvide tie prey. 


T >cir rage repreſi d, tough pinch'd with farine 


frve: 
3 
They and aof and trem'e at b af: 
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Maca a er ger, but their bar.: rege. 
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"Theſe are the chisf; to number 9'cr the felt, 
And ſtand, like am, naming every beaſt, 
Were weary work ; nor will the Muſe deſcrile 
A fimy-lorn and ſun-begotten tribe ; 


In fd their ſullen cornvent.cles found. 
[1 bf groCt, Half animated, lumps I leave; 


Ner can I think what tlouphts they can conceive 


Hut, if they think at all, *tis ſure n her 
I han matter, put in motion, may afpir: : 


| Soul; trat can foarce ferment their maſs of 


0 lay : 
doe droſſ, ſodvilible are they, 
As wokd but ſerve pure bodies for allay : 
Such fouls as ſhards produce, ſuch bertle things 
As only buz to heaven with evening ai ; 
Strife in the dark, offending but by « hunde, 
duch we the blindfold Lows, of igrorantce. 
They bro” rot beings, and but hate a rame ; 
Io Hmmm Hint and Panther are the ſame, 


The Pwither ſure the noblett, rect the Hind, 


And fart} ertature of the, ſpotted Kind; 

On, crrald her in-horn fta.ms be wath'd away, 
She were to zo to be a henſt of prey! 

How can | pale, or lame, ant! not offen, 
'Or fea diviſe tl hal from the friend ; 
Her faults and virtues ie fo zd, that the 
Nor wy njlly Nats ron emmy, nor holy free 
; 1 hen, hike ler urid hon, lit me ſpeak ? 
Ile can oft hen her and he weuid not break. 
Tm ind already, an- eſtrant d in part, 
12 le t brgne % i. a e her wandering heart. 
Tout tnportute! yer with actual ill, 
She ha. t commuts ve 1s but in her wall. 
4% 2 ont Crecarnme P.tmiſts report, 


Irren Mu. ſpie, of a mile ſorts 

1 Þla tr hegte, and yet too white for 
17 
1 9 


ho juſt frope half way for, nor love; ftrll ; 
do p d, foo gently ffs fefrends from higt, 

bt ſcem 4 (ot difn gion dom the (hy. 

Her horſe not ang ett, wiatforter pretence 
Her clergy halts nave in het defence. 

A ſecond century not half-way run, 

Since the N oncuts ot het blood begun. 
Akon , bfg, and ſuriou mare 

hy luſt, compreſs't her mother in a ſhade; 
Then, by a leit- han- marriage, weds the dame, 
Cover unety with a ſ%ecmm name : 
So ſchiſm Eee ; and ſacrilege ard fne, 
A vill-matc4 par, got graceleſ. lere f/. 
* 
Te, trample clown divine and hun an laws : 
Perl ould de call d. reformers, ar their hate 
4.0 trot proclaims tie plant; à lewful prince 
By h:Yury retorm'd incorrinence ; 
iy rem, charity; by riots, abſtinerce. 
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Cemſeſſtons, faſts, and penarice ſet aſide; 
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n with what caſe we follow ſuch a zuide, 


ere foP. are ſtary d, and ſenſes graf, 
Were mateiare pleaſures mH prayer ſupp!;, 


coping 
And matt tells, a melancholy cry, 


phy. 
Religion (news a rofy-colour'd fact ; 
Ne batter'd out with drudring works of grace. 
A do- tu referat ion rolls apac- 


Who, far from ſterples and their facred ſound, 


1 i * ' . * +l 
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Are tun'd to merrier notes, Increaſe ard multi- 


WAYS LEY — —ů— — 


Wan fieſh 


gate 
Or, ill they 
All would | 
Thougin 
The tull-fe 
try his Ara 
(Of {ere all 
The ll 1. 
T* iriterpre 
„ ruh thy 
„make 
nel 
a Nene 
wi, in thi 
Ace th 
dure he mee 
Th ether 
Frrmiſh'd, 
The dilie 
Our Pa 
hea 
Ye! x7, the 
et fonte 
"T:« erehier 
Her upper 


Cher aff 


A father 
tre on bh 
Pur wt 
Vas Calvy 
2? 113, hike 


* 4 

1 ET Of av 
* 1 7 4 
68 if s ign 


Humbiy c 
warh 14 he 
Av st ſr; 
ee in he 
Ari leaſt . 
In ei; tafy 
# PPE fifvti 
ALES L 
#11 mall 

real pre 
nn ret 
ge- wiſe th 
Hor ie 
„e hut th 
eee 


75 


Ru ein' m 


Mehat b 
Nen faſt iy 


Au foal”: 


N. 71.1] | 
ee 
uind to 


25 8 2 8 * ng 


1 


Se 


8 


DRYDEN'S 


Wait feſh and blood would crowd the narrow 


gate, 


Or, 141] they waſte their pamper'd prnches, wait ? 


|| 0114 be happy at the cheapeſt rate, 


Though our Jean faith theſe rigid hu has green, A rare example ! 
(Grow hard, and ſhifter with acverfitz : 

[Yet the by fortune's favours are mndone 3 
DH into a laſer form they ron, 

7 ee the wind, but canrot bear the fn. 
. et this be ratute's fraiity, or her fate, 

Or Ifprim el, her new choſen mate 


den ſhe '; 


The tull-fed Muſſulman gors far to licaven ; 
Yo his Arabian prophet with delivhes 

Of forfe allur'd his eaftern profelyres. 

The iolly Leather, Frading him, hezan 

T' interpret Scr,ptures by hi Al-oran; 

T5 grun the thorns heneath out tender fret, 
„mat the paths of Paraiſo more ſ ret: 
erhielt hun of a wife ert halt way ronr, 
to D uneaſy travelling aloe; 

„n, in this maſquerade of mirth and lov, 


th the hi, of heaven for Bacolhoanals above. 


are he terſum'd of praiſe, whe came to Nos 
Th etherial paſtures with fo lat a flock 
Frrmih'd, and battening on their tool, to f 
Je Ailipence of careful hers below, 


Our Panther, though like theſe ſhe clang'd bet 


head, 
Ye! a: the miſtreſs of a monarch's het, 
Her front ereft with mae ſhie hav, 
T:« erofier wiglded, and the mitre worte. 
Mer upper part of decent . ihne 
Cher} affe “tation of an ancient line; 


An fathers, conncis, church and church's head, 


ere on her reverend plhyinterics rear. 

Pur what Giferac'dt and ifavon'd the reft, 
Was Caivin's brand that ſbirmatz the beaſt, 
This, Lie a creature of a toute Hind, 

In ir un babe nth ſhe lives con. 

Toe ferro ign lands no four of her 1s tome, 

Hum cortent to bed hid at home. 

watch 14 her fai*;1, where root cannot he hat, 
A? left (he leaves the refuſe of the hart : 

Vee in her cho te of ill, though not of bed, 
Are leaſt define, beauf- Hemd e lra?t 
In 'eitatul points hett her differing fre, 


Toe cor yratii ing term. (he ſtrives t6 join ; 
Sie 1 ſr 411 Le ſubſtance, { 1534; 171 72 frat he hyn, 
„real prefers all her fone allo, 


Pr yet tis flat inolatey to bos, 


: * 
Ber ate the poibent 5 there tles ret 17 


Her ghet are tavyplt, fiat bra ant wine 
„te hut the viſihle and ot are ſien, 
ITT Ya ty tine no in Comm mien ln. 
he th ind grace, or the thing ſignity'd, 
Fiz! on ar; ly, whe to faves ya; 
1 triful this 
15 * „ thofe ſurf! ton partane err le ase 7 
„ „ue ſirnifyed and wnderttonr, 
„ her n ci feſſim, feſh and beau. 
I hen, hy 247 4 
1 They date the fign, and take the ſub flange tog. 
The Lteral ſenſe is hard to fleſh and Mow, 
he remerie never can be under HH. 

Her vin belief on every ware is toft ; 
P* fare no church can better morals beast. 
to her King her privcyples are found 
„at her praftice were but half ſe, found f 
at in various turns of Pate ſhe fowl, 
Pri (eal't her vow'd affe lion with her biet: 
Nx 11 1 meanly tax ber conftancy, 
I witereth a lige ment mae the ye. 


rind to the fate of mitder, t iy 
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Before the founding ax fo falls the vine, 

Whoſe tener branches round the poplar twins, 
She choſe her ruin, and refien'd her Life, 

In death indaurtet as an Indian wife : 

It fore fouls we fee 


the faint of tht fallen crew, 

No mother mote inAaulrent but the true. 
tete her hes, yet fears her force to try, 

PBecaife the warts mate authority; 


For ure enn ſhe conftram then tookey, 

| Wit hay IT rich e aft CG? ﬀ th; 2 HY in ( ay , 
ehbelhen eg, 
In common thetft, will ſhare the comment N. 


al; and th, who to 


Let let ue the title ant the rizhe 
Azanit hero fiperions firft to dg : 
If Mme form 5 iy te t, even that 's as plain 
Er her on rebels to reform 3 


As los 14 words a different ſenſe will bear, 


\ net £1467 1 mn, Th ITE n interpreter, 

ST any faith Wl] no formation fin: 

The nds a weathercock for every wind : 
The bear, the for, the wolf, by turns prevail; 
The molt in power fupplics the prefent zale. 
The wreto bed Panther crics aloud for aid 


„urch and comncils, whom ſhe firſt betray'd ; 
No help from fathers of trait on's train: 


g ancient miles ſhe taught us to diſdain, 
| by that niente, which (he once abus'd 

To refor mutt ion, ſtands herſelf accut d. 

What bills for reach of hu can ſhe prefer, 

f Yi mrtin? which ſhe «© Ar herſ-lf may © 


# # 


Art, after all her windy; ways are try'd, 


Is arife, ſhe ſn bherſelf afide, 
De confierce fro the gute 
Ifen that conffients (ot ri offender free, 


fo ans hep of! 


Art Jeave;t 
. ' 
urn fo CHOrTet ati ority 
Fi */ a 7] Po TT „ E's ce * Rl 
t 1 ne cem, Menn pre fs 
Fit for tare may be confirucd to defend 
nee, whom tor teu lion ſhe tranſmits 


1. 
Io er, her hne tuft at quits; 


, 

Becanſe rn fore hence tan enſue, 

Where ro ſubmiſſi te jute is fue; 

Far! ridging for 14 afcit by her cœſene, 
abſoi'4 the ſends tr pumſhment. 

wipes the maviſtrate tene her canſz, 

13911 for tranſgre Ming mm laws. 


[4 7 


Ilan anſneting to its era church made, 
1 


Wes pryrrer is hit to oor mel ard wer ſuae 
font. hie ferure ſhe Hands 
Lermal eise 7 755 Nil inen mortal hands ! 

I ſure ente paint MH, infernal pate, 

A et i 77 aſite oof the fate 

Thus s the Parti er ne ther lowed nor fear'd, 
Amer mo queen of a que herd; 


| Whom ferns H Yarnfoal gas niet (he mi Ah cmtoul, 


Herſelf a part {ut rnit ed ehe whole, 

Then, as the mm why rf recgeye the liz 
By which ſhe makes our nether regions bright, 
do might ſhe fine, refiefting from afar 

{The rays ſhe bert d ſtom a better har ; 


le the bearns which from her rather flow, 


And reigning Ger th tiſin tides Meow 
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Now, mixing vith a ſavage crowd, ſhe goes, 

And meanly flatters her inveterare foes, 

Rul'd while ſhe rules, and loſing every hour 

Her wretched remnants of precarious power. 
One evening while the cooler ſhade the fought, 

Revolving many a melan<{1oly thought, 

Alone ſhe walk'd, and 1ook'd arocurd in vain, 

With rueful viſage, for her vanich'd train: 

None of her ſylvan fubjects made their court; 

Levges and couchees pals* without refort. 

So hard!y can ufurpers manage well 

Thoſe whom they firit initructed to rebel. 

More liberty hegets dete of more ; 

The hanger {till increafes wit the ſtore. 

Without reſpect they bruſh'd along the wood 

Each in his clan, and, fill d with loathſome food, 

Atk'a no permiſſion to the neighbouring flood. 

The Panther, full of inward diſcontent, 

Since they would go, betore them wifely went 

Supplying want ot power by dr nking firſt, 

As if the gave them leave to quench their thirſt, 

Among the reſt, the Hind, with tcartul face, 

Eeheld from far the common watering -placc, 

Nor durſt approach; till with an awitul roar 

The ſovercirn lien bad her tear no more, 

Encourag'd thus ſhe brought her younglings nich, 

Watching the motions of her patron*s ce, 

And drank a ſober drai.ght ; tne reit amaz a 

Stood mutely ſtill, and on the ſtranger gaz; 

Survey d her part by part, and fought to And 

The ten-horn'd monſter in the harmleſs Hind, 

Such as the Wolf and Panther had deſigu d. 
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After ſome common talk what rumours rat, 
he lady ot the ſpotted muff began. 


——— ʒ˖!....ññ%,ũ 


THE SECOND PART. 


AME, faid the Panther, times are mended 
well, 

Since late among the Philiſtines you fell. 
Ihe toils were pitch'd, a ſpacious tract of ground 
Wirth expert huntſmen was encompaſs d round; 
Ih' inclofure namov'd ; the ſagacious power 
Of hounds and death drew nearer every hour. 
lis true, the younger lion Tcap'd the ſnare, 
Bur ail your prieitly calves lay ſtruggling there; 
As tfacrifhces on their altars laid; 
While you their careful mother wiſely fled, 
Nor trufting dettiny to fave your head. 
For whate'er promiſes you have apply'd 
o vour unfailing church, tlie ſurer ſide 
our fair legs in danger to provide. 
| And whatc'er tales of Peter's chair you tell, 
vet, faving reverence of the miracle, 
Ic hetter luck was yours to ſcape ſo well. 
| As I remember, faid the ſoher Hind, 
Twit tof:s were for your own dear ſelf deſign'd, 
'A3 well 23 me; and with the ſelf-ſame throw, 
4+ © catch the quarry and the vermin too, 
orgive the ſlanderous tongues that call'd you ſo. 
rlowe*er you ta e it now, the common cry 


They thought at fiſt they dream; for "trias They ran you down for your rank loyalty. 


offence 
With them, to quaſtt on certitude of ſenſe, 
Their guide in faith; but nearer when they drew, 
And had the faulticfs object full in view, 
Lord, how they all admir'd her heaveniy hne ! 
Some, who before her tellowthip difdain'd, 
Icarce, and but ſcarce, from in-born rave re 7 
ſtrain d. 

Now ſriſk d about her. and old kindred teign'd, \ 
Whether for love or inrereit, every ſet 
Of all the ſavage-nation ſthew'd reſpect. 
The viccroy Panther could not awc the herd; 
The more the company, the le % they tear d. 
The furl» Wolf with ſecret envy burſt, 
Yer could not howl; the Hind had feen him firſt; 
Bur what he durtt nor ſpeak, the Panther durſt. 

For when the herd, ſuffic d, did late repair 
To lerney hearhs, and to their toreft lare, 
She made a mannerly excute to ftay, 
Protfering the Hind to wait her half the way: 
Thar, fince the ſky was clear, an hour et tai 
Might help her to bezuile the tedious walk, 
With much good-will the motion was emmac'y, 
To chat a while on their adventures pais d: 
Nor had the gratetul Hind ſo ſoon forgot 
Her friend and fellow - ſufferer in the plot. 
Yet wondering how of late ſhe grew eſtrang'd. 


Betides, in Popery they thought you nurſt, 
'As evil tongues will ever ſpeak the worſt, 
Becanfe foine forms, and ceremonies ſome 
You kept, and {tood in the main queſtion dumb. 
umb you were born indeed; hut thinking long 
the reft it ſeems at laſt has loos d your tongue. 
And to explain what your fore-fathers meant, 
By real preſence in the ſacrament, 
After long tencing puth'd againſt a wall, 
Yo ir falvo comes, that he's not there at all: 
IThere chang'd your faith, and what may change 
p may fall. 
| Wl.o can believe what varies every day, 
; Nor ever was, nor will he, at a ſtay ? 
Tortures may force the tongue untruths to tell, 
And I ne'er own'd myſeif infailible, 
Reply'd the Panther: grant ſuch preſence were, 
Vet in your ſenſe | never n d it there. 
{A real virtue we by faith receive, 
And tliat we in the ſacrament believe. 
Then ſaid the Hind, as you the matter ſtate, 
Not only Jeſuits can equivocate; 
For real, as you now the word expound, 
From ſoiid ſubſtance dwindles to a ſound. 
Methinks an A ſop's fable you repeat; 
; Yon know who took the ſhadow for the meat: 
[Your church's ſubitance thus you change at will, 


Eer ſorencad cloudy, and her countenance chang'd, And yet retain your former figure till. 


Size thought this hour th” occation would preſent 

Jo learn her ſecret cauſe of diſcontent, 

Which, well ſhe hop'd, might be with eaſe re- 
dreſs'd, 

Canfidering her a well-bred civil heaſt, 

And more a gentlewoman than the reft. 


Is chopp'd and chang'd, like winds 


I freely grant you ſpoke to ſave your life; 
850 then you lay beneath the hutcher's knife. 
Long time you fonght, redoubled battery hore, 
Bur, after all, againſt yourſelf you ſwore ; 
Your former ſelf : for every hour your form 


fore a ſtorm 
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thus fear and intereſt will prevail with ſome ; 
tor all have not the gift of martyrdom. 
The Panther grinn'd at this, and thus reply'd : 


Rul'd by the ſcripture and his own advice, 
Each has a blind bye-path to Paradiſe ; 


Where, driving in a circle flow er faſt, 
That men may Er was never yet ceny'd. Oppoſing ſects are ſure to meet at laſt. 
But, if that common principle he true, A wondrous charity you have in ſtore 3 
ihe canron, dame, is level'd full at you. For all reform'd to paſs the narrow door : N 1 
e monning long diſputes, I tain would fee So much, that Maſomet had ſcarcely more. * 
9 lat w 0r:drous wizht Infallibility. For be, kind prophet, was for damning none; g 
boom heaven, this mighty champion, come: But Chriſt and Moſes were to ſave their own : [ok 
BS Go: esd belo in tubterranean Rome? Himfelf was to ſecure his choſen race, N 
eat him ſomewhere, and derive his race, Though reaſon good for Turks to take the place, j b 
= vr ci conclude that nothing has no place, And he allow'd to be the hetter man, i 
| 4 Suppoſe, though I difown it, ſaid the Hind, In virtue of his lolier Alcoran. 44g 
4 The certain manſion were not yet aſſien d: True, ſaid the Panther, I ſhall ne er deny Fs 
FS Thc Coubtiul reſidence ro proot can bring My brethren may te fav'd as well as I: * 
| Azairt the plain exiſtence of the thing. 1 hough Hugonots condemn our ordination, po 
LS Becauſe philoſophers may diſagree, 1 Succeftion, miniſtcrial vocation ; [ 
l fight emiſſion or reception be, And Luther, more miſtaking what he read, 1 
= <%hall it be thence inferr'd, I do not ſee ? ſ Misjoins the ſacred body with the hread : ; 
£2 But you require an anſwer poſitive, Vet, lady, ſtill remember 1 maintain, 
E Which yet, when I demand, you dare not give; The word in needtu! points is only plain. 5 
For fallacies in univerſals live. Needleſs, orneedtul, I not now contend, | 7 
tm then affirm that this unfailing guide For ſtill you have a loop-hole for a friend; LY, 
3 in pope and general councils muſt retide ; (Rejoin'd the matron): but the rule you lay i 
* | Both lawtul, toth combin'd : what one decrees tas led whole flock 5 and leads them Ki aſtray, i; 
% hy numerous votes, the other ratifies: | In weighty points, and tull damnation's way. * 
= On this undouhted tenſe the church relies. For <4 not Arins firſt, Socinus now, * 
Iss truc, ſome doctors in a ſcarter ſpace, The Son's eternal God-head diſfavow ? 
| mean, in tach apart, contract the place. And did not theſe by goſpel texts alone 
Some, who to greater length extend the tne, Condernn our doctrme, ard maintain their own ? 
The church's atter-acceptar.on join. 


Have not all heretics the fame pretence 
Jo plead the ſcriprures in the ir own defence ? 
Ho did the Nicene council then decide 
Phat ſtrong debate ? was it by ſcripture try'd ? 
No, ture; to that the rebel would not yield ; 
Squadrons of texts he marſhal'd in the field: 
{1 hat was but civil war, an «qual ſet, 
( | Where piles with piles, and eagles eavles met. 
;Witl texts po:nt-blani and plain he fac*d the foe, 
And did not Satan tempt our Saviour fo ? 
Che good old biſhops took a fimpler way 
r ach alk d but what he heard his father ſay, 
Or how he was inſtructed in his youth, 
New councils mult be call'd to make the meaning And by tradition's force upheld the truth. 
clear : 
Becauſe in them the power ſupreme reſides; 
anch all the promiles are to the guides. : 
This may be taught with tound and ſafe de- 
fence : 
Pvt mark how ſandy is your own pretence, 
Who, fettng councils, pope, and church atide, 
Are every man his own preſumim guide. 
The facred books you fay, are full and plain, 
And every needful point of truth contain: 
o can read interpreters may he: 
us, thongh your ſeveral churches difagree, 
1 t every faint has 10 himſelf alone 
The ſecret of this philoſophic ſtone. 
ee principles your jarring ſects unite, : 
Wien differing doors and d.ſciples fight. 
Though Luther, Zuinglius, Calvin, holy chiefs, | 
Have made a battle-royal of beliefs ; 
Or like wild horſes ſeveral ways have whirl'd 
Phe tortur'd text about tie chriſtian world; 
Fach ſchu laſhing on with fur.ous force, 
That Turk or Jew could not have us'd it worſe ; 
No matter what difſenſion leaders make, 
Were every private man may fave a ſtake: 


[is laſt circumterence appears too Wide; 
Tie church ditfus'd is by the council ty'd 
As members, by their repreſenta ives 
Oblig'd to laws, which prince and ſenate gives. 
i hus tome contract, and ſome enlarge the tpace: 
In pope and council who denies tlie place, 
Affiited trom above with God's urfailing grace? 
N Tlofe canons all the necdtul points contain; 
Their ſenſe fo obvious and their words io ptain, 
hat no difputes about the douhttul text 
= Hive hitlierto the labouring world perplex d. 

f any (hould in after-times appear, 
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The Panther ſmil'd at this; and when, ſaid ſhe, 
Were thoſe firſt counci!s difailow*'d by me ? 
Or where did 1 at ſure tradition ſtrike, 
Provided ſtil} it were apoſtolic ? 
Friend, ſaid the Find, you quit your former, 
grounc, 
Where all your faith you d'd on ſcripture found : 
Now ' tis tradition join'd with holy writ ; 
But thus your memory betrays your wit. 
No, ſaid the Panther; for in that I view, 
When your tradition's ſorg'd, and when tis true. 
I fet them hy the rule, and, as they quare, 
Or deviate from undoubted doctrine there, 
This oral fiction, that old futh declare. 
(Hind.) "The council ſteer'd, it ſeems, a different 
courſe ; . 
They try'd the ſcripture by tradition's force : 
But you tradition by the ſcripture try; 
Purſued by ſects, from this to that you fly, 
Nor dare on one foundation to rely. 
The word is then depos'd, and in this view, 
You rule the ſcripture, not the ſcripture you. 
Thus faid the dame, and ſmiling, thus purſu d: 
I ſee, tradition then is diſallo vd, 
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When not evinc'd by ſcripture to be true, 

And fcripture as interpreted by you. 

But here you tread upon unfaithful ground; 

Unleſs you could intallibly expound : 

Which you reject as odious popery, 

And throw that doctrine back with ſcorn on me. 

Suppoſe we on things traditive divide, 

And both appeal to ſcripture to decide; 

By various texts we both uphold our claim, 

Nay, otten, ground our titles en the jane: 

After long labour loſt, and time's æxpence, 

Both grant the words, and quarrel tor the ſenic. 

Thus all diſputes for ever muſt depend; 

For no dumb rule can controverſies end. 

Thus, when you ſaid, tradition muit be try'd 

By ſacred writ, whoſe ſenſe yourtelves decide, 

You ſaid no more, but that yourtelves mult be 

The judges of the ſcripture ſenſe, not we. 

Againſt our church-trad:;tion you declare, 

And yet your clerks would fit in Moles* chair: 

At leaſt tis prov'd againſt your argument, 

The rule is far from plain, where all diſlent. 
If not by ſcriptures, how can we be fure 

Reply'd the Panther, what tradition's pure ? 

For you may palm upon us new tor old : 

All, as they ſay, that glitters, is not gold: 
How but by tollowing her, reply'd the dame, 

To whom deriv'd trom fire to ſon they came; 

Where every age does on arother move, 

And truſts no tarther than the next above; 

Where all the rounds like Jacob's ladder rife, 

The loweſt in the carth, the topmott in the 

ſkies. 

Sternly the ſavage did her anſwer mark, 

er glowing eye-balls glitrering in the dark, 

Ad ſaid but this: Since lucre was your trade, 

ceeding, times ſuch dreadtul gaps have made, 

is dangerous climbing: To your ſons and you 

leave the ladder, and its omen too. 

(Hind.) The Pantaer's breath was ever fam'd for 

ſweet ; 

Put trom the Wolf ſuch wiſhes oft 1 meet : 

You learn'd this language from the blatant heaſt, 

Or rather did not ſpeak, but were poileſs'd. 

As for your anſwer, tis but barely urg'd : 

You muit evince tradition to be torg'd ; 

I'roduce plain proofs; unblemith'd authors uſe 

A. ancient as tl.ofe ages they accuſe ; 

"Lit when 'tis not ſufficient to detame; : 

An old poſſeſſion ſtands, till eder quits the claim. 

Then tor our intereſt, which is nam'd alone 

To load with envy, we retort your own. 

For when traditions in your faces fly, 

ReZoiving not to yield, you muſt decry. 

As when the cauie goes hard, the guilty man 

Excepts, and thins his jury all he can; 

So when you ſtand of other aid bereft, 

You to the twelve apoſtles would be left. 

Your friend the W. oi did with more craft provide 

To tet thoſe toys traditions quite aſide; 

And fathers, too, unleſs when, reaſon ſpent, 

He cites them but ſometimes for ornament. 

But, madam Panther, you, though more finoere, 

Are not ſo wiſe as your adulterer : 

1 he private ſpirit is a better blind, 

Tan al the Ecegirg tricks your authers find. 
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For they, who left the ſcripture to the crowe, 
Each for his own peculiar judge allow'd ; 

The way to pleaſe them was to make them proud. 
Thus with full fails they ran upon the ſhelf ; 
Who could ſuſpect a cozenage from himſell? 
On his own reaſon ſater 'tis to and, 

Than be deceiv'd and damn'd at ſecond-hand. 
But you, who fathers and traditions take, 

And garble ſome, and ſome you quite forfake, 
Pretending church-authority to fix, 

And yet ſome grains of private ſpirit mix, 

4c like a mule made up of differing ſeed, 
and that's the reaſon why you never breed ; 
At leait not propagate your kind abroad, 

Cor me diſſenters are by ſtatutes aw'd. 

And yet they grow upen you every day, 

W hile you, to ſpeak the beſt, are at a Ray, 


For ſects, that are extremes, abhor a middle way. 


Like tricks of ſtute, to ſtop a raging flood, 
Or mollify a mad-brain'd ſenate's mood: 
Ot all expedients never one was good. 

Well may they argue, nor can you deny, 

t we muſt fix on church-authority, 

eſt on the heit, the ſountain, not the flood; 
hat muſt be better ſtill, if this be good. 
Shall ſhe command who has herſelf rebell'd ? 


Is antichriſt by antichriſt expell'd ? 
Did we a lawful tyranny diſplace, 
To ſet aloft a baftard of the race ? 


Muſt not interpret for ourſelves, but ſhe ? 
Either be wholly flaves, or wholly free. 

For purging fires traditions mutt rot fight; 

But they mutt prove epiſcopacy's right. 

Thus thoſe led horſes are from ſervice treed ; 
You never niount them but in time of need. 
Like mercenaries, hir'd for home detence, 

They will not ſerve againſt their native prince. 
Againſt domeſtic toes of hierarchy 

"Theſe are drawn forth, to make tanatics fly; 
But, when they ſee their countrymen at hand, 
Marcl:ing againſt them under church-command, 
Straight they forſake their colours, and diſhand, 
Thus the, nor could the Panther well enlarge 
Wit! weak detence againſt ſo ſtrong a charge; 
But ſaid: For what did Chriſt his word provide, 
IC 11:1] his church muſt want a living guide? 
And it all-ſaving doctrines are not there, 

Or fazrcd penmen could not make them clear, 
trom aſter-azes we ſhould hope in vain 

ror truths, which men inſpir'd could not explain. 
Before the word was wr.tten, ſaid the Hind, 
Our Saviour preach'd his faith to human -kind ; 
From his apoſtles the firſt age receiv' 

Eternal truth, and what they taught believ'd. 
Thus by tradition faith was planted firſt ; 


{Succeeding flocks ſucceeding paſtors nurs'd. 


(Who fure could all things for the beſt diſpoſe) 

To fence his fold from their encroaching ſoes. 

He could have writ himſelf, but well foreſfaw 
Th” event would be like that of Moſes' law; 
Some difference would ariſe, ſome doubts remain, 
Like thoſe which yet the jarring Jews maintain. 
No written laws can be ſo plain, fo pure, 

But wit may gloſs, and malice may obſcure ; 


This was the way our wife Redeemer choſe, 


Why all theſe wars to win the book, if we 
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Not thoſe indited by his firſt command, 

A prophet grav'd the text, an angel held his hand: 
Thus faith was, ere the written word appear'd, 
And men belicv'd not what they read but heard. 
gut fince th' apoſtles could not be confin'd 

To theſe, or thoſe, but ſeverally defign'd 

Their large commiſſion round the world to blow; 
To ſpread their faith, they ſpread their labours too. 
Yet ſtill their abſent flock their pains did ſhare, 
They hearken'd ftill, for love produces care. 

And as miſtakes aroſe, or diſcords fell, 

Or hold ſeducers taught them to rebel, 

As charity grew cold, or faction hot, 

Or long neglect their leſſons had forgot, 

For all their wants they wiſely did provide, 

And preaching by epiſtles was ſupply'd : 

So great phyſicians cannot all attend, 

gut ſome they viſit, and to {ome they ſend. 

Vet all thoſe letters were not writ to all; 

Nor firſt intended but occaſional, 

Their abſent ſermons; nor if they contain 

All needſul doctrines, are thoſe doctrines plain. 
Clearneſs by frequent preaching muſt be wrought ; 
"They writ but ſeldom, but they daily taught. 

And what one faint has ſaid of holy Paul, 

« He darkly writ,” is true apply'd to all. 

For this obſcurity could heaven provide 

More prudently than by a living guide, 

As doubts aroſe, tle difference to decide? 

A guide was therefore needful, therefore made; 
Arid, if appointed, ſure to be obey'd. 

Thus, with due reverence to th' apoſtles” writ 

By which my ſons are taught, to which ſubmit ; 
I think, thoſe truths, their ſacred works contain, 
The church alone can certainly explain: 

That following ages, leaning on the paſt, 

May reſt upon the primitive at laſt, 

Nor would I thence the word no rule infer, 

But none without the church- interpreter. 
Becauſe, as I have urg'd before, 'tis mute, 

And is itſelf the ſubye of diſpute. 

But what th' apoſtles their ſucceſſors taught, 
They to the next, from them to us is broug?ir, 
Th' undoubted ſerfe which is in ſcripture ſought. 


To ſtop their entrance, and prevent ſurpriſe ; 

And, ſafe entrench'd within, her outward foes 
defies, 

By theſe all ſeſtering ſores her councils heal, 

Which time or has difclos'd, or ſhall reveal; 

For diſcord cannot end witi:out a laſt appeal. 

Nor can a council national decide, 

But with ſubordination to her guide : 

| with the cauſe were on that iſſue try'd) 

Much leſs the ſcripture; for ſuppoſe debate 

Berwixt pretenders to a fair eſtate, 

Bequeath'd by ſome legator's laſt intent; 

(Such is our dying Saviour's teſtament: ) 

The will is prov'd, is open'd, and is read; 

The doubtful heirs their differing titles plead : 

All vouch the words their intereſt to maintain, 

And each pretends by thoſe his cauſe is plain. 

Shall then the Teſtament award the right? 

No, that's the Hungary for which they fight; 


Ide field of hattle, ſubject of debate; 


The thing contended for, the fair eſtate. 
The ſenſe is intricate, tis only clear 


Wiiat vowels and what conſonants are there. 
vol III. 


Therefore *tis plain, its meaning muſt be try'd 
Before ſome judge appointed to decide. 
Suppoſe, the fair apoſtate ſaid, I grant, 
The faithtul Rock forne living guide ſhould want, 
Your arguments anendlefs chafe purſue : 
Produce this vaunted leader to our view, 
This mighty Moſes of the choten crew. 
The dame, who ſaw her fainting foe retir'd, 
With force renew*'d, to victory afpir'd ; 
And, looking upward to her kindred ſky, 
As once our Saviour own'd his Deity, 
Pronounc'd his words“ ſhe whom you ſeek 
« am 1.” 
Nor leſs amaz'd this voice the Panther heard, 
Than were thoſe Jews to hear a God declar'd. 
Then thus the matron modeſtly renew'd : 
Let all your prophets and their ſects be view'd, 
And ſee to which of them yourſelves think fit 
The conduct of your conſcience to ſubmir : 
Fach proſelyte would vote his doctor beſt, 
With abſolute excluſion to the reſt: 
Thus would your Poliſh diet diſagree, 
And end, as it began, in anarchy: 
Yourſelt the faireſt for election Rand, 
Becauſe you ſeem crown-general of the land : 
But ſoon ag ainiſt your ſuperſtitious lawn 
Some preſhyterian ſabre would be drawn: 
In your eſtablith*d laws of ſovereignty 
The reit ſome fundamental flaw would ſee, 
And call rebellion goipel-liberty. 
To church- deerces your articles require 
Submiffon mollify'd, if not entire. 
Homage deny'd, to cenſures you proceed: 
But when Curtana will rot do the deed, 
You lay that pointleſs clergy-weapon by, 
Andi to the laws, your ſword of juttice, fly. 
Now this your ſects the more unkindly take, 
Thofe prying varlets hit the blots you make, 
Becauſe tome ancient friends of yours declare, 
Your only rule of faith the ſcriptures are. 


From hence the church is arm'd, when errors bh 


Interpreted by men of judgment ſound, 


( VWLich every ſect will for themſelves expound; 
Nor t'1ink lefs reverence to their doctors due 


'F 


or found interpretation, than to you. 

it then, by able heads, are underſtood 

Your brother prophets, who reſorm'd abroad; 
Thoſe able heads expound a wiſer way, 

That their own ſlicep their ſhepherd ſhould obey. 


That doctrine turns the reformation round, 
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Bur if you mean yourſelves are only found, | 


And ali the reſt are falſe reformers found z 


Not in communion join'd with any one; 


Becauſe in ſundry points you ſtand alone, } 


Ard therefore muſt be all the church, or none. 
Then, ti!l you have agreed whoſe judge is beſt, 
Againſt this forc'd ſubmiſſion they proteſt : 

V/ ile found ard ſound a different ſenſe explains, 
Poth play at har4licad till they break their brains; 
And from their chairs each other's force defy, 
While unregarded thunders vainly fly. 

I paſs the reſt, becauſe your church alone 

Of all ufurpers beſt could fill the throne. 


For this high office can be qualify'd, 

With neceſſary gifts requir'd in ſuch a guide. 

For that, which muſt direct the whole, muſt be 
Pound in one bond of faith and unity : 


Bur all your ſeveral chutelies diſagree. 
0 


But neither you, nor any ſect beſide, 
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The confubftantiating church and prieſt Behold what heavenly rays adorn her brows, Much! 
Refuſe communion to the Calviniſt: What from his wardrobe her Belov'd allows ; Th an, 
The French reform'd from preaching you reſtrain, To deck the wedding-Cay of his unſpotted ſpouſe. 4 ; od- lit 
Becauſe you judge their ordination vain; Pehold what marks of majeſty ſhe brings; ö Prov'd 
And ſo they judge of yours, but donors muſt or- \ Richer than ancient heirs of eaftern kings: N For all 
dain. Her rizht hand holds the ſceptre and the keys, 6 (1 rea 

In ſhort, in doctrine, or in diſcipline, To ſhew whom the commands, and who obeys : $ Was er 
Not one reform'd can with another join : With theſ. to bind, or ſet the ſinner free, 3 Old her 
But all ſrom each, as from damnation, fly; With that to aſſert ſpiritual royalty. 6 By care 
No union they pretend, but in Non-Popery : One in herſelf, not rent by ſchiſm, but ſound, * is 
Nor, ſhould their members in a ſynod meet, - Entire, one ſolid ſhining diamond; b The cln 
Could any church preſume to mount the ſeat, Not ſparkles ſhatter'd into ſects like you: x Ang hu 
Above the reſt, their diſcords to decide; One is the church, and muſt be to be true; 15 Judge t 
None would obey, but each would be the guide: | One central principle of unity, 4 8 | 
And face to face diſſenſions would increaſe ; As undivided, ſo from errors free, | FR I oſe a 
For only diſtance now preſerves the peace. As one in faith, ſo one in ſanctity, 4 Shew, * 
All in their turns accuſers, and accus'd : Thus ſhe, and none but ſhe, th' inſulting rage &: ol 
Babel was never half ſo much confus'd : Of heretics oppos'd from age to age: oe We Ci 
What one can plead the reſt can plead as well ; Still when the giant-hrood invades her throne, 3 To coin 
For amongſt equals lies no laſt appeal, | She Noops from heaven, and meets them half way 4 yo” elf 
And all confeſs themſelves are fallible. | down, 4 hen C 
Now fince you grant ſome neceſſary guide, And with paterval thunder vindicates het crown. 3 3 e 
All who can err are juſtly laid aſide: | But like Egyptian ſorcerers you ſtand, 4 80 0 
Becauſe a truſt fo ſacred to conter und vanly lit aloſt your magic wand, 15 Moe it 
Shews want of ſuch a ſure interpreter ; | Jo ſweep away the ſwarms of vermin from the "I Pill ſchi 
And how can he be needful who can err * | land: 4 + Thus, 
Then granting that unerring guide we want, 'You could like them, with like infernal force, i 2 = of 
That ſuch there is you ſtand oblig'd to grant: Product the plague, hut rot arreſt the courſe, 3 Q 1 an 
Our Saviour elſe were wanting, to ſupply But when the boils and blotches, with dtgrace E And Vie 
Our needs, and obviate that neceſſity. And public ſcandal, ſat upon the face, 4 Or whi 
It then remains, that church can only he hemſclves attack'd, the Mari ttrove no more, N - I 
The guide, which owns unfailing certz.nty ; They ſaw Cod's finger, and their {ate deplore; 4 2 we 
Or elſe you ſlip your hold, and change your fide, hemſelves they could not cure of the diſhoneſt | 4 6 ks + 
Relapſing from a neceſſary guide. | ſore. 1 = calc 
But this annex*d condition of the crown, Thus one, thus pure, behold her largely fpread, 1 00 2 
Immunity from errors, yon difown ; Like the fair o ean from her mother-hed; 4 W 7 * 
Here then you ſhrink, and lay your weak preten - From eaſt to weſt triumphantly ſhe rides, 5 5 . 
ſions down. Ali toves are water'd by her wealthy tices. "i _ 5 

For petty royalties you raiſe debate ; The zoſpel-ſound, diffus'd from pole to pole, 1 Ak you 

But this unfailing univerſal ſtate Wee winds can carry, and where waves can roll 5 _ 

You ſhun; nor dare ſucceed to ſuch a glorious ( Th: {1 ume doctrine of the ſacred page ny eee, - 

weight; Conve to every clime in every age. 2 3 ar 

And for that cauſe thoſe promiſes deto{t, Acre let my ſorro v give my ſatire place, * 3 

With which our Saviour did his church invett ; Jo raife new bluſhez on my Eritiſh race; 2 The a 

But ſtrive t* evade, and fear to find tem true, |Our ſailing ſhips like common ſewers we uſe, 3 ee 

As conſcious they were never meant to you: And through our diſtant colonies ditfuſe 25 ; In = _ 

All which the mother-church aſſerts her 0.1, Tue dra'irzht of dungeons, and the ſtench of 22 If fic 5 

And with unrival'd claim aſcends the throne. ſtews. Tin _ 

So when of old th' almighty Father fate Whom, when their home-hred honefty is loſt, 3 1 

In council, to redeem our ruin'd ſtate, We difembogue on ſo ne far Indian coaft : But fy 

Millions of millions, at a diſtance round, Thieves, pandards, pa larde, firs of cvery fort ; Sy —_ 

Silent the ſacred confiitory crown'd, "Phoſe are the manuſactures we export; Ti. = 

To hear what mercy, mixt with juſtice, could Sung 


propound: 
All prompt with eager pity, to fulfil 
The full extent of their Creator's will. 
But when the ſtern conditions were declar'd, 
A mournful whiſper through the hoſt was heard, 
And the whole hierarchy, with heads hung down, 
Submiſſively declin'd the ponderous proffer'd crown. 
Then, not till then, th* eternal Son from high 
Roſe in the ſtrength of all the Deity : 
Stood forth t' accept the terms, and underwent 
A weight which all the frame of heaven had bent, 
Nor he himſelf could bear, but as Omnipotent. 
Now, to remove the leaſt remaining doubt, 


That ev'n the blear- ey d ſets may find her out, 


For, with my country's pardon be it ſaid, 
Religion is the leaſt of all our trade. 

Yet ſome improve their traffic more than we; 
For they on gain, their only god, rely, 
And ſet a public price on picty. 
Induſtrious of the needle and the chart, 
They run full fail to their Japonian mart ; 
Prevention fear, and, prodigal of ſame, 
Sell all of Chriſtian to the very name; 
Nor leave enough of that to hide their naked 

| ſhame. 
Thus, of three marks, which in the creed m0 
view, 


a one of all can be applied to you: 


And thefe the miſſior.ers our 2eal has made: } 
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Much leſs the fourth; in vain, alas! you ſeek 
Th* ambitious title of apoſtolic : 
God-like deſcent! *tis well your hlood can be 
Prov'd noble in the ti ird or fourth degree ; 
For all of ancient that you had before, 
mean what 1s not Forrow'd from our ſtore) 
Was error fulm.nared o'er and o' er; 
Old herefies condemmn'd in ages paſt, 
By care and time recover'd trom the blaſt. 
"Tis ſaid with eaſe, but never can be prov'd, 
The church her old foundat.ons has remov'd, 
Ard huilt rew doctrines on unſtable ſands : 
judge that ye winds and rains: you prov'd her, yet 
ſhe ttavds. 
Tihofe ancient doctrines charg'd on her for new, 
Shew, when, and how, and from what hands they 
reve. 
We claim no power, when hereſies grow bold, 
To coin new faith, but ſtill declare the old. 
How eif: could that obſcene difeale be purg'd, 
When controverted texts are vainly urg'd? 
Te pꝛove tradition new, there's ſomewhat more 
Requir'd, than ſaying, twas not us'd before. 
Tloſe monumental arms are never ſtirr'd, 
Till ſchiſm or hereſy call down Goliab's ſword. 
Thus, what you call corruptions, are, in truth, 
The firſt plantations of the goſpel's youth; 
Old ſtandard faith: but caſt your eyes again, 
And view theſe errors which ne ſes maintain. 
Or which of old diſturb'd the church's peaceful 
reign ; 
And we can point each period of the time, 
When chey began, and who begot the crime; 
Can calculate how long th' eclipſe endur'd. 
Who interpos'd, what digits were obicur'd : 
Of all which are already paſs'd away, 
We know the riſe, the progreſs, and decay. 
Deſpair at our foundations then to ſtr.ke, 
Till you can prove your faith apoftol.c ; 
Alimpid ſtream drawn from the native ſource z 
Succeſſion lawful in a lineal courſe. 
Prove any church, oppos'd to this our head, 
So one, ſo pure, ſo unconfin'dly ſpread, 
Under one chief of the ſpiritual thare, 
The members all combin'd, and all ſubordinate. 
Sie ſuch a ſeamleſs coat, from ſchiſm to nee, 
In ro communion join'd with hereſy. 
Ii fach a ove you find, let truth prevail: 
Till when your weiglits will in the balance fail: | 
A church unprincipled kicks up the fad. 
But if you canrot think (ror ſure you can 
Suppoſe in Cod what were unjuſt in man) 
Tiiat he, the fountain of eterpal cragg, } 
S uld ſuffer faiſchood, for fo lone a Race, 
To hanith truth, and to uſurp her place: 5 
that ſeven ſucceſſive ages ſhout he loſt, 
And preach damoation at their proper coſt; 
That all your erring anceftors ſhovid die, 
Drown'd in tl abyſs of deep idolatry : 
If piety ſorbid ſuch thouchts to riſe, 
Awake, and open your unwilling eyes : 
God hath left nothing for each age undone, 
From this to that wherein he ſent his Son: 


Then * but well of him, and half your work is 
ie, 
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See bow his church, adorn'd with every grace, 

With open arms, a kind forgiving face, 

Stands ready to prevent her long-loſt ſon's em- 
brace. | 

Not more did Tofeph o'er his brethren weep 

Nor leſs himſelt could from diſcovery keep, 

When in the crowd of ſuppliants they were ſeen, 

And in their crew his beſt-heloved Benjamin. 

That pious Joſeph in the church behold, 

To feed your famine, and refuſe your gold ; 

The Jofeph you exi'd, the Joſeph whom you 
ſold 


Thus, while with heavenly charity ſhe ſpoke, 
A ftreaming blaze the ſilent ſhadows broke; 
Shot from the ſkies; a chearful azure light : 
The hirds obſcene to foreſts wing'd their flight, 
And gaping graves receiv'd the wandering guilty 
ſpright. 
Such were the pleaſing triumphs of the ſky, 
For James's late nocturnal victory; 
he pledge of his Almighty patron's love, 
The fireworks which his angels made above. 
I ſaw myſoli the lambent eaſy light 
Gild the broven horror, and diſpel the night: 
The meffenger with ſpeed the tidings bore: 
News, which three labouring nations did reſtore; | 
But heaven's own Nuntius was arriv'd before. 
By this, the Hind had reach'd her lonely cell, 
And vapors roſe, and dews unwholſome fell. 
When the, by frequent obſervation wiſe, 
As ore who long on heaven had fix'd her eyes, 
Discern'd a change of weather in the ſkies. 
1 he weſtern borders were with crimſon ſpread, 
ihe moon deſcending look'd all-flaming red? 
She thouzht good- manners bound her to invite 
The ſtranger dame to be her gueſt that night. 
"Tis true, coarſe diet, and a ſhort repaſt, 
{She ſaid) were weak inducements to the taſte | 
Ot one ſo nicely bred, and fo unus'd to faſt: 
Put what plain fare her cottage could afford, 
A hearty welcome at a homely board, 
Was freely hers ; and, to ſupply the reſt, 
An honeſt meaning, and an open breaſt : 
Laft, with content of mind, the poor man's wealth, 
4. grace-cup to their common patron's health. 
This ſhe deſir'd her to accept, and ſtay, 
For fear ſhe might be wilder'd in her way, 
Becauſe ſhe wanted an unerring guide, 
And then the dew-drops on her ſilken hide 
Her tender conſtitution did declare, 


Teo lady-like a long fatigue to bear, 

And rough inclemencies of raw nocturnal air, 

Put moſt the fear'd that, travelling ſo late 

Some evil- minded beaſts might lie in wait, } 
Ard without witneſs wreak their hidden hate. 


The Panther, though ſhe lent a liſtening ear, 
Had more of lior in her than to fear: 
Yet, wiſely weighing, ſince ſhe had to deal 
With many foes, their numbers might prevail, 
Return'd her ail the thanks ſhe could afford ; 
And tool. her friendly hoſteſs at her word: 
W ho entering firſt her lowly roof, a ſhed 
With hoary moſs, and winding ivy ſpread, [ 
Honeſt crough to hide an humble hermit's head, 
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Thus graciouſly beſpoke her welcome gueſt : 
So might theſe walls, with your fair preſence 
bleſt, 
Become your dwelling-place of everlaſting reſt ; 
Not for a night, or quick revolving year, 
Welcome an owner, not a ſojourner. 
This peaceful ſeat my poverty ſecures ; 
War ſeldom enters but where wealth allures: 
Nor yet deſpiſe it; for this poor abode 
Has oft receiv*d, and yet receives, a God 
A God victorious of a Stygian race 
Here laid his ſacred limbs, and ſanctify'd the place. 
This mean retreat did mighty Pan contain: 
Be emulous of him, and pomp diſdain, 
And dare not to debaſę your ſoul to gain. 
The filent ſtranger ſtood amaz'd to ſee 
Contempt of wealth, and wiltul poverty: 
And, though ill habits are not ſoon control'd, 
A while ſuſpended her detire of gold. 
But civilly drew in her ſharpen'd paws, 
Not violating hoſpitable laws, | 
And pacify'd her tail, and lick'd her frothy jaws. 
The Hind did firit her country cates provide 
Then couch'd herſelf fecurely by her ſide. 


— —— — — 


THE THIRD PART. 


UCH malice mingled with a little wit, 


Perhaps, may cenſure this myſterious writ : 


Becauſe the Muſe nas peopied Caledon 
With Panthers, Bears, and Wolves, and beaſts 
unknown, 
As if we were not ſtock' d with moniters of our 
oven. 
Let A ſop anſwer, who has {ct to view 
Such kinds as Greece and Phrygia never knew z 
And mother Hubbard, in her homely dreſs, 
Has ſharply blam'd a Britiſh Lioneſs; 
That queen, whoſe ſeaſt the fa*tious rabble keep, 
Expos'd obſcenely nakecl and aſſeep. 
Led by thoſe great examples, may not I 
The wanted organs of their words ſupply? 
If men tranſact like hrutes, tis equal then 
For brutes to claim the privilege of men. 
Others our Hind of folly will indite, 
To entertain a dangerous gueſt by night. 
Let thoſe remember, that ihe cannot die 
Till rolling time is loſt in round eternity; 
Nor need ſhe fear the Panther, though untam'd, 
Becauſe the Lion's peace was now proclaim'd : 
The wary ſavage would not give offence, 
To ſorſeit the protection of her prince: 
But watch' d the time her vengeance to complete, 
When all her furry ſons in ſrequent ſenate met. 
Meanwhile ſhe quench'd her fury at the flood, 
And with a lenten ſallad cool'd her blood. 
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Did all the honours of her houſe ſo well, 
No ſharp debates diſturb'd the friendly meal. 
She turn'd the talk, avoiding that extreme, 


Remembering every ſtorm which toſs'd the ſtate, 

When both were objects of the public hate, 

And dropt a tear betwixt for her own childrens 
fate. 

Nor fail'd ſhe then a full review to make 

Of what the Panther ſuffer'd for her ſake ; 

Her loſt eſteem, her truth, her loyal care, 

Ker ſaitli unſhaken to an exil'd heir, 

Her ſtrength t' endure, her courage to dety 

Her choice of honourable infamy. 

On theſe, prolixly thankful, the enlarg'd; 

Then with acknowledgment herſelf ſhe charg'd ; 

For friendſhip, of itſelf an holy tie, 

Is made more ſacred by adverſity. 


ſay, | 

They met like chance companions on the way, 
hom mutual fear of robbers had poſſeſs'd; 
Wulule danger laſted, kindneſs was projeſs'd ; 
But, that once o'er, the ſhort-liv'd un.on ends: 
The road divides, and tliere divide the friends. 


And thank'd her coldly in a hollow tone : 
Fut ſaid, her gratitude had gone too far 
For common offices of chriſtian care. 
If to the lawful heir ſhe had been true, 

She paid but Cæſar what was Cæſar's due, 
U might, ſhe added, with like praiſe deſcribe 
Your ſuffering ſons, and fo return your bribe: 
ut incenſe from my hands is poorly priz'd ; 
ror gifts are ſcorn'd where givers are deſpis'd. 
i ſerv'd a turn, and then was caſt away; 
ou, Ike the gaudy fly, your wings diſplay, 
And ſip the ſweets, and baſk in your great patron's 

dav. | 

This heard, the matron was not ſlow to find 
nat fort of malady had ſeiz'd her mind: 
Difctain, with gnawing envy, fell deſpight, 
And canker'd malice, ſtood in open fight : 
Ambition, intereſt, pride without control, 
vnd jealouſy, the jaundice of the ſoul ; 
Revenge, the bloody miniſter of il', 
With all the lean tormentors of the will. 
'T'was caſy now to gueſs from whence aroſe 
Her new-made union with her ancient ſoes, 
ler torc'd civilities, her faint embrace, 
Aﬀected kindneſs with an alter'd face: 
Vet ꝗdurſt ſhe not too deeply probe the wound, 
As hoping ſtill the nobler parts were ſound : 
But ſtrove with Anodynes t' aſſuage the ſmart, 
And mildly thus he medicine did impart. 
Complaints of lovers help to eaſe their pain; 
It ſhows a reſt of kindneſs to complain; 
A friendſhip loth to quit its former hold ; 
And conſcious merit may be juſtly bold. 
But much more juſt your jealouſy would ſhew, 
If others? good were injury to you: 
Witneſs, ye heavens, howl rejoice to ſee 


Their commons, though but coarſe, were nothing|Rewarded worth and rifing loyalty. 

Your warrior offspring that upheld the crown, 
The ſcarlet honour of your peaceful gown, 
Are the moſt pleaſing objects I can find, 
Charms to my fight, and cordials to my mind: 


ſcant, 
Nor did their minds an equal banquet want. 
For now the Hind, whole noble nature ſtrove 
T” expreſs her plain ſimplicity of love, 


To common dangers paſt, a fadly-pleating theme; 


Now ſhould they part, malicious tongues would 


The Panther nodded when her ſpeech was done, 
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When virtue ſpooms before a proſperous gale, 
My heaving withes help to fill the fail ; 
And if my prayers for all the brave were heard, 
Czfar ſhould til! have ſuch, and ſuch ſhould ſtill 
reward. 
The labour'd earth your pains have ſow'd and 
till'd ; 


Tis juſt you reap the product of the field: 
Your's be the harvett, cis the beggar's gain 
To glean the fallings of the loaded wain 
Such ſcatter'd ears as are not worth your care, 
Your charity for alms may fately ſpare, 
For alms are bur the vehicles of prayer. 
My daily bread is literally implor'd; 
have no barns nor gravaries to hoard. 
It Cæſar to his own his hand extends, 
Say which of yours his charity oftends : 
You know he largely gives to more than are his 
friends. 
Are you deirauded when he feeds the poor? 
Our mite decreaſes nothing of your ſtore. 
I am but few, and by your tare you ſee 
My crying fins are not of luxury 
Some juſter motive ſure your mind withdraws, 
And makes you break our friendihip's holy laws; 
For baretac'd envy is too baſe a cauſe. 
Shew more occaſion for your diſcontent ; 
Your love, the Wolf, would help you to invent: 
Some German quarrel, or, as times go row, 
Some French, where force is uppermoſt, will do. 
When at the ſountain's head, as merit ought 
To claim the place, you take a ſwilling draught, 
How eaſy *tis an envious eye to throw, 
And tax the ſheep for troubling ſtreams hel; 
Or call her (when no farther cauſe you nud) 
An enemy profeſs'd of all your kind. 
But then, perhaps, the wicked world would think, 
The Wolf deſign'd to eat as well as drink. 
This laſt alluſion gall'd the Panther more, 
Becauſe indeed it rubh'd upon the fore. 
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Your ſons of latitude that court your grace, 
Though moſt refembling you in form and face, 
Are far the worſt of your pretended race. 

Ard, but 1 blufh your honeſty to blot, 

Pray God you prove them lawtiully begot: 

For in ſome popiſh libeis I have read, 

he Wolf has been too buſy in your bed 

At leaſt her hinder parts, the belly-piece, 

he paunch, and all that Scorpio claims, are his. 
T heir malice too a fore ſuſpicion brings ; 


For though they dare not bark, tizey ſnarl at kings: 
| Nor blame them for intruding in your line; 
lat bithoprics are ſt. M of right divine. 
| Think you your new French proſelytes are come 
To ſtarve abroad, becauſe they ſtarv'd at home? 
; Your berefices twinkled from afar ; 
They found the new Meſſiah by the ſtar: 
Thoſe Swiſſes fight on any ſide for pay, 
And *tis the living that conforms, not they. 
Mark with what management their tribes divide, 
Some ſtick to you, and ſome to t' other fide, 
That many churches may for many mouths pro- 
| vide, 
More vacant pulpits would more converts make 
Al would have latitude enough to take: 
Je reſt unbenefic'd your ſects maintain; 
T or ordinations without cures are vain, 
And chamber practice is a ſilent gain. 
Your ſons of breadihi at home are much like theſe ; 
e ſoft and yielding metals run with eaſe: 
They melt, and take the figure of the mould 
But harden and preſerve it beſt in gold. 
Your Delphic ſword, the Panther then reply'd, 
Is double- edg'd, and cuts on either fide. 
Some ſons of mine, who bear upon their ſhield 
Three ſteeples argent in a fable field, 
Have ſharply tax'd your converts, who unfed 
Have follow'd you for miracles of bread ; 
Such who themſelves of no religion are, 
Allur'd with gain, for any will declare. 


Yet ſcem'd ſhe not to winch, though ſhrewdly Bare lies with bold aſſert'ons they can face 3 


pain'd : 

But thus her paſſive character maintain'd. 

] never grudg'd, whatc*'er my foes report, 
Your flaunting fortune in the Lion's court. 
You have your day, or you are much hely'd, 
But J am always on the {ſuffering ſide : 
You know my doctrine, and I need not ſay 
will not, but I cannot diſobey. 
On this firm principle I ever ſtood; 
He of my ſons who fails to make it good, 
By one rebellious act renounces to my blood. 

Ah, ſaid the Hind, how many ſons have vou, 
Who call you mother, whom you never kncw ! 
But moit of them who that relation plc ad, 
Are ſuch ungracious youths as wiſh you dead. 
They gape at rich revenues which you hold, 
And fain would nibble at your grandame gold 
Enquire into your years, and laugh to find 
Your crazy temper ſhews you much declin'd. 
Were you not dim, and doated, you might ſee 
A pack of cheats that claim a pedigree, 
No more of kin to you than you to me, 
Do you not know, that for a little coin, 
Heralds can foift a name into the line? 
They aſk you bleſſing but for what you have, 
But once yotfeſs'd of what with care you ſave, 
The wanton boys would piſs upon your grave. 


But dint of argument is out of place. 

he grim logician puts them in a fright ; 

"Tis catier far to flouriſh than if fight. 

Thus our eighth Henry's marriage they defame; 
They ſay the ſchiſm of beds began the game, 
Vivoreing trom the church to ved the dame: 
Though largely prov'd, and by himſelf proſeſs'd, 


I mean, rot till poſſeſs'd of her he lov'd, 

And old, uncharming Catharine was remov'd. 
For ſundry years b« fore he did complain, 

And told his ghoſtly conſeſſor his pain. 

With the ſame impudence, without a ground, 
hey ſay that, look the reſormation round, 
No treatife of humility is ſound. 

But if none were, the goſpel does not want; 
Our Saviour preach'd it, and I hope you grant, 
The ſermon on the mount was proteſtant. 

No doubt, reply'd the Hind, as ſure as all 
The writings of Saint Peter and Saint Paul: 
On that deciſion let it and or fall. 

Now for my converts, who, you ſay, unfed 
Have follow'd me for miracles of bread ; 
Judge not by hearſay, but obſerve at leaſt, 


The Lion buys no converts ; if he did, 
ae would be ſold as faſt as he could bid. 


"That conſcience, conſcience would not let him reſt: 


If fince their change their loaves have heen increas'd. 
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Tax thoſe of intereſt who conform for gain, 

Or ſtay the market of another reign : 

Your broad-way ſons would never be too nice 

To cloſe with Calvin, if he paid their price; 

But rais'd three ſteeples higher would change thei; 

note, | 

And quit the caſſock for the canting-coat. 

Now, if you damn thus cenfure, as too bold, 

Judge by yourſelves, and chink not otne;s fold, 
Mean-time my ſons accus'd, by tame's report, 

Pay ſmail attendance at the Lio court, 

Nor riſe with early crowds, nor tlatter late; 

For filently they beg, who daily watt. 

Preſerment is beſtowed, that comes unſought; 

Attendance is a bribe, and then 'tis hought. 

How they ſhould ſpeed, thei? fortune is untry'd 3 

For not to aſk, is rot to he deny d. 
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Tis nothing yet, yet all thou haſt to give: 

| Then add thoſe may-be years thou laſt to live: 

Vet nothing {till ; then poor, and naked come } 

Thy father vill receive his unthrift home, 

And thy bleit Saviour's blood diſcharge the mighty \ 
ſum. 

This (ſhe purſued) I diſcipline a fon, 

W hoſe uncheck'd fury to revenge would run: 

He champs the bit, impatient of his loſs, 

And ſtarts afide, and Rounders at the croſs. 

Inſtruct him better, gracious God ! to know, 

As thine is vengeance, fo ſorgiveneſ, too, 

hat ſuffering from ill tongues, he bens no more 

han what his ſovereign bears, and what his Saviour 

| hore, 

| Tt row remains for you to ſchool your child, 

And atk why God's anointed he revil'd ; 


For what they have, their Cod and king they blef.;,| * king and princeſs deat ! did Shiraci worſe ? 


And hope they ſhould not murmur had they lets. 

But if reduc'd ſubtiſtence to implore, 

In common prudence tley would paſs your door. 

Unpity'd Hudibras, your champion friend, 

Has ſhewn how far your charitics extend, 

This laſting verſe ſhall on his tomb he read, 

* He ſham'd you living, and upbraids you dead.“ 
With ocious atheiſt names you load your foes ; 

Your liberal clergy why did 1 expoſe ? 

It never fails in charities like thoſe. 

In climes where true religion is profefs'd, 

That imputation were no laughing jeſt. 

But Imprimatur, with a chaplain's name, 

Is here ſuficient licence to defame. 

What wonder is 't that black detraction thrives 

The homicide of names is leſs than lives; 

And yet the perjur'd murderer ſurvives. 
This ſaid, ſhe paus'd a little, and ſuppreſs'd 

The boiling indignation of her breaſt. 

She knew the virti:e of her blade, nor would 

Pollute her ſatire with jgnoble Hood: 

Her panting foe ſhe ſav before her cye, 

And back ſhe drew the ſhining weapon dry. 

So when the generous Lion has in fight 

His equal match, he rouge for the fight ; 

But when luis foe lies proitrate on the plain, 

He ſheaths his paws, urcvrls his angry mare, 

And, plens'd with bioo'lefs horovrs of the day, 

Walks over and diſdairs th inglorions prey. 

So James, if great with lefs we may compare, 

Arreils his rolling thunder Holt; in air; 

And grants uneratelui friends a lengthen'd ſpace, 

1 implore the remnants of long-ſuffering grace. 
7 bis breathing-time the matron took; and then 

fReſum'd the thread of her diſcourſe again. 

Be vengeance wholly leſt to powers divine, 

And let heaven judge betwixt your ſons and mine: 

If joys hereafter muſt be purchas'd here 

With loſs of all that mortals hold ſo dear, 

Then welcome infamy and public ſhame, 

And, laſt, a lone farewell ro worldly fame, 

"Tis ſaid with eaſe, but, oh, ho hardly try'd 

By haughty ſouls to human hor our ty'd ! 

O ſharp convulſive pangs of axonizing pride 

Down then thou rebel, never more to riſe, 

Ard what thou didſt and doſt ſo dearly prize, 

That fame, that darling fame, make that thy ſa- 

crifce. 
Is nothing thou haſt given, then add thy tears 
For a long race of urrepenting years 4 


Ahe curfer's pri ment ſhould fright the curſe: 
(Your fon was warn'f1, and wiſely gave it o'er, 
Rot he who counſei':! him has paid the ſcore : 
| Tac heavy malice could no higher tend, 

Pat woe to him on whom the weights deſcend! 
So to permitted i the dæmon flies; 

Nis rage is aim'd at him who rules the ſkies: 
Conftrain'd to quit his cauſe, no ſuccour ſound, 
The foe diſcharges every tire a ound, 

In clouds of (mole abanconing the figlit; 
But his oven huncering pcals proclaim his flight. 
in Henry's change his charge as ill ſucceeds 
o that long ſtor/ little anſwer needs: 
Confront but Henry's words with Henry's decds. 
Were ſpace allow*'d, with eaſe it might he prov'd, 
What ſprinzs his hleſſed reſormation mov'd. 
The dire effects appear'd in open tight, 

Which from the cavfe he calls a diſtant flight, 
And yet ro larger leap than ſrom the ſun to light. 
Now let your ſons a double paan found, 

A.treatiſe of humility is found, 
"Tis tound, but better had it ne'er been fought, 
Than thus in proteſtant procefſion brought, 
The fam'd original through Spain is kr.own, 
Konfriguez) work, my t celebrates ſon, 

Which yours, by ill- tranſlating, made his own ; 
Conceal'd its author, and uſurp'd the name. 
Tie haſeſt and ignoblett theſt of tame. 

My altars kindled firſt that living coal; 

core or practiſe better what you ſtole : 

That virtue could this humble verſe inſpire, 
"Tis all rherefſt:tution I require. 

Glad was the Parther that the cHarge was clos'd, 

And rone of all her favourite ſons expos'd. 

For laws of arms permit ench injur'd man, 

To mate himſelt a ſwer where he can. 

Perhaps the plunder'd merchant cannot tell 

The names of pirates in whoſe hands he tell: ; 
Put at the den of thieves he juſtly flies, 

And every Algerine is lawful prize. 

No private perſon in the foe's eſtate 

Can pleat exemption from the public fate. 

Yet chriſtian laws allow not ſuch redreſs ; 
Ihen let the greater ſuperſede the leſs. 
But let th' abetters of the Panther's crime 
Learn to make fairer wars another time. 
Some characters may ſure be found to write 
Among her ſons; for 'tis no common fight, 
A ſpotted dam, and all her offspring white, 
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The Savage, though ſhe ſaw her plea control'd, 
Yet would not wholly ſeem to quit her hold, 
But offer'd fairly to compound the trite, 
And judge converſion by the convert's life. 
is true, ſhe ſaid, 1 think it ſomewhat ſtrange, 
So few ſhould follow profitable change : 
For preſent joys are more to fleſh and blood, 
Than a dull proſpeR of a dittant good, 
as well alluded by a fon ot mine, 
(1 hope to quote him is not to purioin) 
Two magnets, heaven and c allude to bliſs 3 
The larger loadſtone that, the nearer this : 
The weak attract on of the greater tails ; 
We nod a while, but neighbourl.ood prevails ; 
But when the greater proves the nearer too, 
I wonder more your converts come fo flow, 
Methinks in thoſe who firm with me remain, 
ir hows a nobler principle than gain. 

Your inference would he ſtrong (the Hind reply*d) 
If rours were in effect the ſuffering ſide: 
Your clergy's ſons their own in peace polleſs, 
Nor are their proſpects in revertion lets. 
My profelytes are ſtruck with awiul dread ; 
Your bloody comet-laws hang blazing o'er then 

head; 
The reſpite they enjoy but only lent, 
ILe beſt they have to hope, protrated puniſhment. 
H. judge yourſelf if intereſt may prevail, 
Which motives, yours or mine, will turn the 
ſcale. 
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Nay, no miſchance, the Savage Dame reply d, 
But want of wit in their unerring guide, 
And eager haſte, and gaudy hopes, and giddy 
pride. 
Yet wiſhing timely warning may prevail, 
Mate you the moral, and I'll tell the tale. 
The Swallow, privileg'd above the reſt 
Of all the birds, familiar as the gueſt, 
Purſues the ſun in ſummer briſk and bold, 
But wiſely ſhuns the perſecuting cold: 
Is well to chancels and to chimnies known, 
Though 'tis rot thought ſhe feeds on ſmoke alone. 
From hence ſhe has been held of heavenly line, 
Endued with pai ticles of ſoul divine. 
This merry choriſter had long poſſeſs'd 
Her ſummer feat, and ſeather'd well her neſt; 
Till frowning ſkies began to change their chear, 
And time turn'd up the wrong fide of the year z 
The ſhedding trees began the ground to ſtrow 
With vellow leaves, and bitter blaſts to blow. 
Sad avguries of winter thence ſhe drew, 
Which by inſtinct, or prophecy, ſhe knew: 
hen prudence warn'd her to remove betimes, 
And ſeek a better heaven, and warmer climes. 
Her ſons were ſummon'd on a fteeple's height, 
and, call'd in common council, vote a flight; 
The day was vam'd, the rext that ſhould be fair: 
All to the general rendezvous repair, 
bey try their fluttering wings, and truſt them- 
ſelves in air. 


While pride and pomp allure, and plenteous eaſe, 
That is, till man's predominant paſſions ceaſe, 
Acmire no longer at my flow increaſe. 
By education moſt have been miſled ; 
do they believe, becauſe they fo were bred. 
lu prieſt continues what the nurſe began, 
4rd thus the child impoſes on the man. 
the reſt I nam'd before, ror reed repeat: 
But intereſt is the moſt preva.ling cheat, 
The ily ſeducer hoth of age and youth; 
They ſtudy that, and think they ſtudy truth. 
When intercſt fortifies an argument, 
Weak reafon ſerves to gain the wis affent ; 
For fouls, already warp'd, receive an cafy bent. 
Add long preſcription of eitablith'd laws, 
Ant pique of honour to maintain a cauſe, 
And ſhame ot change, and fear of future ill, 
And zeal, the blind conductor of the will; 
Ard chief among the ſtill- miſtaking crowd, 
The fame of teachers obſtinate and proud, 
And more than all the private judge allo d; 
Diſtain of fathers which the dance began, 
And laſt, uncertain whoſe the narrower ſpan, 
The clown unread, and half-read gentleman. 
To this the Panther, with a ſcornful ſmile : 
Yet ſtill you travel with unwearied toil, 
And range around the realm without control, 
Among my ſons for proſelytes to prowl, 
And here and there you ſnap ſome filly ſoul. 
You hinted fears of future change in ſtate; 
Pray heaven you did not propheſy your fate 
Perhaps, you think your time of triumph near, 
But may miſtake the ſeaſon of the year; 
The Swallow's fortune gives you cauſe to fear. 
For charity, reply'd the Matron, tell 
What ſad miſchance thoſe pretty birds belel. 


— — — —— 


But whether upward to the moon they go, 
Ur dream the winter ot in caves below, 
Or hawk at flies elſewhere, concerns us not to 
know. , 
Southwards, you may be ſure, they bent their 
fl. ht, | 
And harhour'd in a hollow rock at night * 
Next morn they roſe, and ſet up every ſail; 
ne veind ves fair, but blew a Mackrcl gale: 
The ſickly young ſat ſhivering on the ſhore, 
Ablorr'd ſalt-water never feen beſore, 
And pray'd their tender mothers to delay 
Ihe paſſage, and expect a fairer day. 
Wirth tlicf: the Martin readily concurr'd, 
A church..be-ort and church-believing bird; 
Oflittliꝭ body, but of lofty mind, 
Rovnd-telly'd, fora dignity defign'd, 
And much a dunce, as Martins are by kind. 
Vet oiten quoted Canon-laws, and Code, 
[And fathers which he never underſtcod : 
ut little learning needs in noble blood. 
For, ſootli to ſay, the Swallow brought him in, 
Her houſhold chaplain, and her next of kin: 
In ſuperſtition filly to exceſs, 
And caſting ſchemes by planetary gueſs : 
In fine, ſhort-wing'd, unfit himſelf to fly, 
His fear ſoretold foul weather in the ſky. 
Befides, a Raven from a wither'd oak, 
Left of their lodging, was obſerv'd to croak. 
That omen lik'd him not: fo his advice 
Was preſent ſafety, bought at any price ; 
A ſeeming pious care, that cover'd cowardice, 
To ſtrengthen this, he told a boding dream, 
Of riſing waters, and a troubled ſtream, 
Sure ſigns of anguith, dangers, and diſtreſs, 
With ſomething more, not lawful to expreſs : 


WEAR 
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By which he lily ſeemed to intimate 
Some ſecret revelation of their tate. 
For he concluded, once upon a time, 
He found a leaf infcrib'd w:th ſacred rhyme, 
© Whoſe antique characters did well denote 
The Syhil's hand of the Cumæan grot: 
The mad divinereſs had plainly writ, » 
A time ſhould come, hut many ages yet, 
In which, finiſter deſtinies ordain, 
A dame ſhould drown with all her ſeather'd train, 
And teas from thence be call'd the Chelidonian 
main. 
At this, ſome ſhook for ſear, the more devout 
Aroſe, and bleſs'd themſelves from head to foot. 
"Tis true, ſome itavers of the wiſer fort 
Made all theſe idle wonderments their ſport : 
They ſaid, their only danger was delay, 
And he, who heard what every co could ſay, 
Would never fix his thought, but trun his time 
away. 
The paſſage yet was good; the wind, tis true, 
Was ſomewhat high, bur thit was nothing new, 
No more than ufual equinox: s ew. 
The ſan, already from the ſcales teciin'd, 
Gave little hopes of hetter days beliin!, 
But change from bad to worſe of weather and of 
wind. L 
Nor need they fear the damppeſꝭ of thc Oy 
Should flag their wings, and hinder them to fly, 
*Twas only water thrown on tiils to dry. 
But, leaſt of all, philoſopiy preſumes 
Of truth in dreams, rom melancholy tumes : 
Perhaps the Martin, hous'd in holy ground, 
Might think ot ghoſts that walk their midnight 
round, 
Tul groffer atoms tumbling in the ſtieam 
Of fancy, madly met, an4 cluhh'd into a dream: 
As little weight his vain prefr7es tear, 
Ot ill eFe& to ſuch alone who tear ; 
Moit prophecies are of a piece with thete, 
Each Nottradamus can ſoretel w.th cafe : 
Not naming perſons and contorinding times, 
One catual truth ſupports a thovſind lying rhymes. 
The advice was true; hut tear 
molt, 
And all good counſel is on co vard; loit. 
The quett.on crudely put to hun delay, 
vas car. ec hy the mo P Fart {0 tay. 
His point thus gain'd, 1 1 dated thence 
His power, and from a rien nme a prince. 
He order' d all things with a buſy care, 7 
And cells and reſectories did propre, 8 
And large proviſions laid of winter tore : J 
But now and chen let fall a word or two 7 
Of hope, that heaven ſome miracle micht ſhow, *\- 
And tor their fakes the fun tho1ld backward ; 3 
Againſt the laws of nature upward climb, 
And, mounted on the Ram, renew the prime: 
For which two proots in ſacred ſtory lay, 
Of Ahaz' dial, and of jſoſhua's day. 
In expeQation of ſuch times as theſe, 
A chapel hous'd them, truly call'd of cafe : 
For Martin much devotion did rot atk ; 
They pray'd ſometimes, and that was all their taſk, 
It | nappen'd, as beyond the reach of wit 
Blind prophecies may have a tucky hit, 
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That this accompliſh d, or at leaſt in part, 
Gave great repute to their new Merlin's art. 
dome Switts, the giants of the Swallow kind, 


Larze-limb'd, ftout-hearted, but of ſtupid mind, 


For Switfes or {or Gibeonites defign'd), 
1 heſe lubbers, peeping chrough a broken pane, 


o fuck freſh air, ſurvey'd the neighbouring 


plain ; 
And faw (but ſcarcely could believe their eyes) 
New hloſſoms flourith and new flowers ariſe ; 
As Gorl had been abroad, and, walking there, 
Had leit his ſootſtep and reform'd the year: 
The ſunny hills from (ar were ſeen to lo 
With glittering beams, and in the meads below 
te burnith'd brocks appear'd with liquid gold to 
flow, 
At laſt they heard the fooliſh Cuckow fing, 
Whoſe rote proclaim'd the holy-day of ſpring. 
No longer doubting, all prepare to fly, 
And rpoſiefs their patrimonial ſky. 
The prieft before them did his wings diſplay : 


Ang, that good omens might attend their way, 
' 43 luck wonld | 


ave it, twas St. Martin's day. 
I o hut the Sw. low trmphs now alone? 
* On 2 


uind glide along in glades, and ſkim in air, 
\nqa dip tor inſets in the purling ſorings, 
And itoop on rivers to refreth their wings. 
_ 


heir mother; think a fair provifion made, 


nat every fon can live upon his trade: 
And, now the careful char ge is off their hands, 


io on? tor huſhands, and new nuptial hands: 


Tone vonthtul widow longs to be ſupply'd ; 
Zut firſt the lover is hy lawyers ty'd 

Jo ſettle 1ointure-chimnics on 
50 thick they couple in 
at Ma 


\ er 


the bride, 
ſo hort a pace, 

in's marriage offering r.(e apace. 

welent houſes, running to decay, 

Are furhiſh'd up, and cemented with clay; 

hey tet m already, fore of es are laid, 

hers call Lucina's aid. 

the news, 

1 ons to rreet the new returning year, 

o hleſs the founder, and partahe the cheer, 
And now twas time o 

riſe) 

Foplant ahroad and peonle colonies. 

Phe youth drawn fortii, ad defir'd, 

Vor o their crvel deftiny requir'd) 

Were ſent far off on an ill-fated ſay; 
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And Martin went, becauſe 
ſtay. 
So long they flew with inconſiderate haſte, 
at now their afternoon began to waſte ; 
And, what was ominons, that very morn 
a Sun was enter'd into Capricorn; 
Which, by their bad aſttonomer's account, 
That week the Virgin Balance ſhould remount. 
| an intant moon eclips'd him in ſus way, 
And hid the (mall 1= maindlers of his day. 
Ihe crowd, amaz'd, purſu'd go certain mark; 
hut birds met hirds, and juſticd in the dark: 
JeoèC mind the public in a panic tright ; 
And tear increas'd tlie Horror of the night. 
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4ioht came, but unatrended with repoſe . 

done ſhe came, no ſleep their eyes to cloſe 

one, and blaci ſhe came; no friendly ars 
aroſe. 

What ſhould they do, beſet with dangers round 
Vo neighFonring dor p, no lodging to be found, q 
But bleaky plains, and bare unhoſp'rable zround; 
{he latter brood, who maſt began to Aly, 
$1. teathier'd, and unpractis'd in the ſky, 

For ſuceour to their helpleſs mother call; 

S's ſpread her wings; forme few beach them 
crawl ; 

She ſpread them wider yet, hut could not c 
all. 

mement their woes, the winds began to move 

Debate in air for empty fields above, 
'{ Poreas got the (ies, and pour d amain 
Hs rattling hailftones mix'd with mow and rain. 
e oyleſs morning late aroſe. and found 
a treactul deſolation reign around, 
Some bury'd in the ſnow, ſome 


frozen to es 
ground. 


, 


je ret} were Nragpling Ai 11 with death, and lay. 
e Crows and {2 wens rights, an indefended pre 
Fxcentinege Martin's race; for they and he 
Fad cain'd the ſhelter of a tnllocy te: 
Pit. oon diſcover'd hy a Aardy clown 
'e headed all the rabhle of a town, "A 
nd iniſh'd them with bats, or poll'd them ( 
en a 
Martin limit If was caught alive and ey ? 
r rroxforons crimes, hecaufe the 
%o Mur tin there in winter ſhall biete. ) 
1151 on an oak, which never leaf hall a, 
his laſt, exyo8'd to open air; 
ind 1:ere his corpſe unbleſs'd is banging ſtill, 
% hoe the change of winds with his 
ill 
Phe natience of the Hind cid wos ge . 
For well the mark'd the malice of the tale: 
| 1ihhald art their church to Luther owes; / 
n malice it began, by malice gos 


Th 


ie 1ow'd the ſerpent's teeth, an won harveſt ofe. ) 
But moſt in Martin's character and fate, / 
* 12w her flander'd ſons the Panther's hate . 
e prople's rage, the perſeuut ing ſtate: ) 
en faid, 1 take tht advice in friendly part: 
Mm ciear your conſcience, cr at leafy our heart: 
aps you fail'd in your forefeeing thill, 

' Swallows are uniucky birds to till: 

er my ſons, the family is blefs'd 

oſe every child is eqy: | tr the reſt : 
\6 24 mrch reform'd can boat, 
VMarting build in you! 


Aameleſs line; 
. more than mins; 
fe an oh tanatic antbor lies, 

ummed their ſcandals up by centuries. 
'rough your parable I plainly fre 

ody laws, the crowd*s harkarity ; 

e 1117. thine that offends the purhlind iel: 

{4 ſome their wiſhes, it would ſoon e niche. 

abe me not; the charge concerns Hot you : 
our on are malecontepts, hut yet are true: 
res non reſiſtance makes them jo; 

Hat's a word of neutral ſenſe, you know, 
pave term, which no relief vill bring, 
ms detwixt 3 rebel and a king. 
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{ Reft well aſſur'q, the Pardelis reply*d, 
My ſons would all ſupport the regal ſide, 
| Fhough heaven forbid the cauſe by battle ſhould 
| he try' d. 
| The Matron anſwer'd with a loud Amen, 
And thus purſued her argument again. 
t, as you ſay, and as I hope no leſs, 
| Your ſons will praiſe what yourſelves profeſs, 
What angry power prevents our preſent peace? 
the Lion, ſtudions of our common good, 
Defires (and king's defires are ill withſtood) 

lo join onr nations in a laſting love; 

| he bars hetwixt are eaſy to remove; 

or ſanguinary laws were never made ahove. 
yon condemn that prince 25 tyranny, 
Whoſe mandate forc'd your ae friends to fly; 
Make rot a worſe example of your on; 
Or ceaſe to rail at ea ſeleſs rigour ſhown, 
And let the goiltleſs perſon throw the ſtone. 
His blunted ford your {vffering brotherhood 


OF 


A * * . if * 9 
Have ſeldom felt; 


| 1 ſtops if fm Ot of hlnod : 
round the perſecuting knite, 
And fet it to a razor edge on lite. 
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Curs'd be the wit ind cruelty refines, 
Or to his father's rod the fo oOrp:0N's JOINS 3 
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But yon, perhaps, remove that bloody note, 
Ioan. F oy the fv 1 * ory er \ -oat. 
Oh let thn erime in lone oblivion ſleep: 
Pwas theirs indeed to make, "tis yours to keep. 
(win. or un 1 the qucſtion POW ; 
[1 1712 ' *! toe r „hing y OU o. 
ö w the Tet, would put von in a raue; 


0 e ot tot on any former we. 
* Tha 0 9 #* 91 ily $3 n 8 7 * * 5 1 
tt file to th . mnocert you ſtand, 
n t into your hand. 
et Rill remember, that you wield a ſword, 


rnb by 4 v 


org hy your foes. ar ain your ſovereign lord ; 
ef d to hew ti imperial cedar down, 
haue foree Fon, and difcheir the crown. 
ard their laws apo" 
and the treaſon love 
What means it elſe, which now your children ſay, 
We marie it not, ror will we take away ? 


Suppoſe ſome great opprefior had, by flight 


bat the makers. 


is to hate traitors, 


Of law, ſſciz'd your brother of his right, 


Your common fire ſurrerdering a fricht; 
Would you to that unrighteous title ſtand, 
will to heir the land ? 
More jul} was Juris, who his Saviour fold; 
ne farnilemions bribe he could not bold, 


Nor hang in peace, before he 1 endeved hack the 
N 
"£6544 M 
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Vit more contet vor have done, than row you do, 


hates ant Redloe, and their plot, been true 
Some ſneciovs reaſons for thoſe wrongs were 
bund; . 
Their dite magicians threw their miſts around, 
And wiſe men walk*d as on inchanted grovnd. 
But now, when time has matte th* impoſture 
p! in, 


(Late thou: h | be follow*d truth, and 1: mping held 
her train) 


Selufion charms your ei 
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The painted harlot might a while bewitch, 
But why the hag uncas'd, and all obſcene with itch ? 
The firſt reformers were a modeſt race ; | 

Our peers poſſeſ>'d in peace their native place; 
And when rebellious arms o' erturn'd the ſtate, 
They ſuffer'd only in the common fate: 

But now the ſovereign mounts the regal chair, 

And mitred ſeats are full, yet David's bench is 

bare. 

Your anſwer is, they were not difpoſTeſt : 

They need but rub their metal on the teſt 

To prove their ore: 'twere well it gold alone 
Were touch'd and try d on vour diſcerning flone; 
But that unfaithful teſt un und will paſs, 

The droſs of atheiſts, and ſectarian brafs : 

As if th* experiment. were made to hold 

For bate production, and reject the gold. 

"Thus men ungodded may to places rife, 

And ſeas may be preferr'd without diſguiſe : 

No danger to the church or ſtate from * 3 

The papiſt only has his writ of eaſe. 

No gainful office gives him the pretence 

To griad the ſubject or detraud the prince. 
Wrong conſcience, or no conſcience, may deſerve 
Jo tluive; but ours alone is privileg'd to {tarve. 

Still thank yourſelves, you cry; your noble race 

We haniſh not, but they forſake the place; 

Our doors are open: true, but ere they come, 
You toſs your *cenſing teſt, and fume the room; 
As if *twere Toby's rival to expel, 

And fright the fiend who could not bear the ſincll. 

To this the Panther ſharply .had reply*d 

Nut, having gain'd a verdict on her fide, 
She wiſely gave the loſer leave to chide ; 

Well ſatisfy'd to have the Fut and Peace, 

And for the plaintiff's cauſe ſhe car'd the lets, 
Becauſe ſhe ſued in forma fauprris 3 

Yer thought it decent ſomething ſhould be ſaid; 
For ſecret guilt by filence is hetray'd. 

So neither granted all, nor much deny'd, 

But anſwer'd with a yawning kind of pride. 


Methinks ſuch terms of proffer'd peace you bring, 


As once /''neas to th' Italian king: 

By long poſſeſſion all the land is mine; 

You ſtrangers come with your intruding line, 
To ſhare my ſceptre, which you call to join. 

You plead like him an ancient pedigree, 
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He might have had your ſtatutes and your teſt ; 
No conſcience but of ſubjects was profeſs'd. 

He tound your temper, and no farther try'd, 
But on that broken reed your church rely'd. 
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n vain the ſects effay'd their utmoſt art, 
With ofler'd treafure to eſpouſe their part; 
Their treafures were a bribe too mean to move his 
heart. 


Put when by long experience you had prov'd, 


How tar he could forgive, how well he lov'd ; 

A goodneſs that excell'd his godlike race, 

And only ſhort of heaven's unbounded grace; 

A flood of mercy that o'erfow'd our ifle, 

Calm in the rife, and fruitful as the Nile; 

- orgetting whence-your Egypt was ſupply'd, 

You thouglit your ſovereign bound to fend the 
tide; 

Nor upward look'd on that immortal ſpring, 

But vainly deem'd, he durſt not be a king: 

hen Conſcience, unreſtrain'd by fear, began 

To ſtretch her limits, and extend the ſpan ; 

Did his indulgence as her gift diſpoſe, 

And make a wiſe alliance with her foes. 

Can Conſcience own th' affociating name, 
And raife no bluſhes to conceal her ſhame ? 

For ſure ſhe has been thought a baſhful dame. 

But it the cauſe by battle ſhould be try'd, 

You grant the muſt eſpouſe the regal fide : { 
O Proteus conſcience, never to be ty'd ! 

What Phcebus from the Tripod ſhall diſcloſe, 
Which are, in laſt reſort, your friends or foes ? 
Homer, who learn'd the language of the ſky, 


; The ſeeming Gordian knot would ſoon untye ; 


Immortal powers the term of Conſcience know, 
Bur intereſt is her name with men helow. 
Conſcience or Intereſt be't, or both in one, 


(The Panther anſwer'd in a ſurly tone) 


| - 


Ihe firſt commands me to maintain the crown, 
The laſt forbids to tluo v my barriers down. 
Our penal laws no ſons of yours admit, 

Our teſt excludes your tribe from benefit. 
Theſe are my banks your ocean to withſtand, 
Which proudly rifing overlooks tlie land; 

And once let in, with unreſiſted ſway, 

Would ſweep the pattors and their Rocks away. 
Think not my judgment leads me to comply 
With laws unjuſt, but hard neceſſity : 


And claim a peaceful ſeat by fate's decree, 
In ready pomp your ſacrificer ſtands, 
T' unite the Trojan and the Latin 'ands, 
And, that the league more firmly may be ty'd, 
Demand the fair Lavinia for your bride. 
Thus plaufibly you veil th intended wrony, 
But ſtill you bring your exil'd gods alony , 
And will endeavour, in fucceetin” ſhade, 
Thoſe houſhold puppets on our hearths to place. 
Perhaps ſome ba barous laws have heen preterr”d ; 
I ſpake againſt the teſt, but was not heard ; 
Theſe to reſcind, and pecrage to reſtorc, 

My gracious ſovere:;zn would my vote implore : 

I owe him much, but owe my conſcience more. 

Conſcience is then your plea, reply'd the dame, 

Which well inſorm'd will ever be the ſame. 

But yours is much of the camelion hue, 

"i o change the die with every diſtant view, 
When firſt the Lion ſat with ful ſway, 

Your conſcience taught your duty to obey : 


Imperious need which cannot be withſtood, 
Makes ill authenti. ſor a greater good. 
i-offeſs your ſoul with patience, and attend: 
| A more autpicious planet may aſcend ; 

Good fortune may preſent ſome happier time, 
Wich means to cancel my unwilling crime 
(Enweiltine, witneſs all ye powers above) 

To mend my errors, and redcem your love : 
That little ſpace you ſafely may allow; 

Your all- diſpenſing power protects you now. 
Hold, ſaid the Hind, tis needleſs to explain; 

You would poſtpone me to another reign; 
Til! when you are content to be unjuſt: 
Your part is to poſſeſs, and mine to truſt. 

A fair exchan«e opos'd of future chance, 
For preſent profit and inheritance. 

Few words will ſerve to finiſh. our diſpute 
Who will not now repeal, would perfecute. 

To ripen green revenge, your hopes attend, 
Wiſhing that happier planet would aſcend. 


The þ 
Avert 
To us 
But 
Thoſe 
Behold 
Recei\ 
Beliolc 
He ſta 
An a; 
A gen. 
Your 
This v 
Wel 
And y 
And 
You u 
The H 
On po! 
As hea 
Thoug 
To hea 
The 
But col 
Whom 
To lea 
She ga- 
Of her 
Which 
Than v 
The P: 
Perwix 
The D: 
The co 
But, fir 
To tak 


A plain 
{So few 
Of thre, 
And liv 
Inur'd 1 
Much | 
At land 
Was ne 
Who of 


As 1 


He took 
Nor rac 
Nor liv* 
But ove 
And rea 


DRYDEN'S 


To will hereafter, proves ſhe might hefore : 
But ſhe's a bawd to gain, and holds the door. 
Your care about your banks infers a fear 
Of threatening floods and inundations near : 
It fo, a juſt repriſe would only be 
Of what the land ufurp'd upon the ſea ; 
And all your jealouſies but ſerve to ſhow, 
Your ground is, like your neighbour-nation, low. 
T* intrench in what you grant unrighteous laws, 
Is to dittruſt the juſtice of your caſe ; 
And argues that the true religion lies 
In thoſe weak adverſaries you deſpiſe. 
Tyrannic force is that which leatt you fear; 
The ſound is frightful in a chriftian's car: 
Avert it, heaven! nor let that plague be ſent 
ro us from the diſpeopled continent. 
But piety commands me to retrain ; 
Thoſe prayers are needli ſo in this monarch's reion. 
Behold ! how he protects your friends oppreſs'd, 


For ſhame, let Conſcience be your plea no more { 


Receives the haniſh'd, ſuccours the diſtreſs'd: 
Behold, for you may read an honeſt open breaſt. 
He ſtands in day-light, and diſdains to hide 
An act, to which by honour he is ty'd, 
A generous, laudable, and kingly pride. 
Your Teſt he would repeal, his peers reſtore ; 
This when he ſays he means, he means no more. 
Well, ſaid the Panther, 1 believe him juſt. 
And yet 
And yet, *tis but hecauſe you muſt ; 
You would he truſted, but you would not truſt. 
The Hind thus briefly ; and diſdain'd t' inlarge 
On power of kings, and their ſuperior charte, 
As heaven's truſtees before the people's choice, 
Though ſure the Panther did not much rejoice 
To hear thoſe echos given of her once-loyal voice. 
The Matron woo'd her kindneſs to the laſt, 
But could not win; ber hour of grace was paſt. 
Whom, thus perſiſting, when ſhe could rot bring 
To leave the Wolf, and to believe her king, 
She gave her up, and fairly wiſh'd her joy 
Of her late treaty with her new ally : 
Which well ſhe hop'd would more ſucceſsful prove, 
Than was the Pigeon's and the Buzzard's love. 
The Panther aſk'd, what concord there could be 
Ferwixt two kinds whoſe natures diſagree ? 
The Dame reply'd: *Tis ſung in every ſtreet, 
The common chat ot goſſips when they meet : 
But, fince unheard by yon, *tis worth your while 
To take a wholeſome tale, though told in homely 
ſtyle. ; 
A plain good man, whoſe name is underſtood, 
{So tew deſerve the name of plain and good) 
Ot three tair lincal lordſhips ſtood poſſeſs'd, 
And liv'd, as reaſon was, upon the beſt. 
Inur'd to hardſhips from his early youtlf, 
Much had he done, and ſuffer'd for his truth: 
At land and ſea, in many a douhrful fight, 
Was never known a more adventurous knight, 
Who oftener drew his ſword, and always for the 
right. 
As fortune would (his fortune came, though 
late) 
He took poſſeſſion of his juſt eſtate ; 
Nor rack'd his tenants with increaſe of rent; 
Nor liv'd too ſparing, nor toe largely ſpent ; 
But overlook'd his Hinds ; their pay was juſt, 
And ready, for he ſcorn'd to go on truſt: 
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Slow to reſolve, but in performance quick; 

So true, that he was aukward at a trick. 

For little ſouls on little ſhifts rely, 

And cowards arts of mean expedients try; 
"The noble mind will dare do any thing but lye. 
Falſe friends, his deadlieſt foes, could find no way 
But ſhows of honeſt bluntreſs, to betray : 

That unſuſpected plainneſs he believ'd ; 

He look*d into himſelf, and was deceiv'd. 

Some lucky planet fore attends his birth, 

Or heaven would make a miracle on earth; 

Vor proſperous honetty is ſeldom ſeen 

Lo bear ſo dead a weight, ard yet to win. 

It looks as tate with nature's law would ſtrive, 

To thew plain- dealing once an are may thrive : 
And, when fo tough a frame ſhe could not bend, 
Exceeded her commiſſion to befriend. 

This grateful man, a» heaven increas'd his ſtore, 

Gave Cod again, and daily fed his poor. 

His houſe with all convenience was purvey*d ; 

The rett he found, but rais'd the fabric where he 
pray*d ; 

Anh in that ſacred place his heauteous wiſe 

Emp'oy'd her happiett Yours of holy Ife. 

Nor did their alms exterd to thoſe alone, 

Whom common faith more ſtrictly made their own; 
A ſort of Poves were hous'd too rear their hall, 
Who crofs the proverb, and abound with gall. 
Though ſome, 'tis true, are paſſively inclin'd, 

The greater part degenerate from their kind; 
Vorac.ovus birds that ly bill and breed, 

And largely drink becauſe on ſalt they feed. 

Small gain from them their bounteous owner draws; 
Yet, bound by promiſe, he ſupports their cauſe, 

As corporations privileg'd by laws. 

That houſe which harbour to their kind affords, 
Was built long fince, Cod knows, for better birds; 
But fluttering there, they neſtle near the throne, 
And lodge in hahitations not their own, 5 
Py their high crops and corny gizzards known. 
Like Harpies they could ſcent a plenteous board, 
hen to be ſure they never fail'd their lord: 

The reſt was ſorm, and bare „ paid; 

They drunk, and cat, and grudgInely obey'd. 

he more they fed, they raven'd ſtill tor more; 

They drain'd from Dan, and left Peerth<Þa poor. 

All this they had by law, and r one repin'd 

The preference was but due to Levi's kind: 

But when ſome Jay-preterment fell by chance, 

The Courmands made it their inheritance. 

When once polſeſs'd, they vever quit their claim; 

For then *tis farify'd to heaven's high name; 

And hallow*d thus, they cannot give conſent, 

The gitt ſhould be prophan'd by worldly manage 
ment. 

Their fleſh was never to the table ſerv'd; 
Though 'tis not . thence inſerr'd the birds were 

ſtarv'd; 
Put that their maſter did not like the food, 
As rank, and breeding melar.choly blood. 
Nor did it with his gracious nature ſuit, 
Ev'n though they were not coves, to perſecute : 
Yet he refus'd (nor could they take offence) 
Their glutton kind ſhould teach him abſtinence. 
Nor conſecrated grain their wh. at he thought, 
W hich rew from treading in their bills they brought : 
But left his Hinds each in his private power, 
That thoſe who like the bran might leave the flour. 
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He for himſelf, and not for others, choſe, There Chanticleer was drawn upon lis k Some po 
Nor would he he impos'd on, nor impoſe ; ; Adorning thrines, and ſtocks of fainted trees; a foe On 
But in their faces us devotion paid, And by him, a miſhapen, ugly race; 8 ha 
And facrifice with folemn rites was mare, he curſe of God was ſeen on every face : Well po! 
And ſacred incenſe on his altars laid. No Holland emblem could that malice mend, One the 
Refides theſe jolly birds, whoſe corpſe impnre But fil} the worſe the look, the fitter for a fiend, v 
Repaid their commons with the falt-manure ; The maſter of the farm, diſpleas'd to find he My 
Another farm he had behind his houſe, So mich of rancour in ſo mile a kind, % Ber 
Not overſtock d, but barely for his uſe: Freumn'd into the cauſe, and came to know e noh 
Wherein his poor domethic ponlrry ted, The paſive church had frrack the Cs vow | CE Call 
And from iis pions hands receiv'd their bread, Wit zronndlets fears and jealouſies poſſoſt, Ws call 
Our pamper d Pigeons, with malignant eyes, As if this tronbleſome introding gueſt 3 non 
Reheld theſe inmates, and their nurſeries: Wonld drive the hirds of Venus vom their neſt. | 4 and 
Though hard their tare, at evenine, and at morn, A deed is inborn equity abbhorr'd ; 2 zue T 
A cruſe of water, and an ear of corn ; But intereſt will not trum, though Gor (hovid plight ; Foe wn 
Yer ſtill they grudg'd that modicum, and thought his word. Y 1 
A ſheaf in every ſiele grain was brought. \ Inv, the ſource of many future harms, 1 em 
Fain would they filch that little od away, Hach haniſh'c all the poultry from the aims; > /.., |, 
While unreftrain'd thoſe happy gluttons prev. Vith loſs of life. if any thouid he fornd = ;..- 
And much they griev'd to ſce fo nigh their hall, | lo crow or peck on this forbidden ground I Dotition 
The bird that warn'd St. Peter of his fall: | Flat hloody ftatute chiefly was eſien' 4 2 A mel ler 
That he ſhould raiſe his mitred crett on high, For Chanticleer the white, of cierzy wind ; 2 e 
And clap his wings, and call his family But itter-malice did not one forget 2 Gl en 
To ſacred rites; and vex th' etherial Power | Fix av that wore the rohe and 8 J J 
With midnight mattins at uncivit hours: For them, for their inferiors and allies, * Mis log 
Nay more, his quiet neighbours ſhould moleſt, heir toes a deadly Shihholeth deviſe _ ROW 
Juſt in the ſweetneſs of their morning reft, [Ry which unrichteouſly jt was decreed, 8 © | 
Beaſt of a hird, ſupinely when he might | hat none to traft or profit thould ſucceed, : „ n 
Lie ſnug and ſleep, to riſe heſore the licht | Vhowonldtmaot (walloy firſt a poſorous wicked Cod toy 
What if nis dull toretathers us'd that cry, | werd; \ 1508 
Could de not let a had example die Or that, to which old Socrates was curs'd, e (een 
The world was fallen into an cafier wav 4 8 Gr lenhane.juice toſwell them till they burſt 4 the 
This ave knew hetter than to fat and vr i, Pe Datron as in reaſon thought farg 5 ; a 
Goo! tenſe in ſacred worſhip would annear Ger tins inquifſition in his yard, / F Pr 
So to begin, as they might end the year, ty winch the ſovereign was of ſubje ds“ uſe e. 2 
Such ſeats in former times hart wrouylt the falls harr'g. ; \ 5 1 
Ct crowing Cananticieers in er 1 walls. gentle means he try'd, which might withdraw 2 theo 
Fxveil'd tor this, and for their lands, they fied : / Ui eftects of io unnatural a law Y * 
And lifter Partiet with her hoocied 1 But Hill the dove houſe obhſtigately ood © EE 
Was hooted hence, hecauſe ſhe would not pra; eat to their o vn, and to their neighhours good; 4 Wort 
a bed. \ ind wich was worſe, if any worſe could be, I 0 

The way to w! . the reſtiff old to God, Tenented of their hoafted lovaltv: 4 ry Hatth 
Was to lav by the diſernlining rot, Now made the chamnions of 4 crvel cauſe, f 7 , 
Unnatural caſts and foreign torins Of praver : And drunk vith fumes of popular applauſe ; _ Rc 
Reli vion frivhts us with a mien ſevere. : tor thoſe whom Go” to uin has defien'd, b A nt! 61 
Tis prudence to reform her into caſe, He fits for fate, and tirft deftrroys eir mind. g | mo 
And put her in uncdrefs to make her pleaſe : New doubt nder they daily rove to raiſe, _ 0 
A lively faith will bea aloft the mind, uzgeſted dancers, interpos'd delays ; 1 
And leave the inzcaze of oo vorks behind \nd emiſſar, Piceons had in ſtore, , 

Such doctrine, in the Pizeon-nhoufe were taught „eh as the Meccan prophet us'd of yore, NH f 
You need not atk ho v wondroutly they wrought : | To whiſner couple in their patron's eur; ah 
But ture the common cry was a1 oe theſe. {And veiba their falſe advice with zealons fear ad leg 
Whoſe life and Hrecepts both enconrat lt cafe. ie maſter fi Pd, to fre them work in vain. 
Yet caring thoſe alluring haits m ut 410, lo wear im out. and nge an dle reien - A 
And holy deeds ober all their arts pre ail; [He ſaw, but ſufter'd their protractive arts, er 
For ViCey HU "1 tronthefs., Id of ardent d face, ind {trove ivy aniletnets to reduce their 11: arts : the i 
15 daunted at the ſielit of avwtoul grace, zut they abus'4 that grace to make allies, FE 1 
An hideous figure of their foes they drew, ) | And fondly clos'd with former enennes ; ( on 
Nor lines, ro” looks, ror thades, ror colours true; or fools are doubly tools endexvouring 0 be For . 
And this goteſqus deftign expo3'd to public view.) wiſe. | I vo grati 
Gne woutt wave thonhe it ſoine Eeyptian piece, | After a grave conſult what courſe were heſt, As tribu 


Is tf garden- Coos, and Barking deitjes. 5 Ine, more mature in folly than the reſt, 5 His pra 
more thick than DENY: nas {tuck rhe ſkies, | »tOood p., and told them with his head afide, » 70uc 
L334; » r 2 * * — * * 1 I —_ 1 ! - L: kc / * 
All 10 nerverſe a draugz t. 1 in ike, | Hat deſperate cures muſt he to de ſperate NIE p- * : q (ere 
0 was no libel where 1t meant to fin ke. f ply*d. = >oeven (2 
er thit the lang pleas'd, and great and mail | And therefore, ſince their main impending fear Vaauſs 
10 0 view the monſter crowded Pizcon-hall, Vas trom th increating race of Chanticleer, 2 
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Some potent bird of prey they onght to find, 
4 foe profeſo d to him, and all his kind : 
dome ee Hawk who had her eyry nich, 
Weh poune 'd to faſten, rs well wine'd to Ay : 
One they might truſt, their common 
wreak : 
he Muſquet and the Coyfrel were too weak, 
Ho Aerce the Falcon: 
"he noble hurrard ever pleas'd me Fett ; 


0 . 
Rot. ho 4 iO 2 * 


+ 4 mal renobeen. 718 tr E; Or. W Fo * b 
| | 1 } .* * . 1 
We call him but a Hawk by courteſy. 
[ } * ; "th 1 
[ mow he lates the Pigton-houſe and Farm, 
And more, in time ot war, has fone Warn: 
zut all his hate on trivial points depend. 
* * .  * 
- 11» n TO! 15 10 We it) Th fr Be » ends 
y * N 4 f? [ n gs 5 (yt 1 3 "_—_ : ha 
ww $$: NS „ 5 if PAY | IT . 
* * * * 
N x? 71 i 41 n ve 4 More TIES bn O'S +1. 
, 7 1 Se 
* nen Fotentate, without deln. 


ET 'h NI vv wild "OM ter 1 1er on Wa 
Petition him t' accept the zovernment 
a nd let a ſhlendid embaſſy be fer! 
- _ *1 1 
nis pithy ſpeech prevail'd ; and all gente d. 
i enmities forgot, the Buzz ud mould ſycored 
"Weir welcome tuit was rastet iron as ad, 
Mis lodgings ſurniſh'd, and a tran prepare g. 
1 ry 2 . 4 . : 8 25 
With B's upon their breaſt, appointed for his 
ard 
FD [RARE mel yarn ft Wen 1 (ole nity 
% A! . y S %S * : * 4 | , * } . 
"> Wy | ** P ng 27727 wel W 5 e etener 1 
? , 1 % 1 
\ nortly prince, and gootdly to the nan, 
le ſcem'd a fon of Anach tor his height: 
Keds cot (Vat) 4: : 3 RE” ES 
HAN Om IT LICE . Te fo ergeens refer: 


Wot row d, and hluff, like Homer's ſupiter: 


Rrond hacktd, and brawny-built for love's de 
wt * 
A yronet ſorm'd ro make a ſemale proſelyte. 
eologut more by need than genial hen: 
* ung ſharp, by nature confident. 
in 1} in all his ations was diſcern'd; 
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me Ny that they frown or ſmile. 
| rec by hoſpitable foes, 
e hie returns, is to expoſe; 5 
or con rteſies, though unde ſerv' 9 and great, 
v rar; itide in telon . minds heget ; 
A tribute to his wit, the churl receives the-treat. 
Nis nraife of foes is venomoufly nice: ; 
duc h'd, it turns a virtue to a vice: 
* A rech, and bountiful, forewarns us twice. 
deen ſacraments he wiſely does diſown, 
Becauſy he knows confeMon ands for one ; 
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[Where fins to ſacred ſilence are convey” 
And not for fear, or love, to he betray d: 
But he, uncall'd, is patron to control, 
Divulg'd the ſecret hiſs of his fonl ; 
Stood forth th accuſing Satan of his crimes, 
And offer q to the Moloch of the times. 
Prompt to aſfail, and careleſs of defence, 
Invulnerable n hs impucience, 

He due the world, and 
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tears their lexlers fail'd not to ſuggeſ?, 
\s if the Doves were to be diſpoſſeſs'd; 
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hat thus they turn'd his grace to villany, 
Not ſuffæring wrath to ig ompoſe his mind, 7 
| He ftrove 2 temper tor th* extremes to find, 8 
So to he juſt, as he might ſtill he kind; 

Then, all maturely veich'd, pronounc'd a doom 

Of facred! rreneth for every age to come. 

Ry this the Doves their wealth and fate poſſeſs, 

No rights infring'd, but licence to oppreſs: 

Such power have they as factious lawyers lone 

To crowns aſcrib'd, that kings can do no wrong. 
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But ſince his own domeſtic birds have try d. 
The dire effects of their deſtructive pride, 
He deems that proof a meaſure to the reſt, 
Concluding well within his kingly hreaſt, 
His fowls of nature too unjuſtly were oppreſt. 
He therefore makes all birds of every ſect 


* 


Free of his farm, with promiſe to reſpect 
Their ſeveral kinds alike, and equaily protect. 
His gracious edict the ſame franchiſe yields 
To all the wild increaſe of woods and fields, 
And who in rocks aloof, and who in ders 
builds. 
To Crows the like impartial grace affords, 
And Choughs and Daws, and ſuch republic birds: 
Secur'd with ample privilege to feed, 
Each has his diſtrict, and his bounds decreed : 
Combin'd in common intereſt with his own, 
But not to paſs the Pigeons Rubicon. 
Here ends the reign of his pretended Dove; 
All prophecies accomplith'd from above, 
For Shiloh comes the ſceptre to 1emove. 
Reduc'd from her imperial high abode, 
Like Dionyſus to a private rod, 
The paſſive church, that with pretended grace { 
Did her diſtinctive mark in duty place, 
Now touch'd, reviles her Maker to his face. 
What after happen'd is not hard to gueſs : 
The ſmall beginnings had a large increaſe, 
And arts and wealth ſucceed, the ſecret ſpoils of 
ace. 
"Tis bald.“ the Doves repented, though too late, 
Become the ſmiths of their own fooliſh fate; 
Nor did their owner haſten their ill hour ; 
But, ſunk in credit, they decreas'd in power : 
Like ſows in warmth that milly paſs away, 
Diſſolving in the lence of decay. 
The Buzzard, not content with equal place, 
Invites the fcather'd Nimiods of his race; 
To hide the thinneſs of their flock from ſiglit, 
And all together make a ſeeming goodly flight : 
But each have ſeparate intereſts of their own ; 
Two Czars are one too mary for a throne. 
Nor can th* uſurper long abſtain from tood ; 
Already he has taſted Pigeons blood: 
And may be tempted to his tormer fare, 


When this indulgent lord ſhall late to heaven re- 


pair. 
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BRITANNIA REDIVIVA: 


A POFM ON THE PRINCE, BORN ON THE TINTI 
OF JUNE, 1688. 


care 

To grant, betore we can conclude the prayer : 
Preventing angels met it half the way, 

And ſent us back to praiſe, who came to pray. 
Juſt on the day, when the high-mounted ſun 
Did fartheſt in its northern progreſs run, 

He bended forward, and ev'n ſtretch'd 
ſphere 

Beyond the limits of the lengthen'd year. 

To view a brighter ſun in Pritain horn; 


the 


That was the hufineſs of his longeſt morn ; 
The glorious ohject ſeen, *twas time to turn. 


Her gloomy beauties on the genial bed, 

But left the manly ſummer in her ſtead, 

With timely truit the longing land to chear, 

And to fulfil the promiſe of the year. 

Betwixt two ſeaſons comes th' auſpicious heir, 

This age to bloom, and the next to bear. 
Laſt ſolemn ſabbath ſaw the Church attend, 

The Paraclete in fiery pomp deſcend : 

But when his wondrous octave roll'd again, 

He brought a royal infant in his train. 

So great a bleſſing to ſo good a king, 

None but th* Eternal Comforter could bring. 
Or did the mighty Trinity conſpire, 

As once in council to create our fire? 

Ir ſeems as it they ſent the new-born gueſt 

To wait on the preceſſion of their feat ; 

And on their ſacred anniverſe decreed 

To ſtamp their image on the promis'd ſeed. 

Three realms united, and on one beſtow'd, 

An emblem of their myſtic union thow'sd : 

The mighty trine the triple empire ſhar'd : 

As every perſon would have one to guard. 
Hail, fon of prayers ! by holy violence 

Drawn down from heaven, but long be banifh'! 

thence, 


Bare benting times, and moulting months may; And late to thy paternal ſkies retire : 


come, 


To mend our crimes, whole ages would require : 


When, lagging late, they canrot reach their home; To change th' inveterate habit of our fins, 


Or rent in ſchiſm (for ſo their tate decrees) 
Like the tumultuous college of the bers, 
They fight their quarrel, by themiſclves oppreſt; 


The tyrant ſnules below, and waits the falling 


feaſt. 

Thus did the gentle Hind her fable end, 
Nor would the Panther blame it, nor commend 
Put, with affected yawnings at the cloſe, 
Seem'sd to require her natural te eſe: 
For no the ſtreaky light began to peep ; 
Ard ſetting ſtars admoniſh'd toth to ſleep. 
The dame withdrew, and, wiſhing to her gueſt 
The peace of heaven, betook herſelf to reſt; 
Ten thouſand angels on her ſlumbers wait, 
With glorious viſions of her tuture ſtate. 


And finiſh what thy godlike fire begins. 
Find heaven, to make us Engliſhmen again, 
No eſs can give us than a patriarch's reign. 

The ſacred cradle to your charge receive, 
Ye ſcraphs, and by turns the guard relieve ; 
'Thy father's angel, and thy father join, 
To keep poſſeſſion, and ſecure the line 
But long defer the honours of thy fate ; 
Great may they be like his, like his be late; 
That James his running century may view, 
And give this Son an auſpice to the new. 

Our wants exact at leaſt that moderate 
ſtay: 

For ſee the dragon winged on his way, g 
To watch the travail, and devour the prey. 


j 


UR vows are heard betimes, and heaven tales 


Departing Spring could only ſtay to ſhed. 
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Or, if alluſions may not rife ſo high, | 
Thus, when Alcides rais'd his infant cry, 
he ſnakes beſieg'd his young divinity: 
put vainly with their forked tongues they threat 
tor oppoſition makes a hero great. 
To needtul fuccour all the good will run, 
And Jove aſſert the godhead of his Son, 
O {till repinin» at your prefent ſtate, 
Grudging yourſelves the benents of fate, 
Look up and read in characters of ligtit 
A bleffing ſent you in your own deſpight. 
The manna falls, yet that celeftial bread 
Like Jews you munch, and murmur while you feed. 
May not your fortune be like theirs, exil'd, 
Yet forty years to wander in the wild ! 
Or it it be, may Moſes live at leaſt, 
ro lead you tothe verge of promis'd reſt ! 
Though poets are not prophets, to toreknow 
What plants will take the blight, and what will 


grow, | 
By tracing heaven, his ſootſteps may be found: 
Behold ! how awtully he walks the round ! 
God?s abroad, and, wondrous in his ways, 
The riſe of empires, and their fall ſurveys ; 
More, might I ſay, than with an uſual eye, { 
He ſees his bleeding church in ruin lie, 
And hears the ſouls of ſaints beneath his altar cry. 
Already has he lifted high the ſign, 
Whica crown'd the conquering arms of Conſtan- 
tine : 
The moon grows pale at that preſiging ſight, 
And half her train of ſtars have loſt their light. 
gehold another Sylveſter, to bleſs 
The ſacred ſtandard, and ſecure ſucceſs ; 
Large of his treaſures, of a ſoul ſo great, 
As fills and crowds his univerſal ſcat. 
Now view at home a ſecond Conſtantine 
(The former too was of the Britith line) ; 
Has not his healing balm your breaches clos'd, 
Whoſe exile many fought, and few oppos*d ? 
O, did not heaven by its eternal doom 
Permit thoſe evils, that this good might come ? 
So manifeſt, that ev'n the moon-ey'd ſets 
See whom and what this providence protects. 
Methinks, had we within our minds no more 
Than that one ſhipwreck on the fatal ore, 
That only thought may make us think again, 
What wonders God reſerves for ſuch a reign. 
To dream that chance his preſervation wrought, 
Were to think Noah was preſerv'd tor nought ; 
Or the ſurviving eight were not deſign'd 
Jo people earth, and to reſtore their kind. 
When humbly on the royal babe we gaze, 
The manly lines of a majeſtic face 
Give awful joy: 'tis paradiſe to look 
On the fair frontiſpiece of Nature's book : 
It the firſt opening page ſo charms the ſiglit, 
Think how th* unſolded volume will delight! 
See how the venerable infant lies 
In early pomp ; how through the mother's eyes 
The father's ſoul with an undaunted view, 
Looks out, and takes our homage as his due. 
See on his future ſubjects how he ſmiles, 
Nor meanly flatters, nor with craft beguiles; 
But with an open face, as on his throne, 
Aſſures our birthrights, and aſſumes his own : 
Born in broad day-light, that th* ungrateſul rout 
May find no room for a remaining doubt; 
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Truth, which itſelf is light, does darkneſs ſhun, 

And the true eaglet ſafely dares the ſun. 

Fain would the fiends have made a dubious birth, 

Loth to confeſs the Godhead cloath'd in earth: 

But ficken'd after all their baffled lies, 

To find an heir apparent in the tkies : 

Abandon'd to deſpair, ſtill may they grudge, 

And, owning not the Saviour, prove the judye. 

Not great /Eneas ſtood in plainer day, 

When the dark mantling miſt diſſolv'd away, 

He to the Tyrians thew*d his ſudden face, 

Shining with all his goddeſs mother's grace : 

For ſhe herſelf had made his countenance bright, 

Breath'd honour on his eyes, and her own purple 
light. 

If our victorious Edward, as they ſay, 

Gave Wales a prince on that propitious day, 

Why may not years revolving with his fate 

Produce his like, but with a longer date ? 

One, who may carry to a diſtant ſhore 

he terror that his fam'd foretather bore. 

But why ſhould James or his young hero ſtay 

For ſlight preſages of a name or day? 

We need no Edward's fortune to acorn 

That happy moment when our prince was born: 

Our prince adorns this day, and ages hence 

Shall wiſh his birth-day tor ſome future prince. 

Great Michacl, prince of all th* ztherial hoits, 

And whate'er in orn ſaints our Britain boaſts ; 

And thou, th' adopted patron of our ifle, 

With chearful aſpects on this intant ſmile : 

The pledge of heaven, which, dropping trom a! ove, 

Secures our blifs, and reconciles his love. 

Eng gli of ills our dire rebellion wrought, 

When to the dregs we drank the bitter draught ; 

Then Airy atoms did in plagues conſpire, 

Nor did th' avenging angel yet retire, | 

But purg'd our ſtill- increaſing crimes with fire. 

Then perjur'd plots, the ſtill impending teſt, 

And worſe but charity conceals the reſt : 

Here ſtop the current of the ſanguine flood ; 

Require not, gracious God, thy martyrs” blood; 

But let their dying pangs, their living toil, 

Spread a rich harvett through their native foil 

A harveſt ripening for another reign, 

Ot whuch this royal babe may reap the grain. 

Enough of early ſaints one womb has given; 

Enough increas'd the family of heaven: 

Let them for his, and our atonement go; 

And, reigning bleſt above, leave him to rule below. 

Enough already has the year foreſhow'd 

His wonted courſe, the ſea has overflow'd, 

ihe meads were floated with a weeping ſpring, 

And trighten'd birds in woods torgot to fing : 

The ſtrong-limb'd Reed beneath his harneſs faints, 

And the ſame ſhivering ſweat his lord attaints. 

When will the miniſter of wrath give o'er ? 

Behold him at Araunah's threſhing-floor : 

He ſtops, and ſeems to ſheath his flaming brand, 

Pleas'd with burnt incenſe from our David's hand. 

David has bought the Jebuſite's abode, 


* 


And rais'd an altar to the living God. 

Heaven, to reward him, makes his joys fincere; 
No future ills nor accidents appear 

To ſully and pollute the ſacred infant's year. 
Five months to diſcord and debate were given : 
He ſanctifies the yet remaining ſeven. 
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Sabbath of months! henceſorth in him be bleſt, 
And prelude to the realms perpetual reſt ! 
Let his baptiſmal drops for us atone ; 
Luſtrations for offences not his own. 
Let Conſcience, which is intereſt ill diſguis'd, 
In the ſame font be cltans d, and all the land baptiz'd. 
Un-nam'd as yet; at Ifalt unknown to fame: 
Is there à ſtrife in heaven about his name; 
Where every famous predecetlor vies, 
And makes a tation tor it in the ſkie; ? 
Gr muſt it be reſerv'd to tlought alone? 
Such was tle ſacred Tetragrammaton. 
Things worthy ſilence muſt not be reveal'd : 
Thus the true name ot Rome was kept conceal'd, 
Jo thun the ſpelis and ſorceries of thoſe, 
Who durſt her infant majeſty oppoſe. 
But when his tender ftrength in time ſhall riſe 
To dare ill tonguęs, and faſcinatirg eyes; 
This iſle, which hides the little thunderer's fame, 
Shall be too rarrow to contain his name: 
Th' artillery of heaven ſhall make him known : 
Crete could not hold the Cod, when jove was 
grown. 
As Jove's increaſe, who from his brain was born, 
Whom arms and arts did equally adorn, 
Free of the breaſt was bred, whoſe milky taſte 
Minerva's name to Venus had debas'd; 
So this imperial babe rejects the ſood 
That mixes monarch's with plebeian blood: 
Food that his inborn courage might controul, 


Extinguiſh all the father in his ſoul, 


And for his Eſtian race and Saxon ſtrain, 

Might reproduce ſome ſecond Richard's reign. 
Mildnefs he ſhares from both his parents” bicod ; 
But kings too tame are deſpicably good: 

Be this the mixture of this regal child, 

By nature manly, but by virtue mile. 

Thus far the furious ti anſport of the news 
Had to prophetic madnets fir'd the Müſe; 
Madneſs ungovernable, uninſpir'd, 

Swift to foretel wharever the defir'd. 

Was it for me the dark abyſs to tread, 

And read the hook which angels cannot read? 

How was I puniſh'd when the ſudden blatt, 

The face of heaven, and our young Sun o'ercaſt ! 

Fame, the Swift ill, increafing as the roll'd, | 

Diſeaſe, deſpair, and death, at three repriſes told: 

At three inſulting ſtrides ſhe ſtalk'd the town, 

And like contagion, ftruck the loyal down. 

Down fell the winnow'd wheat; dut mounted 
| high, 

The whirlwind bore the chaff, and hid the ſky. 

Here black rehellion ſhooting from helow 

(As carth's gigantic broo1 by moments grow) 

And here the tons of God are petrified with woe: 

An apoplex of grief! ſo low were driven 

The ſaints, as hardly to defend their heaven. 

As, when pent vapours run their hollow round, 
Eartliquakes, which. are convultions of the ground, 
Break bellowing forth, and no confinement brook, 
Till the third ſettles what the former ſhook ; 

Such heavings had our ſouls; till, Now and late, 
Our life with his return'd, and faith prevail'd on 
fate. 

By prayers the mighty bleſſing was implor'd, 
10 © prayers was granted, and by prayers reſtor'd. 

So ere the Shuramite a ſon conceiv'd, 
1e prophet promis'd, and the wife belicy'd, 
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A fon was ſent, the ſon ſo much defir'd ; 

But ſoon upon the mother's knees expir'd. 

he troubled ſeer approach'd the mourntul door, 
Ran, pray d, and ſent his paſtoral ſtaff before, 
Then ſtretch'd his limbs upon the child, 
mourn'd, 

Till warmth, and breath, and a new ſoul, re. 

turn'd. 

Thus mercy ftretches out her hand, and faves 
Deſhonding Peter ſinking in the waves. 

A5 when a fudden ſtorm of hail and rain 
Bears to the ground the yet unbearded grain, 

I hink not the hopes of harveſt are deſtroy'd 
Or tlic flac fie d, and on the naked void; 

The light, unloaded ſtem, from tempett freed, 
Will raife the youthful honours of his head 
And ſoon reſtor'd by native vigour, bear 

The timely product of the hounteous year. 

Nor yet conclude all ficry trials paſt : 

For heaven will exereiſe us tothe laſt ; 
Sometimes will check us in our tull career, 
With doubtful bleffinys, and with mingled fear; 
That, ſtill depending on his daily grace, 

His every mercy for an alms may paſs, 

With ſparing hands will diet us to good: 
Preventing ſurfeits of our pamper'd blood. 

So feeds the mother bird her craving young 
With little morſels, and 4qclays them long. 

True, this laſt bleffing was a royal ſeaſt; 

But where's the wedding garment on the gueſt ? 

Our manners as religion, were a dream, 

Are ſuch as teach the nations to hlaſpheme. 

In luſts we wallow, and with pride we ſwell, 

And myurics with injuries repel ; 

Prompt to revenge, not daring to forgive, 

Our lives unteach the doctrine we believe. 

Thus Iſracl tinn'd, impenitently hard, 

And vainly thought the preſent ark their guard; 

But when the haughty Philiſtines appear, 

They fled, aban#on'd to their toes and tear; 

Their God was abfent, though his ark was there; 

Ah! left our crimes ſhould fnatch this pledge 
away, 

And make our joys the bleffings of a day 

For we have ſinn'd him hence; and that he lives, 

|God to his promiſe, not our practice gives. 

Our crimes would ſoon weigh down the guilty 
ſcale, 

But James and Mary, and the church, prevail, 

Nor Amalek can rout the choſen bands, 

While Hur and Aaron hold up Moſes' hands, 

By living well, let us ſecure his days, 

Moderate in hopes, and humble in our ways, 
No force the free- horn ſpirit can conſtrain, 
But charity and great examples gain. 
Forgivenets is our thanks for ſuch a day, 

lis God-like Cod in his own coin to pay. 

But you, propitious queen, tranſlated here, 
From your mild heaven, to rule our rugged ſpliere, 
Beyond the ſunny walks, and circling year: 

You, who your native climate have bereft 
Of all the virtues, and the vices left; . 
Whom piety and beauty make their hoaſt, 
Though beautiful is weil in pious loſt ; 

So loſt as ſtar-light is diflolv'd away, 

And melts into the brightneſs of the day ; 
Or gold about the royal diadem, 

Loft to improve the luſtre of the gem, 


and 


% 
* 
7 


a 


Wat can v 
Let the grea 
For ſhould « 
And len the 
That, thou? 
be d 

Let anzels 1 
But keep tl 
Latte let hin 
No ſwteter 
Nor can. 
Than fuch : 
Ihe day wi 
For a lets © 
Airera pri 
the Royal 
(ur ifle Ha: 


By And when 


Your lire « 

The nar 
Tut juſtiee 
0; ail tlie 
Aud, int; 
A princes 
Wit pitic 

Sorne !-1 
Some to b 
But bounce 
Male tyra 
hey mut 
And tear“ 


Whom tl: 
Is equal | 
But few v 

QTc 1 
Inke hut 
Tempeit: 
\nd dea 
And yet | 
One With 
FU jattie 
1 hat con 


Ms virt 


re ONE 
Jual 0 
= 


or | 0} 


\ Oh ric It 


* 
AV 


bt; LY. 
As 


1 3 
Aulus Fl 


W. Was Ci 


ir, prof: 
Ihrou 
This az 
And bl 
Worn 
Jo et 
vor 


5 
42 
« 
75 
— 
x 


i 


IS 


r= 


DRYDEN' 


Wat can we add to your triumphant day? 
Let the great gitt the heauteous giver pay. 
For ſhould our thanks awake the riſing ſun, 
And len then, as his lateſt ſhadows run, 
That, thouzh the longeſt day, would ſoon, too ſoon 
he done. 
Let anzels voices with their harps conſpire, 
But keep th' avſpicious infant from the choir ; 
ate let hun ſing above, and let us know 
No ſweeter nutic than his cries below. 
Nor can 1 wiſh to you, great monarch, more 
Than fuct an annual income to your ſtore 
"The day which gave this unit, did not thine 
For a leſs omen than to fill the trine. 
lter a pr nce, an admiral heget; 
e Royal Sovereign wants an anchor yet. 
Gur ifle has younger titles ll in tore, 
And when th exhauſted land can yield no more, 
Your lire can force them trom a foreign ſhore. 
The name of zreat your martial mind will ſuit 3 
Cut juſtice is your darling attribute 
0; ail the Greeks, 'twas but one hero's due, 
Ard, in him, Plutarch prophef, d of you. 
A prince's favours but on few can fall, 
hut juſtice is a virtue ſhar'd by all. 
Sorne ings the name of conquerors have aſſum'd, 
Some to be great, ſome to be gods preſum'd; 
But boundleſs power, and arbitrary luſt, 
Male tyrants ſtill ahl or the name of Juſt; 
ley hunn'd the pra.fe this godlike virtue gives, 
An tear'd a title that reproach'd their lives. 
The power, from which all kings derive their 
ite, 
Whom they pretend, at leaft, to imitate, 
Is equal both to puniſh and reward-; 
Bur few would love their Cod, unleſs they fear'd. 
Lefiſtleſs force and immortality 
iche hut a lame, imperfect, deity: 
Tempeits have force unbounded to deſtroy, 
and deathilefs being ev'n the damn'd enjoy; 
And yet heaven's attributes, hot! laſt and firſt, 
Une without life, and ore with life accurſt: 
Put juttice is heaven's felf, ſo ſtrictly he, 
that could it fail, the Codbead could not be. 
us virtue is your own: but life and ſtate 
"re ove 10 fortune ſubject, one to tate: 
"qual to all, you juſtly frown or ſmile ; 
or hopes nor fears your ſteady hand heruile ; 
: ourſelt our balance hold, the world's our ifle. 
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AS human things are ſubjeR to decay, 
And when fate ſummons, morarchs muſt obey. 
us Flecknoe ſound, who, like Auguſtus, young 
Was call'd to empire, and had govern'd long: 
Ir. proſe and verſe, wa; own'd, without difpute, 
1iirou-t all the realms of Nonſerſe abſolute. 
us aged prince, now Aouriſhing in peace, 
And bleſt with iſſue of a large ir creaſe ; 
W orn out with bufineſs;, did at length debate 
o ſettle the ſucceſſion of the ate ; 
Vor. III. 
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And, pondering, which of all his ſons was fit 


To reign, and wage immortal war with wit, 
Cry'd, Tis refolv'd; for nature pleads, that he 
Should only rule, who moſt reſembles me. 
Shadwell alone my perfe& image bears, 
Mature in dulnef(s from his tender years: 
Shadwell alone, of all my ſons, is he, 

Who ſtands confirm'd in full ſtupidity. 

The rett ro ſome faint meaning make pretence, 
But Shadwell never deviates into ſenſe. 

Some beams of wit on other fouls may fall, 
Strike through, and make a lucid interval: 
But Shadwell's genuine night admits no ray, 
His riting ſogs prevail upon the day. 

Be ſides, his goodly fabric fills the eye, 

And ſeems deſign'd for thoughtleſs majeſty : 
Thoughtleſs as monarch oaks, that ſhade the plain, 
And fpread in ſolemn ſtate ſupinely „ 
Heywood and St.irley were but types of thee, 
'Fhou laſt great prophet of tautology ! 

Fv*n l, a dunce of more renown than they, 
Was tent hetore hut to prepare thy way; 

And, coarſely clad in Norwich drugget, came 
to reach the nations in thy greater name. 

My warbling lite, the lute I whilom ſtrung, 
When to king Tein of Portugal 1 ſung, 

Was bur tlic prelude to that glorious day, 
Wauen thou on filver Thames didſt cut thy way, 
With weil-tim'd oars beſote the royal barge, 
Swell'd with the pride of thy celeſtial charge; 
And, big with hymn, commander ot an hoſt, 
The like vs ne'er in Epſom blankets toſt. 
Metthinks. 1 fre the new Arion ſail, 

The lute ſtill rrembling underneath thy nail. 

At thy well-tharpen'd thumb from ſhore to ſhore 
The trebles ſqueak for fear, the baſes roar : 
Echoes from P.ffing- Alley Shadwell call, 

\nd Shadwell they refound from Aſton- Hall, 
Aout thy hoat the little fiſhes rhrong, 

.\s at the morning toatt that floats along. 
Sometimes, as prince of thy harmonious hand, 
Thou wield ſt thy papers in thy thrething hand. 
St. Andie's feet ne'er kept more equal time, 


Not even the feet of thy own Pſyche's rhyme 3 

Thourh they in number as in ſepſe excel 

© juſt, fo like tautoloxy, they fell, 

That, pale with envy, Singleton ſorſwore 

Ihe lute and ſword, wn he in triumph Fore, 

And vow'd he ne'er wonld act Villerius more. 
Here ſtopt the go old fire, and wept for joy, 

In Ment raptures of the hopeful boy. 

All arguments, but moſt his plays, perſuade, 


hat for anomted dulrets he was made. 


Cole ro the walls which fair Auguſta bind, 


(The fair Auguſta much to ears inclin'd) 


An ancient fabric rais*d t* intorm the ſ cht, 


There Nood of. yore, and Barbican it hight : 
| 


\ 


{A atch- tower once; but row, fo fate ordains, 
all the pre an empty name remains: 

From its old ruins brothel-houſes riſe, 

Scenes of iewd loves, and of polluted 10ys, 

Were their vaſt courts the mother-ſtrumpets keep, 
nd, undiſturb'd by watch, ir Glence fleep. 

[Near theſe a nurſery erefts its head. 


Where queens are form'd, ard future heroes bred ; 
Where unfledg'd actors learn to laugh and cry, 
Where infant punks their tender voices try, 


And little Maximins the Gods defy, 
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Great Fletcher never treads in buſkins here, 

Nor greater Jonſon dares in ſocks appear 3 

But gentle Simkin juit reception finds 

Amidft this monument of vaniſh*d minds: 

Pure clinches the Suburtian Muſe atiords, 

And Panton waging harmleſs war with words. 

Here Flecknoe, as a place to fame weil known, 

Ambitiouſly deſign'd his Shadweil's toe. 

For ancient Decker prophcſ,'d iong finde, 

That in this pile ſhould reign a miglity prince, 

Born for a ſcourge of wit, and fail of fenſ-, 

To whom true duineſs ſhould ſome Pſyclics owe, 

But worlds of miſers from his pen ſhould fo; 

Humoriſts and liypocritcs it Mould produce, 

Whole Raymond families, and tribes of Bruce, 

Now emprefs fame had publiſh'd the renown 

Of Shadwell's coronation through the town. 

Rouz'd by report of fare, the nations meet, 

From near Bunhill, and diſtant Watling-ſtreet. 

No Pertian carpets ſpread th imperial way, 

But ſcatter'd limbs of mangled poets lay: 

From duſty ſhops nezlected authors come, 

Martyrs of pies, and reliques 0: the bum. 

Much Heywood, Shirley, Ogleby, there lay, 

But loads of Shadwell aimoſt chok'd the way. 

Bilk'd ſtationers for ycomen ttood prepar d, 

And Herringman was captain ot the guard. 

The hoary prince in majeſty apprar'd, 

High on a throne of his own Jahours rear d. 

At his right hand our young Afc.inivs fate, 

Rome's other hope, and pillar of the ſtate. 

Eis brows thick fogs, inſtcad of giories, grace, 

And lambent dulneſs play d arovd lis lace. 

As Hannibal did to the altars come, 

Swore by his ſire, a mortal toe to Rone; 

So Shadwell ſwore, nor thould his vow be vain, 

That he till deat i true dulneſs would maintain 

And, in his fatl.gr's riglit, and realm's defence, 

Ne'er to have peace with wit, nor truce with ſenſe. 

The king himſelt the ſacred un&t.on made, 

As king by office, and as prieſt by trade. 

In his 1tniſter hand, inſtea ! ot ball, 

He plac'd a mighty mug of ent ale; 

Love's kingdom to his r:glit lie did convey, 

At once his ſceptre, and his rule of ſway ; 

Whole righteons lore the prince had practis'd young, 

And trom whoſe loins recorded Pſyche forung. 

His temples, laft, with poppies were «erfpread, 

That nodding icem' d to confecrate his lead. 

Juſt at the point of time, fame rot hy e, 

Gn his left hand twelve reverend os dd fly, 

So Romulus, *tis ſung by Tyber's broo's, 

Preſaze of ſway from twice ſix vultures tos, 

Th' admiring throng loud acclamations make, 

And omens of his future empire take. 

The fire then ſhook the honours of his head, 

And from his brows damps ot oblivion ſhed 

Full, on the filial dulnets : long he Hood, 

Repelling from his breaſt the raging God; 

At length burſt out in tliis prophetic mood. 
Heavens bleſs my ſon! from Ireland let him 

reien 

To far Barbadoes on the weſtern main; 

Of his dominion may no end be known, 

And greater than his father's be his throne ; 

Peyond Love's kingdom let him ſtretch his pen !— 

He paus'd, and all thę people cry d Amen, 
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Tien thus continued he : My ſon, advance 
Still in new impudence, NEV Ignorance. 
Succels let others teach, la n thou trom me 
Pangs wittout birth, and truitleſs induſtry. 
Let virtvolos in ave year; be writ 3 

Yet rot oe thought accuſe thy toil of wit. 
Let yentie Geoige in tziunph tread the ſtage, 
Make Dorimant betray, and Loveit rage; 


Let Cully, Cockwood, I opling, charm the pit, 


And in their toiy ther the writer's wit. 
Yet ſtill thy tools {hall ftaud in thy detence, 
And juſtify tier autior's want ot ſenſe. 
Let them be all by thy own n.odel made 
Ot duine(s, and defire no ofen aid; 
Thar they to tuture ages may be Koen, 
Not copies drawn, hut iſſue of thy own. 

Nay, let tliy men of wit too Le the ſame, 
Fell ſull of thee, and G:ficring but in name. 
But let no alien Sedley interpoſe, 
To lard with wit thy hungry Epſom prof-. 
And when falſe flowers of rhetoric thou would 
culy 
| Truſt nature, do rot labour to be dull; 
But write thycheſt, and top, and, in each line, 
Sir Formal's oratory will be tlune : 
Sir Formal, though unſought, attends thy quill, 
And does thy rorthern dedications IL 

Nor let falſe friends ſeduce thy mind to fame, 
By arrogating Jonſon's hoſtile name. 

Let father Fiecknoe fire thy mind with pra:fe, 
And uncle Ogleby thy envy raiſe. 

ou art my blood, where Jonſon has no part: 
What (hare have we in nature or in art? 

Wucre did his wit on learning fix a brand, 

And rai! at arts he did not underſtand? 

Where made lie love in prince Nicander's vein, 
Or ſwept the duſt in Plyche's humble ttrain ? 
Where ſold he hargains, whip-ſtitch, kiſs my arſe, 
romis d a play, and dwindled to a tarce ? 
When did tus Muſe from Fletcher ſcenes purtoin, 
As thou whole Ltherege doſt transiuſe to thine ? 
But fo transtus'd, as oil and wate's flow, 

His always floats a! ove, thine finks below. 
This is thy province, this thy wondrous way, 
New humours to invent for each new play: 
Ihis is that hoaſted hias of thy mind, 

By which, one way, to dulneſs tis inclin'd ; 
Which mates thy writings lean on one ſide till, 
And in ail changes, that wa; bends thy Will. 
Nor let thy mountain-belly make pretence 
Ot likeneſs; thine's a tympany of ſenſe. 

A tun of man in thy large hulk is writ, 

But ſure thou'rt but a kilderkin of wit. 

Like mine, thy gentle numbers feebly creep; 
Thy tragic Muſe gives ſmiles, tliy comic fleep. 
With whate'er gall thou ſett'ſt thy ſelt to write, 
Thy inottenſive ſatires never bite. 

In tliy telonious heart though venom lies, 

it does but touch thy Iriſh pen, and dies. 

[ly genius calls thee not to purchaſe tame 

in keen lambics, but mild Anagram. 
Leave writing plays, and chooſe for thy command, 
Some peaceful province in Acroſtic land. 
| There thou mayſt wings diſplay and altars raiſe, 
And torture one poor word ten thoufand ways. 
Or if thou wouldſt thy different talents ſuit, 

Set thy own ſongs, and ſing them to thy lute, 
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He ſaid; hut his laſt words were ſcarcely heard: 
For Bruce and Longvil had a trap prepar'd, 
And down they ſent the yet declaiming bard. 
Sinking he left his drageet tobe behind, 
ome upwards by a ſubterranean wind. 
The mantle teil to the young prophet's part, 
With double portion Of tus father's art. 
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EPI TT LE WH EF 4RAR 


TO MY HONOURFD FRIENDSIR ROBERT HOWARD, 


ON HIS EXCELLENT POEMS. 


S there is muſic uninform'd by art 
In thoſe wild notes, whic!) with a merry heart 
i ke Hire in unfrequented ſhades expreſs, 
Wo, better taught at home, yet pleaſe us leſs: 
dom your verſe a ative ſwectteſe dwells, 
Which thames conpoſute, and its art excels. 
Singing no more can your ſoft numbers grace, 
Than paint adds charms unto a heauteous face. 
Vet av, when mighty rivers gently creep, 
heir even calmn: 1s does ſuppoſe them deep; 
duch is your Muſe : no metaphor fwelFd high 
Vith danverous boldneſs liſts her to the ſky : 
oe mourting fancies, when they fall again, 
di {and and dirt at Fottom do remain. 
da firm a ſtrenzth, and yet withal fo ſweet, 
Did never hut in Samſon's riddle meet. 
lis ſtrange each line fo great a weight ſhould bear, 
And yet ro fin of toil, To ſweat appear. 
ther your art higces art. as ffoics fern 
Then leaſt to feel, when moſt they ſutter pain; 
Ard we, dull fouls, admire, but cannot ſee 
What hidden ſprings within the engine he. 
Gr tis ſome happireſs that ſtill purſues 
Each act and motion of your grateful Muſe. 
'r is it fortune's work, that in your head 
he curious net that is for fancies ſpread, 
Lets through its meſhes every meaner thought, 
Wale rich ideas there ate ovly caught? 
dure that's rot all: this is a p.ece too fair 
lo he the child of chance, and not of care. 
atoms caſually toyether hurl'd 
Could eber produce fo beautiful a world. 
Nor dart 1 ſuch a doctrine here admit, 
3 would deſtroy the providence of wit. 
Is your ſtrong genius then which does rot feel 
Tlote weights, would make a weaker ſpirit recl. 
To carry weight, and run fo lightly too, 
[3 what alone your Pegaſus can do. 
Great Hercules himſelf could ne er do more, 
Than not to feel thoſe heavens and gods he hore. 
Your eafer odes, which for delight were penn'd, 
et our inſtruction make their ſecond end: 
Ve're both enrich'd and pleas'd, like them that 
woo 
r Once a beauty, and a fortune too. 
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Of moral kr ov ledęe poeſy was queen, ' 

And ftill ſhe might, had wanton wits rot been; 

Who, like ill evardiars, liv'd themſelves at large, i 

And, rot content with that, debauch'd their j 
charge. 

Like ſome brave captain, your ſucceſsful pen 

Refores the eviFd to her crown again: 

And gives us hope, that, having ſeen the days j} 

When rothing flouriſh'd but fanatic bays, 17 

All w:Il at length in this opinion teſt, 

A ſober prince's government is beſt.” 

This is not all; your art the way has ſound 

To make th” improvement of the richeſt ground, 

That foil which thoſe immortal laurels hore, 

That once the ſacred Maro's temples wore. 

Fliza's griefs are fo expreſs'd hy you, 

They are too cloquent to have been true. 

Had the ſo ſpoke, M neas had obey'd 

What Dido, rather than what ſove had ſaid, 

If funeral ite can give a ghoſt repoſe, 

Your Muſe fo juſtly has diſcharged thofe, 

Elizu's ſhade may row its wandering ceaſe, 

And claim a title to the fields of peace. 

zut if /Encas be oblig*'d, no leſs 

Your kincnefs great Achilles doth confeſs 3 

Win, dreſs'd by Statius in too Fold a look, 

Did il} kecome thoſe virgin robes he took. 

o un derſtand how much we owe to you, 

We muſt your numbers, with your author's, vie v; 

Then we ſhall fee his work was lamely rough, 

Each figure iff, as if defign'd in buff: 

' His colours laid fo thick on every place, 

As only ſhew'd the paint, but hid the face. 

Nut as in perſpective we heauties ſee, 

Which in the glaſs, not in the picture, be; 

o here our fight obligingly miſtakes 

hat wealth, which his your bounty only makes. 

Thus vulgar diſhes are, by cooks diſpuis'd, 

Moe for their dreffing, than their ſubſtance priz'd. 

our curious notes fo ſearch into that age, 

| When all was fable but the ſacred page, 

hat, fince in that dark might we needs muſt ſtray, 

| We are at leaſt miſſed in pleaſant way. 

aut, what we moit admire, your verſe no leſs 

| ihe prophet than the poct doth confeſs. 

Fre our weak eyes diſcern'd the doubtful ſtreak 

Ot light, you ſaw great Charles his morning 

| break. 

o (<ilful ſeamen ken the land from far, 

' Which ſhews like miſts to the dull paſſenger. 

0 Charles your Rfuſe firſt pays her duteous love, 

As ſtill the antients did begin from Jove. 

With Monk you end, whoſe name preſerv'd ſhall 
he, 

\s Rome recorded Rufus' memory, 

Who thought it greater horour to obey 

His country's intereſt than the world to ſway. 

But to write worthy thinzs of worthy men, 

Is the peculiar talent of your pen: 

Yet let me take your mantle up, and I 

Will venture in your right to propheſy, 

* This work, by merit firſt of fame ſecure, 

ls likewiſe happy in its geniture : 

« For, fince "tis born when Charles aſcends tlie 
« throne, 

It ſhares at once his ſortune and its own. ** 
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EPISTLE THE SECOND. 


To MY NONOURED FRIEND DR. CHARLETOSN, 


On his learned and uſefu! works; but more particularly 
his Treatiſe of SToxz-HExGE, by e reſtored t. 


the true founder, 


HE longeſt tyranny that ever ſway'd, 
Was that wherein our anceſtors betray'd 

Their free-born reaſon to the Stagirite, 
And made his torch their univerſal light. 
So truth, while only one ſupply'd the ſtate, 
Grew ſcarce, and dear, and yet ſophiſticate. 
Still it was bought, like emp'ric wares, or charms, 
Hard words ſeal'd up with Ariſtotle's arms. 
Columbus was the fi-ſt that ooh throne ; 
And tound a temperate in a tor zone: 
The ſeveriſh air fann'd by a cooling breeze, 
The fruitful vales ſet round with thady trees; 
And gulltleſs men, who danc'd away their time, 
Freſh as their groves, and happy as their clime. 
Had we ſtill paid that homaze to name, 
Which only God and nature juſtly claim; 
The weſtern ſeas had been our utmoſt hound, 


Where poets ſtill might dream the ſun was drown'd: 


And all the ſtars that thine in ſouthern ſkies, 
Had been admir'd by none hut ſavage eycs. 
Among th' aſſerters of free reafon's claim, 
Our r.ation's not the leaſt in wortl: or fame. 
"The world to Bacon does not only owe 
Its preſent knowledge, but its future too. 
Giiber thall live, till loadftones ccaſe to draw, 
Or Britiſh fleets the boundleſs oc-an awe. 
And noble Boyle, not leſ. in nature fern, 
Than his great brother read in ſtats and men. 
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| Watch'd by the genius of this royal place, 
And miglity viſions of rhe Danith race. 

His reiuge then was tor a temple ſhown : 
But, ne rettor'd, 'tis now become a throne, 
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EPISTLE THE THIRD. 


TU THE LADY CASTLEMAIN, UPON HER EXCOU-s 
RAGING HIS FIRST PLAY. 


A S ſeamen, thipwreck'd on ſome happy ſhore, 
Diſcover wealth in lar.c's unknown before; 
And, what their art had lahour'd long in vain, 
By their misfortunes happily ora: 
So my much-envy'd Muſe, by ſtorms long toſt, 
Is thrown upon your hoſpitable court, 

And finds more favour by her ill ſuccefs, 

'Than ſhe could hope for by her happineſs. 
{Once Cato's virtue did the gods oppoſe; 

White they the victor, he the vanquiſh'd choſe : 
But you have done what Cato could rot do, 

To chooſe the vanquith'd, and reſtore him too. 
Let others {till triumwli, and gain then cauſe 

By their deferts, or by the world's applauſe ; 
Let merit crowns, and juſtice laurels give, 

But let me happy by your pity live. 

True poets empty tame and praiſe deſpiſe, 
Fame 1s the trumpet, bur your (mile the prize, 
You fit above, and ſce vain men h. 

Contend for what you only can beſtow : 

But thoſe great actions others do hy chance, 
Are, like your beauty, your inheritance : 

So great a ſoul, ſuch ſweerneſs join'd in one, 
Coutl.: only ſpring from noble Grandiſon. 

You, like the ſtars, not by reflection bright, 


The circling ſtreams, once thought but pools, of; Are horn to your own heaven, and your own light; 


Food 
(Whether life's fuel, or the horly's ſo0d) 
From dark oblivio: Harvey's name ſhall ſave z 
While Ent keeps all the honour that he gave, 
Nor are you, learn'd friend, the leaſt renown'd ; 
Whoſe fame, not circumſcrih'd with Eaglſh ground 
Flies like the nimble journies of the licht; 
And is, like that, unſpent too in its flight. 
Whatever truths have heen, by art or chance, 
Redeem'd from error, or from ignorawco, 
Thin in their authors, like rich veins of ore, 
Your werks unite, and itill diſcover more. 
Yuch is the healing virtue of your pen, 
To perfect cures on hooks, as well as men. 
Nor is this work the leaſt : you well may give 
To men new vigour, who nade ſtones to live. 


Through you, the Danes, their hort dominion loſt, 


A longer conqueſt than the Saxons boaſt. 


Stonehenge, once thougit atemple you have found 


Like them are good, hut from a nohler cauſe, 

From your own knowledge, not from nature's laws. 

Yonr power you never ufe, but for defence, 

To guard your own, or others” innocence : 

Your toes are ſuch, as they, not you, have made, 

| And virtue may repel, though not invare. 

Such courage did the antient heroes thow, 

Who, when they might prevent, would wait the 
blow : 

With ſuch atſurance as they meant to ſay, 

We wil o*ercome, but ſcorn the ſateſt way. 

What further fear of danger can there be ? 

Zeauty, which captives all things, ſets me free. 

Potterity will judge by my ſucceſs, 

had the Grecian poet's happineſs, 

Who, waving plots, {ound out a better way; 

Some God deſcended, and preſerv'd the play. 

Whey firſt the triumphs of your ſex were ſung 

By ttioſe old ports, beauty was but young, 


A throne here kings, our earthly gods were And few admir'd the native red and white, 


crown'd ; 
Where by their wondering ſ1hjefts they were ſeen, 
Joy'd with their ſtature, and their princely mien. 
Our ſovereign here above the reſt might ſtand, 
And nere be choſe again to rule the land. 
Theſe ruins ſhelter'd once his ſacre head, 
When he trom Wor'ſter's fatal battle tied ; 


Till poets dreſo d them up to charra the ſight 3 +» 
SO heauty took on iruſt, and dic! engage 

For ſums of praiſes till ſhe came to age. 

But this long growing 1ebt to poetry 

You juſtly, Ma:lan, have diſcharg'd to me, 
When your applauſe and favour did intuſe 

(ow life to my condemn'd and dying Mule. 
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EPISTLE THE FOURTH. 


TO MR LEE, ON HIS ALEXANDER, 


£ He blaſt of common cenſure could I fear, 


Before your play my name ſhould not appear; Envi 


For 't will be thouzht, and with ſome colour too, 
{ pay the bribe I firſt receiv d Hm you; 

That mutual vouchers for our tame we ſtand, 
And play the game into each other's hand 

And as cheap pen'orths to ourſelves afford, 

As Beffus and the brothers ot the frvord. 

Such lihels private men may well endure, 

When ſtates and kings themſelves are rot ſecure: 
For ill men, conſcious of their inward guilt, 
Think the beſt act ions on by-ends are built. 

And yet my filence had hot *ſcap'd their fpite 3 
Then envy had not ſuffer'd me to write; 

Tor, fince 1 could not igrorance pretend, 

Such merit 1 muſt envy or commend, 

do many candidates there ſtand for wit, 

A place at court is ſcarce fo hard to get : 

ain they crowd each other at the door; 
For ev'n reverſions are all begg'd before: 
Peſcrt, how known ſoc'r, is long delay'd; 
And then too fools and kvaves are better pay'd. 
Vet, as fome act.ons hear fo great a name, 


That courts themſelves arc juit, for fear of ſhame ; 


do has the mighty merit of your play 

Extorted praiſe, and forc'd itſelf away. 

is here, as 'tis at feaz who fartheſt goes, 

Or dares the moſt, makes all the reſt his tors. 
Yet when tome virtue much outgrows tlie reſt, 
It ſhoots too faſt, and high, to be expreſt; 

As lis heroic worth ſtruck envy dumb, 


Who took the Dutchman, and who cut the boom. 
Such praiſe is yours, while you the paſſions move, 


That *tis no longer feign*d, *tis real love, 
Were nature triumphs over wretched art; 
We only warm the head, but you the heart. 
Always you warm; and it the riſing year, 
As in hot regions, brings the ſun too near, 
is but to make your fragrant ſpices blow, 
Which in our cooler climates will not grow. 
They only think you animate your theme 


Wit roo much fire, who are themſelves all phlegm. 


lh, would be for lags of ſloweſt pace, 
Were cripples made the judges of the race. 


Pefpife thoſe drores, who praiſe, while they accuſe, 


The too much vigour of your youthful Muſe. 
that humble ſtyle which they your virtue make, 
is in your power; you need but ſtoop and take. 
Your beauteous images muſt he allow'd 

By all, but ſome vile poets of the crowd. 

Put how ſhould any fign-poſt dauber know 

The worth of "Titian or of Angelo? 

Hard features every bungler can command: 

To draw true beauty, ſhews a maſter's hand. 


|= —————_—_— ORR [MUHUD—U—PmeP») 


EPISTLE THE FIFTH 


TO THF EARL. OF ROSCOMMON, 
LENT ESSAY ON TRANSLATED VERSE, 
* ihe ſeeds of arts and infant ſcience bore, 
"Tis ſure the noble plant, tranſlated firſt, 
Advanc'd its head in Grecian gardens nurſt. 


DRYDEN? 


ON HIS EXCEL=- 


HETHER the fruitful Nile, or Tyrian ſhore, 
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The Grecians added verſe : their tuneſul tongue 
Made nature firſt, and nature's God, their fong. 

Nor ttopt tranſlation here: for conquering Rome, 
Wuh Grec;an ſpoils, brought Grecian numbers 

home z 

Enrich'd by thofe Athenian Muſes more, 

Than all the vanquiſh'd world could yield before. 

| Till barharous nations, and more barbarous times, 
Dehas'd the majeſty of verſe torl:ymes ; 

Ihe rade at firſt: a kind of hobbling proſe, 
That imp'd along, and tinkled in the clote. 

But Italy, reviving from the trance 

Of Vandal, Goth, and Monkiſh ignorance, 
With pauſes, cadence, and well-vowel'd words, 
And all the graces a good ear affords, 

Made riyrme an art, and Dante's poliſh'd page 

;Reftor'd a filver, not a golden age. 

Then Petrarch follow'd, and in him we fee, 

| What rhyme improv'd in all its height can be: 
At heſt a pleaſing found, and fair barbarity. 

The French purſued their ſteps; and Britain, laſt, 

In manly ſweetneſs all the reſt ſurpaſs'd. 

ile wit of Greece, the gravity of Rome, 

Appcar exalted in the Britiſh loom: 

The Muſe's empire is reſtor'd again, 

In Charles's reign, and by Roſcommon's pen. 

Vet modeſtly he does his work ſurvey, 

| And calls a finiſh'd Poem an Eſſay; 

| For all the needſul rules are ſcatter'd here 

Truth ſmoothly told, and pleaſantly ſevere; 

So well is art diſguis'd for nature to appear. 

Nor need thoſe rules to give tranſlation light: 
His own example is a flame fo bright ; 

That he who but arrives te copy well, 

Unguided will advance, unknowing will excel. 
'Scarce his own Horace could ſuch rules ordain, 
Or his own Virgil ſing a nobler ſtrain. 

No much in him may riſing Ireland boaſt, 
How much in gaining him has Britain loſt ! 

''1 heir iNand in revenge has ours reclaim'd 3 

The more inſtructed we, the more we ſtill are 
ſham'd. 

Dis well for us his generous blood did flow 
Deriv'd from Britiſh channels long ago, 

I hat here his conquering anceftors were nurſt ; 
And Ireland hut tranſlated England farſt : 

' Py this reprifal v-& regain our right, 

Elſe muit the two contending nations fight ; 

A nobler quarrel for his native earth, 

Than what divided Greece tor Homer's birth. 
To what perfection will our tongue arrive, 

How will invention and tranſlation thrive, 

When authors nobly born will bear their part, 

And not ciſdain th' inglorious praiſe of art 

; Great generals thus, deſcending from command, 

With their own toil provoke the ſoldiers' hand. 

How will ſweet Ovid's ghoſt he pleas'd to hear 

His fame augmented by an Engliſh peer ; 

How he embelliſhes his Helen's love, 

Outdoes his ſoftneſs, and his ſenſe improve 

When theſe tranſlate, and tcach tranſlators too, 

Nor firſtling kid, nor any vulgar vow, 

Should at Apollo's grateful altar ſtand : 
Roſcommon writes ; to that auſpicious hand, 
Mufe, feed the bull that ſpurns the yellow ſand. 
Rofcommon, whom both court and camps com- 

mend, 


True to his prince, and faithful to his friend; 
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Roſcommon firſt in fields of honour known, 

Firſt in the peaceful triumphs ot the gown ; 

Who both Minervas juſtly makes his own. 

Now let the few belov'd by Jove, and they 
Whom intus'd Titan form'd of better clay, 

On equal terms with ancient wit engage, 

Nor mighty Homer fear, nor ſacred Vugil's page: 
Our Englith palace opens wide in ſtate ; 

And without ſtooping they may pals the gate. 


O you who live in chill degree, 
As map informs, ot fifty-three, 
And do not much tor cold atone, 
By bringing thither fifty-one, 
Metlunbs all climes thould be alike, 
From tropic ev'n to pole artigque ; 
Since you have ſuch a conſtitution 
As no where f ffers diminution. 
You can be old in grave debate, 
And young in love-aftarrs of ſtate ; 
% THE DUTCHESS OF YORK, ON HER RETURN; And both to wives and huſband's flow 
FROM SCOTLAND, IN THE YEAR 1682. | The vigour of a pienipo. 
Like mighty miſſioner you come 
Ad Hartes Infidelium.“' 
HEN factious rage to cruel exile drove 'A work of wondrous merit ſure, 
The queen of beauty, and the court of love, So jar to go, fo much t' endure z 
The Muſes droop'd with their toriaken arts, And all to preach to German dame, 
And the ſad Cupids broke their uſeleſs darts: Where ſound of Cupid never came. 
Our fruitful plains to wilds and defarts turn'd, Lefs had you done, had you been tent 
Like Eden's face, when baniſh'd man it nourn'd. As far as Drake or Pinto went, 
Love was no more, when loyalty was gone, or cloves or nutmegs to the linc-a, 
The great ſupporter of his a ful throne. Or ev*n tor oranges to China, 
Love could no longer after beauty ttay, | That had indeed been charity; 
But wander'd northward to the verge of day, | Where love-fick ladies helpleſs lie, 
As if the ſun and he had loſt their way. Chapt, and tor want of hquor dry, 
But now ti illuſtrious nymph return'd again, But you have made your zeal appear 
Brings every grace triumphant in her train. | Within the circle of the Bear. 
The wondering Nercids, though they rais'd no What regten of tie earth's ſo dull, 
ſtorm, | That is not of your jabours full ? 
Foreſlaw'd her paſſage, to hehold her form : Uriptolemus (fo ſung the Nine) 
Some cry*d, a Venus; ſome, a 'Thert:s paſt ; 'Strew*'d plenty from his cart divine. 
But this was not fo fair, nor that ſo chatte. But, ſpite of all theſe fa'le-makers, 
Far from her ſight flew Faction, Strife, and Pride; | He never fow'd on Almain acres : 
And Envy did but look on her, and dy'd. No, that was left by fatc's decree, 
Whate'er we ſuffer'd trom our ſullen tare, o he perform'd and tung by thee, 
Her ſight is purchas'd at an eafy rate. 
Three gloomy years againſt this day were ſet ; 
But this one mighty ſum has clear'd the debt: 
Like Joſeph's dream, but with a better doom, 
"The tamine paſt, the plenty ſtill to come. 
For her the weeping heavens become ſerene ; 
For her the ground is clad in cheerful green : 
For her the nightingales are taught to ſing, 
And nature has for her delay'd the ſpring. 
The Muſe reſumes her long- forgotten lays, 
And Love reſtor'd, his ancient realm ſurveys, 
Recals our beauties, and revives our plays ; 
His waſte dominions peoples once again, 
And from her preſence dates his ſecond reign, 
But awiul charms on her fair torehead fit, 
Diſpenſing what ſhe never will admit : 
Pleaſing, yet cold, like Cynthia's filver beam, 
The people's wonder, and the poet's theme. 
Diſtemper'd Zeal, Sedition, canker'd Hate, 
No more thall vex the church, and tear the ſtate; 
No more ſhall Faction civil diſcords move, 
Or only difcords ot too tender love: 
Piſcord, like that of muſic's various parts; 
Diſcord, that makes the harmony of hearts ; 
Diſcord, that only this diſpute ſhall bring, 
Who beſt mall love the duke, and ſerve the king, 
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EPISTLE THE SIXTH. 


As the French king through articles. 
In grand affairs thy days are ſſent, 

in waging weighty compliment, 

With ſuch as monarchs repreſent, 
They, whom ſuch vaſt fatigues attend 
Want ſome ſolt minutes to unbend, 
lo ſhe the work! that now and then 
Seat miniſters are mortal men. 


in bumpers every king is c:own'd ; 
Refides three holy mitred Hectors, 
And the whole college of Ele<Q ors. 

No health ot potentate is ſunk, 

That pays to make his envoy drunk. 
"Theſe Dutch delights I mention'd laſt, 
Suit not, I know, your Englith taſte : 
For wine to leave a whore or play 
Was ne'er your exc: llency's way. 

Nor need this title give offence, 

For here you were your excellence, 


His excellence for all but fleeping. 
Now if you tope in form and treat, 
*Tis the ſour ſauce to the ſweet meat, 
The fine you pay for being great. 


ATETTER TO SIR GEORGE ETHEREGE, 


Thou break'ft through ſorms with as much eaſe 


Then Rheniſh rummers walk the round ; 


For gaming, writing, ſpeaking, keeping, 
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Nay, here's a harder impoſition, | 


Which is indeed the court's petition, 
That, ſetting worldly pomp afide, 
Which poet has at font ceny'd, 

vou would be pleas'd in humble way 
To write a trifle call'd a Play. 

nis truly is a degradation, 

nut would oblige the crown and nation 
Next to your wife negotiat ou. 

It you pretend, as well you may, 

Your high degree, your iriends will ſay, 
"he duke St. Aignon made a play. 

If Gallic wit corvince you ſcarce, 

His grace of Bucks has made a tarce, 
And you whoſe comic wit is terſe all, 
Can hardly tail below Rehearſal. 

en finith what you have began; 

hut ſerihhle faſter it you can: 

For yet ro George, to our diſcerning, 
Has writ without a ten years Warning. 
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EPISTLE THE NINTH. 


TOHFNRY HIGDEN, ESQ. ON HIS TRANSLATION 
OF THE TENTH SATIRE OF JUVENAL. 

b 1 Grecian wits, who Satire firſt began, 
Were pleatant paſquins on the life of man; 

At mizity villains, who the ſtare oppreſt, 

They durit not rail, perhaps they lath'd, at leaſt, 

And turn'd them out of office with a jeſt. 

No oo could prep abroad, but ready ſtand 

The crolls to clap a bauble in his hand. 


Wife legiſlators ne ver yet could draw 


4. fop within the reach of common law; 

For poſture, dreſs, grimace, and affectation, 

I hongh tors to ſenſe, are harmleſs to the nation. 
Our lait redreſs is dint ot verſe to try, 

And Satire is our Court of Chancery. 

This way took Horace to reform an age, 

Not had enough to need an author's rage. 

But yours who liv'd in more degenerate times, 
Was forc's to ſaſten derp, and worry crimes. 
Yet yon, my friend, have temper'd him ſo well, 


You make him ſmile in ſpite of all his zeal : 
An art peculiar to yourſelf alone, 

Jo ſoin the virtues of two ſtyles in one. 

Oh! were your author's principle receiv'd, 


20 MR. SOUTHERNF, ON HIS COMEDY CALLED, Half of the labouring wort would be reliev'd; 


THE WIVES EXCUSE. 


URE there's a fate in plays, and *tis in vain 
To write, while theſe malignant planets re'gn. 

done very tooliſh mftuence rules the pit, 
Not always kind to ſenſe, or jutt to wit: 
Ang whilſt it laſts, let bufloomy ſucceed, 
To make us laugh; tor never was more need. 
Fact, in itieli, is of a naſty ſcent; 
Put the gain ſmells not of the excrement. 
Tue Spanith nympli, a wit and beauty too, 
With all her charms, bore but a ſingle how: 
But let a monſter Muſcovite appear, 
He dravvs a crowded audience round the year. 
May be thou haſt not pleas'd the box and pit; 
Vet thoſe who blame thy tale applaud thy wit: 
So Terence plotted, but fo Terence writ. 
Like his thy thoughts are true, thy language cleqn ; 
Evnlewdnels is made moral in thy ſcene. 
The hearers may for want of Nokes repine ; 
But reſt ſecure, the readers will be thine. 
Nor was thy lahour'd drama danm'd or hifs'd, 
But with a kind civility difmiſs'd 
With ſuch good manners, as the Wife did uſe, 
Who, not accepting, did but juſt refuſe. 
There was a glance at parting ; ſuch a look, 
As bids thee not give o'er, for one rebuke. 
But if thou wouldſt be feen, as well as read, 
Copy one living author, and one dead: 
The ſtandard of thy Qtyle let Etherege be; 
For wit, ti" immortal ſpring of Wycherly : 
Learn, after hoth, to draw ſome juit deliggy 
And tie next age will learn to copy thine, 


| For not to wilh is not to be deceiv'd. 

Revenge would into charity be cliang'd, 
Becauſe it coſts too dear to be reveng'd ; 

It coſts our quiet and content of mind, 

And when "tis compaſs'd leaves a ſting behind. 
. Suppoſe I had the better end o' th” ſtaff, 

Why ſhould I help t{' ill-natur'd world to laugh? 
"Tis all alike to them, who get the day; 

They love the ſpite and miſchief of the tray, 
No; I have cur'd myſelf of that diſeaſe ; 

| Nor will I be provok'd, but when I pleaſe : 
{But let me half that cure to you reſtore ; 


| You give the ſalve, I laid it to the ſore. 


Our kind reliet againſt a rainy day, 
Reyond a tavern, or a tedious play, 
We take your book, and laugh our ſpleen away. 
It all your tribe, too ſtudious of debate, 
Would ceale falſe hopes and titles to create, 
Led by the rare example you begun, 
Clients would fail, and lawyers be undone. 


EPISTLE THE TENTH. 


TO MY DEAR FRIEND MR. CONGREVE, on HIS 
| COMEDY CALLED THE DOUBLE DEALER. 


W =: then, the promis'd hour is come at lait, 
The preſent age of wit obſcures the paſt : 
Strong were our ſitres, and as they fought they writ, 
Conquering with torce of arms, and dint of wit: 
Theis was the giant race, before the flood; 

And thus, when Charles return'd, our empire ſtood. 
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Like ſanus he the ſtubborn ſoil manur'd, 

With rules of huſbandry rhe rankneſs cur'd; 
Tam'd us to manners, when the ſtage was rude ; 
And boiſterous Englith wit with art indued. 

Our age was cultivated tlius at length; 

But what we gain'd in 1kill we loſt in ſtrength. 
Our builders were with want of genius curit ; 
The ſecond temple was not like the firſt: 

Till you, the beſt Vitruvius, come at length: 
Our beavties equal, hut excel our ſtrength. 

Firm Doric pillars found your ſolid bal : 

The fair Corinthian crowns the higher ſpace : 
Thus all below is ſtrength, and all above is grace. 
In eaſy dialogue is Fletcher's praiſe ; 

He mov'd the mind, but had not power to raiſe. 
Great Jonſon did by ſtrength of judgment pleaſe ; 
Yet, doubling Fletcher's force, he wants his eaſe. 
In differing talents both adorn'd their age; 

One for the ſtudy, rother for the ſtage. 

But both to Congreve juſtly ſhall ſubmit, 

One match'd in judgment, both o'ermatch'd in wit. 
In him all beauties of this age we fee, 

Etherege*'s courtſhip, Southern's purity, 

The fatire, wit, and ſtrength of manly Wycherly. 
All this in blooming youth you have atchies'd; 
Nor are your toil'd contemporaries gricv'd. 

So much the ſweetneſs of your manners move, 
We cannot envy you becauſe we love. 

Fabius might joy in Scipio, when be fav“ 

A beardleſs conſul made againſt tie law, 

And join his ſuffrage to the votes of Rome ; 
Though he with Hannibal was overcone. 

Thus old Romano bow'd to Raphael's fame, 
And ſcholar to the youth he taught became. 

O that your brows my laure! had ſuſtain'd ! 
Well had I been depos'd, if you had reign'd : 
The tather had deſcended for the fon ; 

For only you are lineal to the throne. 

Thus, when the ſtate one Edward did depoſe, 

A greater Edward in his room arofe. 

But now, not I, but poetry is curs'd ; 

For Tom the ſecond re;gns like Tom the firſt. 

But let them yot miſtake my patron's part, 

Nor call his charity their oven deſert. 

Yet this 1 propheſy; thou ſhalt be ſeen, 

(Though with tome ſhort parent! efis between) 

High on the throne of wit, and, ſeated there, 

Not mine, that's little, but thy laurcl wear. 

"Thy firſt attempt an early promiſe made; 

That early promiſe this has more than paid. 

So held, yet ſo judiciouſly you dare, 

That your leaft praife is to be regular. 

Time, place, and action, may with pains be 
wrought; 

But genius muſt he born, and never can he taught. 

This is your portion; tlus your native ſtore; } 

Heaven, that but once was prodizal betore, 

Jo Shakeſpeare gave as much; ſhe could not give 
him more. 

Maintain your poſt : That's all the fame you 

need ; 
For 'tis impoſſible you ſhould proceed. 
Already 1 am worn with cares and ate, 
And juſt abandoning th' ungratetul ſtage ; 
Unprofitahly kept at heaven's expence, 
T live a ren:t-charge on his providence : 
But vou, w! on every Mule and Grace adorn, 
Vhom I toi cſec to better tortune born, 


'* POLMS. 


Be kind ro my remains ; and O defend, 
Againſt your judgment, your departed friend ! 
Let not ti” inſulting foe my fame purſue, 

But ſhade thoſe laurels which ceſcend to you: 
And take tor tribute what theſe lines expreſs: 
You merit more; ner could my love do leſs. 
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EPISTLE THE ELEVENTH, 


TO MR. GRANVILEE, ON HIS EXCELLELENT TRA- 
GEDY CALLED HEROIC LOVE. 


USPICIOUS poct, were thou not my friend, 
How could I envy, what I muſt commend ? 

But fince tis na ure's lav in love and wit, 
That youth ſhonld reign, and withering age ſubniit. 
With lefs regret thoſe laurels I refign, 
Which, dying on my brows, revive on thine. 
With hetter grace an anc;ent chief may yield 
The long-contended honours of the field, 
Than venture all his ſortune at a caft, 
And fight, like Hannibal. to loſe at laſt. 
Young princes, obit:nate to win the prize, 
Though yearly beaten, vearly yet they rite : 
Old monarchs, though ſucceſsful, ſtill in doubt, 
Carch at a peace, and wiſcly turn devour, 


{ Vhine be tay laurel then; thy blooming age 


Can beſt, if any can, ſopport the ſtage ; 

Which ſo declines, that thortly we may fee 
Players and plays reduc'd to ſecond infancy. 
Sharp to the world, hut thougitleſs of renown, 
They plot not on the ſtage, but on the town, 
And, in deſpair their empty pit to fill, 

Set up ſome foreign monſter in a bill. 

Thus they jog on, ſtill tricking, never thriving, 
And murdering plays, which they m.ſcall reviving. 
Our ſenſe is nonſenſe, through their pipes convey'd; 
Scarce can a poet know the play he made; 

Lis ſo diſguis'd in death; nor thinks tis he 

That ſuffers in the mangled tragedy. 

Thus Itys firſt was kill'd, and after drefs'd 

For his own fire, the chief mvited geuett. 

I fay not this of thy ſucceſsful ſcenes, 

Where thine was all the glory, theirs the gains. 
With length of time, much judgment, and more toil, 
Not ill they ated, what they could not ſpoil. 
Their ſetting ſun 1} ſhoots a glimmering ray, 
Like ancient Rome, majeitic in decay: 

And better gleanings cheir worn ſoil can hoaſt, 
Than the crab- vintage of the neighbouring caatt. 
This difference yet the judging world will ſe ; 
Thou copieſt Homer, and they copy thee. 
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EPISTLE THE TWELFTH 


TOMY FRIEND MR. MOTTEUX, ON HIS TRAGEDY 
CALLED BEAUTY IN DISTRESS. 


7 IS hard, my friend, to write in ſuch an age, 
As damns, not only poets; but the ſtage. 

That ſacred art by heaven itſelf inſus'd, 

Which Moſcs, David, Solomon, have us'd, 
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Is now to be no more: the Muſesꝰ foes 

Would ſink their Maker's praiſes into proſe. 

Were they content to prune the laviſh vine 

Of ſtrageling branches, and improve the wine, 

Who, but a madman, would his thoughts defend ? 

All would ſubmit ; for all but tools will mend. 

Put when to common ſenſe they give the lye, 

And turn diſtorted words to blaſ;. emy, 

They give the ſcandal ; and the wiſe diſcern, 

heir gloſſes teach an age, too apt to learn. 

What J have looſely or prophanely writ, 

Let them to fires, their due deſert, commit: 

Nor, when accus'd by me, let them complain: 

Their faults, and not their functions, I arraign. 

Rebellion, worſe than witchcraft, they purſued ; 

Ihe pulpit preach'd the crime, the people rued. 

The ftage was ſilenc'd; for the ſaints would fee 

In nelds perform'd their plotted tragedy. 

Put let us firſt reform, and then ſo live, 

That we may teach our teachers to forgive : 

Our deſk be plac'd below their lofty chairs; 

Ours be the practice, as the precept theirs. 

The moral part, at leaſt, we may div. &, 

Humility reward, and puniſh pr:de ; 

Ambition, intereſt, avarice, accuſe : 

"Theſe are the province of a Tragic Muſe. 

Theſe haſt thou choſen 3 and the public voice 

Has equal'd thy performance with thy choice. 

Time, action, place, are fo preſerv'd by thee 

That ev'n Corneille might with envy ice 

TI altance of his Tripled Unity. 

Thy incidents, perhaps, too thick are ſown; 

Dut too much plenty is thy fault alone. 

At leait but two can that good crime commit, 

Thou in deſign, and Wycherly in wit. 

Let thy own Gauls condemn thee, if they dare; 

Contented to he thinly regular: 

Born there, but not for them, our fruitful ſoil 

With more increaſe rewards thy happy toil. 

Their tongue, enfeebled, is refin'd toe much; 

And, like pure gold, it bends at every touch: 

Our ſturdy Teuton yet will a't obey, 

More fit for manly thought, and ſtrengthen'd with 
allay. 

But whence art thou inſpir'd, and thou alone, 

To flourith in an idiom not thy own ? 

It moves our wonder, that a foreign gueſt 

Should over-match the moſt, and match the beſt. 

In under. praiſing thy deſerts, I wrong; 

Here find the firſt deficience of our tongue: 

Words, once my ſtock, are wanting, to commend 

o great a poet, and ſo godd a friend. 
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EPISTLE THE THIRTEENTH. 


> TO MY HONOURED FRIEND, Joux DRYDEN, 
OF CHESTER TON, IN TRE COUNTY OF HUN- 
TINGDON, ESQ. 


þ H bleſs'd is he, who leads a country liſe, 
y Unvex'd with anxious cares, and void of 
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Who, ſtudying peace, and ſhunning civil rage, 

Enjoy'd his youth, and now enjoys his age: 

All who deſerve his love, he makes his own ; 

And, to be lov'd himſelt, needs only to be known. 

Juſt, good, and wiſe, contending neighbours} 

come, 

From your award to wait their final doom; 

And, toes before, return in friendſhip home. 

Without their coſt, you terminate the cauſe : 

And fave th* expence of long litigious laws: 

Where ſuits are travers'd; and fo little done, 

That he who conquers, is but laſt undone : 

Such are not your decrees ; but ſo deſign'd, 

Ihe ſanction leaves a laſting peace behind 3 

Like your own foul, ſerene; a pattern of your 
mind. 

P romot ine concord, and compoſing ſtrife ; 

Lord of yourſelt, uncumber'd with a wife 

Where, {or a year, a month, perhaps a night, 


Long penitence ſucceeds a ſhort delight : 
Tho” pair'd by Heaven, in Paradiſe were curs'd. 
| For man ard woman, though in one they grow, 
Vet, firſt or laſt, return again to two. 
He to God's image, ſhe to his was made, 
| ſtray'd. 
' How could he ſtand, when, put to double pain, 
He muſt a weaker than himſelt ſuſtain ! 
ach might bave ſtood perhaps; but each alone; 
Not that my verſe would blemiſh all the fair; 
Put yet, it ſome he bad, 'tis wiſdom to beware; 
And better ſhun the bait, than ſtrugele in the ſnare. 
Thus have you ſhunn'd, and ſhun the marry'd 
Truſtine as little as you can to fate. 
No porter guards the paſſage of your door, 
'T* admit the wealthy, and exclude the poor; 
'For God, who gave the riches, gave the heart, 
Heaven, who foreſaw the will, the means has 
wrovght, 
And to the ſecond ſon a Heſſing brought ; 
The firſt-Hegotten had his father's ſhare : 
do may your ſtores and fruitful fields increaſe, 
And ever be you blefs'd, who live to bleſs. 
As Ceres ſow'd, where-ec*er her chariot fle-; 
As heaven in deſerts rain'd the bread of dew 3 
You feed with manna your own Iſrael hoſt. 
With crowds attended of your ancient race, 
Von ſeełk the champion ſports, or ſylvan chace : 
\ ith well-breatl'd heagles you ſurround the wood, 
And often have you brought the wily fox 
To ſuffer for the firftlings of the flocks 
Chas'd ev'n amid the folds ; and made to bleed, 
Like felons, where they did the murderous deed. 
Not yet by years extinguiſh'd, though reſtrain'd : 
You ſeaſon ſtill with ſports your ſerious hours: 
For age but taſtes of pleaſures, youth devours. 
The hare in paſtures or in plains is found, 


Minds are ſo hardly match'd, that ev'n the firſt, 
So, tarther from the tount the ſtream at random 
Iwo wreſtlers help to pull each other down. 
ſtare, 
10 fanctify the whole, by giving part; 

But you, like jacob, are Rebecca's heir. 

So free to many, to relations moſt, 

Fv'n then, induttrious of the common good: 

This fiery game your active youth maintain'd ; 
Emblem of Ou life, who runs the round ; 


ſtrife ! 
Yor. III 


R 


122 


And, after all his wandering ways are done, | Nor gratify whate'er the great defire, 

or grudging give, what public needs require. 
Part muſt be left, a fund when toes invade 
And part enipioy'd to rol] the watery trade: 
Lon Canaan's happy land, when worn with toil, 


His circle fills, an ends where he begun, 
Juſt as the ſetting meets the r.fing fun 

Thus princes eaſe ti eir cares; but happier he, 
Wa ſceks not pleaſure throur' neceliitys 


Tian ſuch a» once or fl. ppery thrones were placd ;|! 


And, chaſing, figh te think themſelves are chas'd. 
So liv'& our fires, ere doctors cn'd to Kill, 

And multiply'd with theirs tte weekly bl. 

The firit phyſiciars by debauch wer: made: 

Exceſs began, and Noth ſuſtains the trade : 

Pity t2e generous kind thew cares beſtow 

To {earch forbidden truths; (a fin to Frow :) 

To which i human {cence could attain, 

The doom of deatu, pron>unc'd by God, were vain. 

In vain the leec i, would ji:terpoſe delay; 

Fate faſtens fir, and vindicates the prey. 

What help from art's endeavours can we have? 7 

Gibbons but evefles, nor is ſure to ſave: | 


- 
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Lequir'd a ſabbath year to mend the meagre ſoil. 
(vod ſenators (and ſuch as you) fo give, 
That kings may ee ſupply'd, the people thrive, 


and he, when want requires, is truly wife, 

VW ho lights not gort:gn aids, nor over-buys ; 

Put om our native ſtrength, in time of need, relies. 
Muntter was bought, we boaft not the ſucceſs ; 


W he nghits for gain, for greater makes lus peace. 


Our toes, compell'd by need, have peace embrac'd: 


i lie peace both parties want, is like to laſt: 


Which, it ſecure, ſecurely we may trade 
Or, not ſecure, ſhould never have been made. 
Safe in ourſelves, white on ovurtelves we ttand, 


| he fea is Ours, and that detends the land. 


But Maurus ſweeps whole pariſhes, and people's \ Be. then, the naval ſtores the nation's care, 


eveiy grave; 
And no more mercy to mankind wil. ufe, . | 
Than when he robb'd and murder'd Maro's Muſe. 


New ſkips to build, and batter'd to repair. 


Obſerve the war, in every annual courſe; 


| What has Heen done, was done with Britiſh force: 


Wouldſt thou be ſoon diſpatch'd, and periſh whole, | Namur ſuhdued, is England's palm alone: 
Truſt Maurus with thy life, and Milbourn with, The reſt betteg'd ; but we conſtrain'd the town: 


thy ſoul. | 


Ry chace our long-liv'd fathers earn'd their food ; Franc, though pretending arms, purſued the peace ; 
Obl:z'd, by one ſole treaty, to reſtore 


Toil ſtrung the nerves, and purity'd the blood: 
But we tucir fons, a pamper'd race of men, | 
Are dwin4ied down to tnreeſcere years and ten. 
Better to hunt in fields, for nealth unboughit, 
Than tee the doctor tor a nauſcous draught. | 
The wiſe, tor cure, on exerciſe depend; | 
God never made his work, for man te mend. 
The tree of knowledge, once in F.den plac'd, | 
Was eaſy found, but was forbid the taſte : 
O, had our grandſire walk'd without his wiſe, 
He firſt had ſought the better plant of lite ! 
Now both are loſt: yet, wandering in che dark, 
Phyſicians, for the tree, have jound the bark: 
They, labouring for reliet of human kind, 
With ſharpen'd ſight ſome remedies may find; 
Th' apothecary train is Wholl, blind. : f 
From files a random recipe tliey take, | 
And many deaths of one preſcription make. 
Garth, eencrous as his Muſe, preſcribes and gives; 
The ſhopman ſells ; and by deſtruction lives : | 
Ungratetul tribe! who, like the viper's brood ! | 
From medicine ifſuing, ſuck their mother's blacd ! 
Let theſe obey, and let the learn'd preferthe ; 
That men may die, without a deutie brite : 
Let them, but under their ſuper-ors, Ki; 


Wen doQors firſt have ſign'd the hood bill ; | 


He ſcapes the bet, who, nature to repair, | 

Draws phyſic from the fields, in h avert of vital air. 
You hoard not health, tor your own private wiz 

But on the public ſpend the rich pro'uce, 

Whey, often urs'd, unwilling to be great, 

Your country calls you from your lov'd retrear, 

Ard ſends to ſ{.nares, charg'd with common care, 

Whien none more ſhuns; and rone can bettet bear: 

Weite could they find arother tor:i1'd fo fit, 

Jo poiſe, with ſol'd ſenſe, a ſprichtty wit! 


Were thoſe hoth wanting, as they hot at und, 
Wire ould fo firm integrity be ſound ? 
Well lorn, and wealthy, wanting no ſupport, | 
You ſtecr betwixt the country and ti. courts 


' 


We ſaw tir event that follow'd our ſucceſs; 


What twenty years of war had won before. 
Enough ior Euiope has our Albion tought : 


Let us enoy the peace our blood has bought. 


When once the Perſian king was put to flight, 


'The wen, Macedons refas'd to fight : 


Thenielves their own mortality confeſs'd ; 
And lett the ſon ot Jove, te quarrel tor the reſt. 
Ev'n vidors are by victories uncone ; 


1 Th $s Hannibal, with foreign laurels won, 


To Carthage was recall'd, too late to hep his own, 
While fore of battle, while our wounds are green, 
Wity (ſhould we tempt the doubttul div again ? 


In wars renew'd, uncertain of ſucceſo; 
Surc of a ſhare, as umpires ofthe peace, 


A patriot hoth the king and country ſerves : 
Prerogative, and privilege, preſerves : 
Of each our laws the certa:n limits ſhow : 
One muit not ebb, ror t' other overtiow : 
Berwixt the prince and parlament we ſtand; 


1e barriers of the ſtate on either hand: 
May neether everftiow, tor then they drown the 


land. 
hen buth are full, they feed our bleſs'd abode: 
Lite rhofe that water's once the paradiſe of Cod. 
So ug over ooife of way by turns they ſhare; 
In neace the 120m! and the prince in war: 
Contuis of mderate power in calms were made q 
When te Gau came, one ſole diftator Iway d. 
Patr:0 s, in peacc, afſert the people's right; 
Witi vo.we fiuybornets retiſting might * 
No Irs -f5 mandates tom tre court receive, 
Nor z&r 4 by force, but in a body give, 
Such v-as your generous grandſire; tree to gram 
n paruaments, that weigh'd their prince's want 
it {0 ten4c;ous of the common cauſe, 


not to lend the king againſt his laws. 
d ina loathfoine dungeon doom'd to le, 


in konds retain'd his birthright liberty, 
And mam d oppreflion, t. Il it fet him free. 
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© true deſcendant of a patriot line, 

Who, while thou ſhar'ſt their luſtre, lend'ſt them 
thine, | 

Vouchſafe this picture of thy ſoul to ſee ; 

"Tis ſo far good, as it reſembles thee. 

The heauties to th” original I owe : 

Which when I miſs, my own deſects I ſhow : 

Nor think the kindred Muſes thy diſgrace : 

A poet is not born in every rae. 

Two of a houſe few ages can atford ; 

Gne to perform, another to record. 

Praiſc -worthy actions are by thee embrac'd ; 

And tis my pra.ſe, to make thy praiſes laſt. 

For ev'n when death diffolves our human frame, 

The ſoul returns to heaven from whence it came 

Earth keeps the body, verſe preferves the tains. 


— — x. — — 
EPISTLE THE FOURTEENTH. 


TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER, PPINCIPAL PAIN- 
TER TO HIS MAJES1 Y. 


NCE I beheld the faireſt of her kind, 

And ſtill the ſweet idea charms my mind : 
True, the was dumb; for nature gaz'd ſo long, 
Pleas'd with her work, that ſhe forgot her tongue; 
But, ſmiling, ſaid, She ſtill ſhall gain the prize; 

I only have transferr'd it to her eyes. 

Such are thy pictures, Kneller : ſuch thy (kill, 

That nature ſeems obedient to thy will; 

Comes out, and meets thy pencil in the draught ; 

Lives there, and wants but words to ſpeak her 

thought. 

We think 'tis ſomewhat more than juſt to fee. | 

Shadows are but privations of the light ; 


At leaſt thy pictures look a voice ; and we 
Imagine ſounds, deceiv*d to that degree, 
Yet, when we walk, they ſhoot before the fight ;_ 


With us approach, retire, ariſe, and fall; | 


Nothing themſelves, and yertexprefing all. 

Such are thy pieces, imitating life 

So near, they almoſt conquer in the ſtrife ; 

And from their animated canvaſs came, 
Demanding ſouls, and looſen'd from the frame. 

Prometheus, were he here, would caſt away 
His Adam, and refuſe a ſoul to clay : 

And either would thy noble work inſpire, 
Ur think it warm erough without his fire. 

But vulzar hands may vulgar likeneſs raife ; 
This is the leaſt attendant on thy praiſe : 

From hence the rudiments of art began ; 

A coal, or chalk, firſt imitated man : 

Perhaps the ſhadow taken on a wall, 

Gave outlines to the rude original; 

Ere canvaſs yet was ſtrain'd, before the grace 
Of blended colours found their uſe and place, 
Or cypreſs tablets firſt receiv'd a face. 

By low degrees the godlike art advanc'd ; 
As man grew poliſh'd, picture was inhanc'd : 
Greece added poſture, ſhade, and perſpective; 
And then the mimic piece began to live. 
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Yet perſpeQive was lame, no diſtance true, 
But all came forward in one common view: 
No point of light was kr on, no hound of art; 
When light was there, it knew not to Cepart, 
Nut vlaring on remoter objects play d; 
Not languiſh'd, ar d inſenſih ly decay'd. 

Rome 1ais*d not art, but barely kept alive, 
And with old Greece unequally did ttrive : 
Fill Coths and Vandals, a rude northern race, 
Id all the matches monuments detace. 
hen all the Muſcs in one ruin Le, 
And rh me began t* cnervate poetry. 
Thus, in a ttupid nul:tary ſtate, 
The en and pencil find an equal fate. 
Flat faces, ſuch as would diſgrace a ſkreen, 
Such as in Bantam's embaſſy were ſcen, 
Urra's'd, umounded, were the rude delight 
Ot brutal nat.ovs, only born to fight. 
Long time the utter arts, in iron fleep, 
A heavy ſabbath Cid ſupinely keep: 
At length in Raphael's age, at once they rife, 
Stretch all their limbs, and open all their eyes. 
Thence roſe the Roman, and the Lombard line: 
One colour*d beſt, and one did beſt deſign 
Rapltact's, ike Homer's, was the nobler part, 
Zut litian's painting look'd like Virgil's art. 

Thy genius gives thee both; where true deſign, 
Poſtures unforc'd, and lively colours join. 
Likenets is ever there; hut till the beſt, 
Like proper thoughts in lofty language dreſt: 
Where light, to ſhades deſcencing, plays, not ſtrives, 
Dies by degrees, and by degrees revives. 
Of various parts a perfect whole is wrought : 
[hy pictures think, and we divine their thought. 
| Shakeſpeare, thy gift, I place before my fight; 
With awe, 1 atk his bleſſing ere I write; 
With reverence look on his majeſtic face 
Proud to he leſs, but of his godlike race. 
His foul inſp.res me, while thy praife J write, 
And 1, like Teucer, under Ajax fight. 
Bids thee, through me, be bold; with dauntleſs 
treaſt 
Contemn the bad, and emulate the beſt. 
Like his, tiny criticks in tir attempt are loſt : 
When mot they rail, know then, they envy moſt. 
In vain they ſnarl aloof; a no.ſy crowd, 
Like women's anger, impotent and loud. 
While tiey their barren induſtry deplore, 
Paſs on ſecure, and mind the goal-betore. 
Old as ſhe is, my Muſe ſhall march behind, 
Near off the hiaſt, and intercept the wind 
ur arts are ſiſters, though not twins in birth: 
For hymns were ſung in Eden's happy earth : 
ut oh, the painter Muſe, though laft in place, 
Jas ſeiz d the bleſſing firſt, like Jacob's race. 
Apelles' art an Alexander found ; 
And Raphael did with Leo's gold abound; 
But Homer was with barren laurel crown'd, 
Thou hadſt thy Charles awhile, and ſo had 1; 
But paſs we that unpleaſing image by. 
Rich iu thyſelf, and of thyſeli divine; 
All pilgrims come and offer at thy ſhrine. 
A graceful truth thy pencil can command; 
The fair themſelves go mended from thy hand. 
Likeneſs appears in every lineament ; 
205 likeneſs in thy work is cloquent. 
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Thoueh nature there her true reſemblance bears, 
A nobler beauty in thy piece appears. 
So warm thy work, fo glows the generous frame, 
Fleſh loo'rs leſs living in the lovely dame. 
Thou paint*ſt as we deſcribe, improving ſtill, 
When on wild nature we ingraft our (kill ; 
But not creating beauties at our will. 

But poets are confin'd in narrower ſpace, 
To ſpeak the language of their native place: 
The painter widely ſtretclies his command; 
Thy pencil ſpeaks the tongue of every land 
From hence, my friend, all climates are your own, 
Nor can you forfeit, for you hold of none. 
All nations, all immunities will give 
To make you theirs, where'er you pleaſe to live ; 
And not ſeven cities, but the world would ſtrive. 

Sure ſome propitious planet then did ſmile, 
When firſt you were conducted to this iſle: 

Our genius broutht you here, t' inlarge our fame; 
For your good ſtars are every where the ſame. 
Thy matchieſs hand, of every rezon free, 

Adopts our climate, not our climate thee. 

Great Rome and Venice early did impart 
To thee th' examples of their wondrous art. 
Thoſe maſters then, but ſeer, not undlerſtood, 
With generous emulation fir'd thy loo: 

For what n nature's dawn the child admir'd, 
The youth endeavour'd, and the man acquir'd, 

If yet thou haſt rot reach'd their high degree, 
Tis only wanting to this aze, not thee. 

Thy -:nius, bounded by the times, like mine, 
Dru'lges on petry draughts, nor dare deſign 

A more exalted wort, and more divine. 

For what a ſong, or ſenſeleſs opera, 

1; to the living laFonr of a play; 

Or what a play to Virgil's work would he, 
Such is A fingle piece to hiſtory, 

But we, who life heſtow, ourfeives mnt? live: 
Kings cannot reizn, unleſs their ſ1bjefts give: 
And they, who pay the taxes, bear the rule: 
Thus thou, ſometimes, art forc'd to draw a fool : 
Nut ſo his ſollies in thy poſture fink, 

The ſerſeleſs idect ſeems at laſt to think. 
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I. 


TO TKE MFMOPRY OF MR, OLDHAM. 


3 too little and too lately known, 

Wom I began to think, and call my own ; 

For ſure our ſouls were near allied, and thine 

Caſt in tue ſame portic mould with mine. 

One common note on either lyre did ſtrike, 

And knaves and tools we bhorti abhotr'd alike. 

lo the ſame goal did Foth our ſtudies drive; 

The laſt (et out, the ſooneſt did a rive. 

Thus Niſus fell upon the ſlippery place, 

Whilft his young friend perform'd, and won the race, 

O early ripe to thy abundant ſtore 

What could advancing age have added more ? 

it might {what nature never gives the young) 

Have taucht tne ſmoothneſs of thy native tongue. 

But ſatire needs not thoſe, and wit will ſhine 

Ti;rough the harſh cadence of a rurged line. 

A noble error, and but ſeldom made, 

When poets are by too much force hetray'd. 

thy generous fruits, though gather'd in their 

rime, 

Still ſhew'd a quickneſs ; and maturing time 

But mediorvs what we write, to the dull ſweets of 
rhyme. 5 

Once more, hail, ard farewe!; farewel, thou young, 

But ah too fort, Marcellus of our tongue 

Thy brows with ivy, and with laurels hound; 

But fate and gloomy night encompaſs thee around. 


— — 
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| 
Good heaven that ſots and knaves ſhould he ſo 


vain, 

To with their vile reſemblance may remain 
And ſtand recorded, at their own requeit, 
To future days, a libel or a jeſt ! 

Elſe Mould vie ſes your noble pencil trace 
Our unities of action, time, and place: 
A whole compos'd of parts, and thoſe the beſt, 
With every various charadber expreſt ; 
Heroes at large, and at a nearer v.ew ; 
I. s, and at diftance, an izrobler crew. 
While all the figures in one action join, 
As tending to con:;picat the mam defign. 

More cannot he by mortal art expreſt ; 
Nut venerable age ſhall add the reit. 
For time hall with his ready pencil ſtand ; 
N etouch your figures with his ripening hand; 
Mellow your colours, and imbrown the teint ; 
Add every grace, which time alone can grant; 
To future ages thall our fame convey, 
And g ve more heaut;cs than he takes awar 


| II. 


TO THE PIOUS MEMORY OF THE ACCOMPLICKREL 
YOUNG LADY MRS. ANNE FILULIGREW, 
EXCELLENT IN THE TWO E£E1]STER-ARTS OF 
PUESY AND PAINTING. 


J. 


HOU youngeſt virgin-daughrer of the (cies, 
Mace in the laſt promotion of the bleſt ; 

Whoſe paims, new-pluck'd from paradiſe, 
In ſpreading branches more ſublimely riſe, 
Rich with immortal green above the reſt : 
Whether, adopted to ſome neighbouring ſtar, 
Thou roll'ſt above us, in thy wandring race, 

Or, in proceſſion fix'd and regular, 

Mov'd with the heaven majeſtic pace : 
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1, call'd to more ſuperior bliſs, 
Thou treadſt, with ſeraphims, the vaſt abyſs; 
Whatever happy region is thy place, 
Ceaſe thy celeſtial ſong a little pace; 
Thou wilt have time enough for I1ymns divine, 
Since heaven's eternal year is thine. 
Flear then a mortal Muſe thy praife rekearfe, 
In no ignobie verſe ; 
put ſuch as thy own voice did praiſe here, 
When thy firſt fruits of poeſy were given , 
To make thyſelf a weicome inmate there: 
While yet a young probationer, 
And candidate of heaven, 


IT. 
t by traduction came thy mind, 
Our wonder is the lefs to find 
A ſoul ſo charming from a ſtock ſo 2001 ; 
Thy father was transfus'd into thy blood : 
do wert thou born into a tuneful ſtrain, 
An early, rich, and int xhauſted vein. 
But if thy pre-exiſting ſoul . 
Was form'd, at firſt, with myriads more, 
It did through all the mighty poets roll, 
Who Greek or Latin laurels wore, 


And was that Sappho laſt, which once it was heſore. 
If ſo, then ceaſe thy flight, O heaven-born mind ' 


gu haſt no dioſs to purge from thy rich ore: 
Nor can thy foul a fairer manf.on find, 
Than was the beauteous frame ſhe left behind : 
Return to fill or mend the choir of thy celeſtia 
Kind, 
III. 


May we preſume to ſay, that, at thy birth, 


New joy was ſprung in heaven, as well as here on 


earth. 
For ſure the milder planets did combine 
On thy auſpicious horoſcope to ſhine, 
And ev'n the mott malicious were in trine, 
Thy brother anzels at thy birth 
Strung each his lyre, and tun'd it high, 
That all the people of the ſky 
Might know a poetefs was born on earth. 
And then, if ever, mortal ears 
Had heard the muſic of the ſplieres. 
And if ne cluſtering ſwarm of bees 
On thy ſweet mouth diſtill'd their golden dew, 
'T was that ſuch vulgar miracles 
Heaven had rot leiſure to renew : 
For all thy bleſt fraternity of love 


Solemniz'd there thy birth, and ke pt thy holy-day 


above. 
IV. 

J gracions God ! how far have we 
P-»phan'd the heavenly gift of poeſy ? 
Made proſtitute and profligate the Muſe, 
e has d to each obſcene and impions uſe, 
Whoſe harmony was firſt ordain'd above 
For tongues of angels, and for hymns of love ? 
O wretched we! why were we hurry'd down 

This lubrique and adulterate age, 
'Nay added fat pollutions of our own) 
T' increaſe the ſtreaming ordures of the ſtage ? 
Whar can we ſay t excuſe our ſecond fall ? 
Let this thy veſtal, heaven, atone for all: 
Her Arethuſian ſtream remains unſoil'd, 
Unmix'd with foreign filth, and undefil'd ; 


Her wit was more than man, her innocence a child. 
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Art ſhe had none, yet wanted none; 
For nature did that want ſupply : 
So rich in treaſures of her own, 
She might our boaſted ſtores defy : 
Such roble vigour did her verſe acorn, 
That it ſcem'd borrow'd, where twas only born. 
Her mo als too were in her boſom bred, 
By great examples daily fed, 
What in the heft of books, her father's life, ſhe read. 
And to be rtad herſelf ſhe need not fear ; 
Each refit, and every lizht, ner Muſe will bear, 
inough Epictttus with his lamp were there. 
vn love (for love ſometimes her Muſe expreſt) 
Was but a jambent flame which play'd about bes 
breaſt : 
L'#':t as the morning vapours of a dream, 
»0 col hevfelf, whilſt ſhe ſuch warmth expreſt, 
'1 was Cip.d bathing in Diana's ſtream. 


VI. 


Born to the ſpacious empire of the Nine, 
One would have thought, ſhe ſhould have been con- 
tent 
To manage well that mighty government; 
But what can young ambitious ſouls confine ? 
Jo the next realm ſhe ſtretch'd her ſway, 
For Painture near adjoining lay, 
A plenteous province, and alluring prey. 
A chamber of Bependencies was tram'd, 
As conquerors will never want pretence, 
Wien arm'd, to juſtify th* offence) 
And the whole fief, in right of Poetry, the claim'd. 
he country open lay without deſence: 
ror Vogts irequert inroads there had made, 
And perfectly could repreſent 
he ſhape, the face, with every lineament; 
And all the large domains which the Dumb Siſter 
ſway'd. 
All how'd beneath her government, 
Receiv'd in triumph whereſoe'er ſhe went, 
Her pencil drew, Hate er her ſoul deſign'd, 
And oft the happy draught ſcrpaſs'd the image in 
her mind 
The ſylvan ſceres of herds and fiocks, 
And fruitful pjains and barren racks, 
Of ſhallow brooks that fiow*d fo clear, 
The bottom did the top appear; 
(7 deeper too and ampler floods, 
Winch, as in nurrors, ſhew'd the woods; 
Ot ioity trees, with ſacrec ſhaders. 
An perſpettives of pleaſant glades, 
Where nymphs of brighteſt form appear, 
And ſhagey Satvrs ſtanding near, 
Wii them at once admire and fear. 
Ih ruins too of ſome majeſtic piece, 
Poaiting the rower of ancient Rome or Greece, 
W hoſe ſtatues, freezes, columns, broken lie, 
And, though cetac'd, the wonder of the eye; 
hat nature, art, hoid fiction, e*er durſt frame, 
Fler forming hand gave feature to the name. 
So ſtrange a concourſe ne er was ſeen before, 
But when the peopled ark the whole creation tore, 


VII. 


Tie ſcene then chang d. with bold erected loo 
Our martial king the ſight with reverence ſtrook ; 
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For, not content t'ꝰ expreſs his outward part, 
Her hand call'd out the image of his heart: 
His warlike mind, his ſoul devoid of ſear, 7 
His high - deſigning thoughts were figur'd there, 
As when, by magic, ghoſts are made appear, \ 
Our phrenix queen was pourtray'd too ſo' bright, 
Beauty alone could beauty take ſo right: 
Her dreſs, her ſhape, her matchleſs grace, 
Were all ohſerv'd, as well as heaverly face. 
With ſuch a peerleſs majeſty ſhe ſtands, 
As in that day ſhe took the crown from ſacred hands: 
Before a train of heroines was ſeen, 
In beauty ſoremoſt, as in rank, the queen. 
Thus nothing to her genius was deny'd, 
Pvt like a ball of fire the further tlu own, 
Still with a greater blaze ſhe ſhone, 
And her bright ſoul broke out on every fide. 
What next ſhe had defign'd, heaven only knows : 
To ſuch immoderate growth her conqueſt roſe, 
That Fate alone its progreſs could oppoſe. 


VIX 


Now all thoſe charms that blooming grace, 
The well-proportion'd ſhape and beauteous face; 
Shall never more be ſeen by mortal eyes ; 
In earth the much-lamented virgin lies. 
Nor wit, nor piety, could fate prevent; 
Nor was the cruel deſtiny content 
To finiſh all the murder at a blow, 
To ſweep at once her life and beauty too; 
Bur, like a harden'd felon, took a pride 
To work more miſchievouſly ſlow, 
And plunder'd firſt, and then deſtroy'd. 
O double ſacrilege on things divine, 
To rob the relick, and deface the ſhrine ! 
But thus Orinda dy'd : 
Heaven, by the ſame diſeaſe, did both tranſlate ; 
As equal were their fouls, fo equal was their fate. 


IX. 


Meantime her warlike brother on the ſeas 
His weaving ſtreainers to the winds diſplays, 
And vows for his return, with vain devotion, pays. 
Ah, generous youth, that with forbear, 
The winds too ſoon will waft thee here ! 
Slack all thy ſails, and fear to come, 
Alas, thou know'ſt not, thou art weck'd at home? 
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No more ſhalt thou behold thy ſiſter's ſar 
Thou haſt already had her latt embrace. 

; But look aloft, and if thou ken'ſt from far 
Among the Pleiads a new-kindled ſtar, 

It any ſparkles than the reſt more bright ; 
"1 is ſhe that thines in that propitious light. 


X. 


When in mid-air the golden trump ſhall ſound, 
Jo ra. ſe the nations under ground 
Wien in the valley of ſehoſhaphat, 
The judging Cod ſhali cloſe the book of fate ;, 
And there the laſt afſizes keep, 
For thoſe who wake, and thoſe who ſlec p- 
When rattling bones together fly, 
From the jour corners of the ſky ; 
When finews o'er the ſkeletons are ſpread, 


The ſacred poets firſt ſhall hear the ſound, 

And foremoſt from the tomb ſhall bound, 
For they are cover'd with the lighteſt ground ; 
And ſtraight, with inborn vigour on the wing, 
Like mounting larks, to the new morning fing. 
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III. 
UPON THE DEATH 


OF THE 


EARL OF DUNDEL 


Trarſlated from the Latin of Dr. PiTcarrx. 


H laſt and beſt of Scots who didſt maintain 
Thy country's freedom from a foreign reign ; 
New pcople fill the land, now thou art gone, 
New gods the temples, and new kings the throne. 
Scotland and thou did each in other live; 
Nor wouldſt thou her, nor could ſhe thee ſurvive 
Farewell, who dying didſt ſupport the ſtate, 


And couldſt not tall but with thy country's fate. 


Thoſe clotſid with fleſh, and life inſpires the dead; 


compoſed ſpirit. 


IV. 
Et L 8 ĩͤ KT A; 
A PANEGYRICAL POEM, DEDICATED TO THE MEMORY 


OF THE LATE 


COUNTESS DF ABING mM 


TO THE FIGHT HONOURABLE THE FTA L OF ABINGDON, &c. 


MY LORD, 
HH commands with which you honoured me ſome months ago are now per- 


formed: they had been ſooner; but betwixt ill health, fome buſineſs, and 


many troubles, I was forced to defer them till rais time. Ovid, going to his baniſh- 


ment, and writing from on ſhipboard to his friends, excuſed the faults of his poetry 


by his misfortunes ; and told them, that good verſes never flow but from a ſerene and 


Wit, which is a kind of Mercury, with wings faſtened to his head 
and heels, can fly but ſlowly in a damp air. I therefore chote rather to obey you late 
than ill; if at leaſt J am capable of writing any thing, at any time, which is worthy 
your peruſal and your patronage, I cannot ſay that 1 have efcaped from a ſhipwreck; 
but have only gained a rock by hard ſwimming, where I may pant awhile and gather 
breath: for the doctors give me a fad aſſurance, that my diſeaſe never took its leave of 
any man, but with a purpoſe to return. However, my lord, t have laid hold on 
the interval, and managed the ſmall ſtock, which age has left me, to the beſt 
advantage, in performing this inconſiderable ſervice ro my lady's memory. We, who 
are prieſts of Apollo, have not the inſpiration when we pleaſe ; but muſt wait till the 
God comes ruſhing on us, and invades us with a fury which we are not able to reſiſt : 
which gives us double ſtrength while the fit continues, and leaves us languiſhing 
and ſpent at its departure. Let me not ſeem to boaſt, my lord: for I have really 
felt it on this occaſion, and propheſizd beyond my natural power. Let me add, and 
hope to be believed, that the excellency of the ſubjeft contributed much to the 
happineſs of the execution; and that rhe weight of thirty years was taken off me while 
[ was writing. I ſwam with the tide, and the water under me was buoyant. The 
reader will eaſily obſerve, that TI was tranſported by the multitude and variety of my 
limilitudes; which are generally the product of a luxuriant fancy, and the wantonneſs 
of wit. Had I called in my judgment to my aſſiſtance, I had certainly retrenched 
many of them. But I defend them net, let them paſs for beautiful faults amongſt the 
better ſort of critics: for the whole poem, though written in that which they call 
Heroic verſe, is of the Pindaric nature, as well in the thought as the expreſſion ; 
and, as ſuch, requires the ſame grains of allowance for it. It was intended, as your 


lordſhip ſees in the title, not for an elegy, but a panegyric : a kind of apotheoſis, indeed, 
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if a Heathen word may be applied to a Chriſtian uſe. And on all occafions of praiſe, 
if we take the Ancients for our patterns, we are bound by preſcription to employ the 
magnificence of words, and the force of figures, to adorn the ſublimity of thoughts 
Ifocrates amongſt the Grecian orators, and Cicero and the Younger Pliny amongſt the 
Romans, have left us their precedents for our ſecurity : for I think I need not mention 
the inimitable Pindar, who ſtreiches on theſe pinions out of fight, and is carried 
upwards, as it were, into another world. 

This, at leaſt, my lord, I may juſtly plead, that, if I have not performed fo well 
as | think I have, yer I have uſed my beſt endeavours to excel myſelf. One diſadvap- 
tage I have had ; which is, never to have known or ſeen my lady: and to draw the 
lineamenrs of her mind from the deſcription which I hare received from others, is for x 
painter to ſet himſelf at work without the living original before him: which, the more 
beautiful ir is, will be fo much the more difficult for him to conceive, when he has 
only a relation given him of fuch and ſuch features by an acquaintance or a friend, 
without the nice touches which give the beſt reſemblance, and make the graces of the 
picture. Every artiſt is apt enough to {later himfelt (and I amongſt the reſt) that 
their own ocular obſervations would hive ditcovered ſome per fections, at leaſt others, 
than have been delivered to them: though I have received mine from the beſt hands, 
that is, from perſons who neither want a juft underſtanding of my lady's worth, nor + 
due veneration for her memory. 

Doctor Donne, the greatett wit, though not the greateſt poet of our nation, acknow- 
edges, that he had never feen Mrs. Drury, whom he has made immortal in his admi- 
rable Annivetfaries. I have had the fame fortune, thongh I have not ſucceeded to the 
ſame genius. However, | have followed his footſleps in the defign of his panegyric ; 
which was to raiſe an emulation in the living, to copy ont the example of the dead. 
And therefore it was, that | once intended to have called this poem * "The Pattern:“ 
and though, on a ſecond conſideration, 1 changed the title into the name of the illytrious 
perſon, yet the deſign continues, and Eleonora is till the pattern of charity, devotion, 
and humility; of the beſt wife, the belt mother, and the belt of triends. 

And now, my lord, though 1 have endeavoured to anſwer your commands, yet ! 
could not anſwer it to the world, nor to my conſcience, if I gave not your lordſhip 
my te{limony of being the beſt huthand now living: I fy my teflimony only; for the 
praiſe of it is given you by yourſelf. They who deſpiſe the rules of virtue both in 
their practice and their morals, will think this a very trivial commendation. But! 
think it the peculiar happineſs of the Counteſs of Abingdon, to have been fo truly loved 
by you while the was living, and ſo gratefully honoured after ſhe was dead. Few 
there are who have either had, or could have, fuch a loſs; and yet fewer who carried 
their lore and conſtancy beyond the grave, The exteriors of mourning, a decent 
funeral, and black habits, are the uſual {tints of common huſbands; and perhaps their 
wives deſerve no better than to be mourned with hypocriſy, and forgot with eaſe. But 
you have diſtinguiſhed yourſelf from ordinary lovers, by a real and laſting grief for the 
deceaſed ; and by endeavouring to raiſe tor her the moſt durable monument, which is 
that ot verſe. And ſo it would have proved, if the work man had been equal to the 
work, and your choice of the artificer as happy as your deſign, Yet as Phidias, when 
he had made the ſtatde of Minerva, could not forbear to engrave his own name, 4s 
author of the piece: ſo give me leave to hope that, by ſubſcribing mine to this poem, 
I may live by the goddets, and tranſmit my name to poſterity by the memory of hers. 
»Tis no flattery to aſſure your lordihip, that the is remembered, in the preſent age, 
by all who have bad the honour of her converſation and acquaintance ; and that I] have 
never been in ny company, tice the news of her death was firſt brought me, 
where they have not extolled her virtucs, and even ſpoken the ſame things of her in 
proſe which I have done in verte, 
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| therefore think myſelf obliged to thank your lordſhip for the commithon which you 
have given me: how I have 2cquitted myſelf of it, muſt be left to the opinion of the 
world, in ſpite of any proteſtation which I can enter againſt the preſent age, as incom- 
petent or corrupt judges. For my comfort, they are bur Ungliſhmen, and, as ſuch, 
they think ill of me to- day, they are inconitant enough to rink well of me to-morrow. 
And, after all, I have not much ro thank my fortune that I was born a mongſt them. 
The good of both ſexes are ſo few in England, that they tand like exceptions againſt 
general rules: and though one of them has deſerved a greater commendation than 
| could give her, they have taken care that I ſhould not tire my pen with frequent 
exerciſe on the like ſubjects; that praiſes, like taxes, ſhouid be appropriated, and 
left almoſt as individual as the perſon. They fry, my talent is ſatire: if it be ſo, 
t is a froitful age, and there is an extraordinary crop to gather. Eut a ſingle hand is 
inſufficient for ſuch a harveſt : they have ſown the dragon's teeth themſelves, and it is 
but ju they ſhovid reap each other in lampoons. You, my lord, who have the 
character of honour, though it is not my happineſs to know you, may ſtand aſide, 
with the ſmall remainders of the Engliſh nobility, truly ſuch, and, unhurt yourſelves, 
hehold the mad combat. If I have pleaſed you, and ſome few others, I have obtained 
my end. You fee I have diſabled myſelf, like an elected Speaker of the Houſe : yet 
ike him I have undertaken the charge, and find the burden ſufhciently recompenſed by 
he honour. Be pleaſed to accept of theſe my unworthy labours, this paper monument; 
ind let her pions memory, which J am ſure 1s ſacred to you, not only plead rhe 
don of my many fanjts, but gain me your protedtion, which is ambitiouſſy 
naht by, i 
My I ord, 

Your Lordfhip's 
Moſt obedient ſervant, 


Joux Dgvpers. 
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Soft whiſpers, firſt, and mourntul murmurs 


riſe 

Among the ſad attendants ; then the found 
Soon gathers voice, and ſpreads the news around, 
Through town and country, till the di cadful blaft 
Is blown to diſtant colonies at laſt ; - 
Who, then, perhaps, were offering vows in vain, 
For his long life, and for his happy reign : 
So flowly, by degrzes, unwilling # ame 
Did matchleſs Elconora's fate proclaim, 
Till public as the lofs the news became. 

The nation felt it in th' extremeſt parts, 
With eyes o'erflowing, and with bleeding hearts; 
But moſt the poor, whom cCaily ſhe ſupply'd, 
Beginning to be ſuch but when ſhe dy'd. 
For, while ſhe liv'd, they ſept in peace by night, 
Secure of bread, as of returning light; 
And with ſuch firm dependence on the day, 
That Need grew pamper'd, and lorgot to pray: 
So ſure the dole, fo ready at their call, 
They ſtood prepar'd to fee tlie manna fall. 

Such multitudts ſhe fed, fe clonth'd, ſhe nurſt, 
That ſhe herſelf might fear ler wanting firſt. 
Of her five talercs, other five the made ; 
Heaven, that had largely given, was largely paid: 
And in few lives, in wondrous few, we find 
A fortune better fitted to the mind. 
Nor did her alms from oſtentation fall, 
Or proud deſires ot praiſe ; the ſoul gave all: 
Unbrib'd it gave; or, if a bribe appear, 
No leſs than heaven; to heap huge treaſures there. 

Want paſs'd for merit at her open d: 
Heaven ſaw, be ſafely might increaſe lis poor, 
And truſt their ſuſtenance with her ſo well, 
As not to be at charge of miracle, 
None could be needy, whom the ſaw, or knew; 
All in the compaſs of her ſphere ſhe drew : 
He, who could touch her garment, was as fuie, 
As the firſt Chriſtiars of th' apoſtles? cure. 
The diſtant heard, by fame, her pious deeds, 
And laid her up for their extremeſt needs 
A future cordial for a fainting mind, 
For, what was ne'er refus'd, all hop'd to find, 
Each in his turn: the rich might freely come, 
As to a friend; but to the poor, *twas home. 
As to ſome holy houſe th* afflicted came, 
The hunger ſtarv'd, the naked, and the lame; 
Want and diſcaſes fled before her name. p 
For zcal like her's her ſervants were too ſlow ; 
She was the firſt, where need requir'd, to go; 
Herſelf the foundreſs and attendant too. 

Sure the had gueſts ſometimes to entertain, 
Guelts in diſguiſe, of her great maſter's train: 
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now; 
gince in a ſervant's ſorm he liv'd below: 


Beneath her roof he might be pleas d to ſtay; 
Or ſome benighted angel, in his way, 


Might cafe his wings, and, ſeeing heaven appear 


In its beft work of mercy, think it there: 
Where all the deeds of charity and love 
{Vere in as conſtant method as above, 


All carried on; all of a piece with theirs ; 

As tree her alms, as diligent her cares; 

As loud her praiſes, and as warm her prayers. 
Yet was the not profuſe ; but fear d to waſte, 

And wiſely manag'd, that the ſtock might laſt 

\'T tat all might he ſupply'd, and ſhe not grieve, 

{When crows appear'd,” ſhe had rot to relieve : 

| Which to prevent ſhe ſtill increas'«! her ftore ; 

Lad up, and ſpar'd, that ſhe might give the more 

So Pharao, or ſome greater ling than he, 

; Provided jor the ſeventh neceſſity: 

Tauglt from above his magazines t6 frame; 
[That tamine was prevented ere it came. 
Thus Heaven, though all-ſufficient, hews a thritr 
In his economy, and bounds his giſt: 
| Creating, or our day, one ſingle light ; 

And his refieQion too ſupplies the night; 
Perhaps a thouſand other worlds, that lie 

Remote from us, and latent in the ſky, 

Are ligiten'd by his beams, and kincily nurſt; 
Ot which our earthly dunghill is the worſt. 

Now, as all virtucs keep the middle line, 

Yet ſomewhat more to one extreme incline, 
Such was her foul; abhorring avarice, 
rounteous, but almoſt bounteous to a vice: 

Had ſhe given more, it had procuſion been, 

And turn'd th* exceſs of goodnefs into fin. 

Theſe virtues rais'd her fabric to the ſky; 

For that, which is next heaven, is charity. 

But, as high turrets, for their airy ſteep, 
Require foundations, in proportion deep 
And lofty cedars as far upward ſhoot, 

As to the nether heavens they drive the root : 

So low did her ſecure foundation lie, 

She was not humble, but humility. 

Scarcely ſhe knew that ſhe was great, or fair, 

Or wife, beyond what other women are, 

Or, which is better, knew, but never durſt com- 
pare: ; 

For to be conſcious of what all admire, 

And not be vain, advances virtue higher. 

But ſtill ſhe found, or rather thought ſhe found, 

Her own worth wanting, others to abound; 

Aſcrib'd above their due to every one, 

* and ſcanty to herſeli alone. 
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such her devotion was, as might give rules 
Of ſpeculation to diſputing ſchools, 
And teach us equally the ſcales to hold 
Berwixt the two extremes of hot and cold; 
That pious heat may moderately prevail, 
And we be warm'd, but not be ſcorch'd with zeal. 
Rufineſs might ſhorten, rot diſturb her prayer; 
Heaven had the beſt, if not the greater thare. 
An active life long oraiſons forbids ; 
Vet {till ſhe pray'd, for ſtill ſhe pray'd by deeds. 
Her every day was ſabbath; only free 
From hours of prayer, for hours of charity. 
Such as the Jews from ſervile toil releas'd 
Were works of mercy were a part of reſt ; 
duch as bleſt angels cxerciſe above, 
Vary*d with ſacred hymns and acts of love: 
duch abbaths as that one ſhe vo. enjoys, 
Lyn that perpetual one, which ſhe employs 
or ſuch viciffitudes in heaven there are) 
In praiſe alternate, and alternate prayer. 
All this ſhe practis'd here; that when ſhe ſprung 
Amidit the choirs, at the firſt ſiglit ſhe ſung : 
Fung, and was ſung herſelf in angels lays ; 
For, praifing her, they did her Maker praiſe. 
All offices of heaven ſo well ſhe knew, 
Before the came, that nothing there was new: 
= And ſhe was fo familirrly receiv'd, 
ore returning, not as one arriv'd. 
= Muſe, down again precipitate thy flight: 
fo ho'v can mortal eyes ſuſtain immortal light? 
s the ſun in water we can bear, 
= trot the ſun, but his reflection there, 
do let us view her, here, in what ſhe was, 


8 And take her image in this watery glaſs : 
erb not every lineament to fee : 


*ome will he caſt in ſhades, and ſome will be 

So lamely drawn, you'll ſcarcely know, tis ſhe, 

For where ſuch various virtues we recite, 

Is Ike the milky-way, all over bright, / 

But ſoon ſo thick with ſtars, *tis undiſtinguiſh'd 

light. \ 

Her virtue, rot her virtues let us call; 

For one heroic comprehends them all: 

One, as a conſtellation is but one. 


W 7 ovgh tis a train of ſtars, that, rolling on, 


Kiſe in their turn, and in the zodiac run: 


W £v©r in motion; now *tis faith aſcends, 


Now nope, now charity, that upward tends, 
And downwards with ditfuſive good deſcends. 

As in perfumes compos'd with art and coſt, 
tis lard to ſay what ſcent is uppermoſt; 


3 Nor this part muſk or civet can we call, 
0 amber; but a rich reſult of all; 


de was all a ſweet, whoſe every part, 
proportion mix'd, proclaim'd the Maker's art. 
e angle virtue we could moſt commend, 

s Wicther the wife, the mother, or the friend; 
1 For ſhe was all, in that ſupreme degree, 
bat as no one prevail'd, fo all was ſhe. 


& The ſeveral part, lay hidden in the piece; 


I occation but exerted that, or this 

| A wife as tender, and as true withal, 

As the firſt woman was before her fall : 

Made for the man, of whom ſhe was a part ; 
Made, to attract his eyes, and keep his heart. 
A ſecond Eve, but by no crime accurſt ; 

As beauteous, not as brittle as the firſt. 


DRYDEN? 


s POEMS. 131 


Had ſhe been firſt, ſtill Paradiſe had been, 
And death had found no entrance by her ſin. 
So ſhe not only had preſerv'd from ill 
Her ſex and ours, but liv'd their pattern ſtill. 
Love and ohedience to her lord ſhe hore ; 
She much obey'd him, but ſhe lov'd him more: 
Not aw'd to duty by ſuperior ſway, 
But tauglit by his indulgence to obey. 
Thus we love God, as author of our good ; 
So ſuhjects love juſt kings, or ſo they ſhould. 
Nor was it with ingratitude return'd 
In equal fires the bliſsful couple burn'd ; 
One joy poſſeſo d them both, and in one grief they 
| mourn*d, 
His paſſon ſtill improv'd ; he lov'd fo ſaſt, 
As if he fear'd each day would be her laſt, 
[1 oo true a prophet to ſoreſee the fate 
'That ſhould fo ſoon divide their happy ſtate : 
When he to heaven entirely muſt reſtore 
That love, that heart, where he went halves before. 
Vet as the ſoul is all in every part, 
So Cod and he might each have all her heart. 
do had her children too; for charity 
Was not more fruitful, or more kind than ſhe; 
Fach under other by degrees they grew 
A goo#ly perſpective of diſtant view. 
Anchiſes look'd not with fo pleas'd a face, 
In numbering o'er his future Roman race, 
And marchalling the heroes of his name, 
As, in their order, next, to light they came. 
Nor Cyhele, with half fo kind an eye, 
Survey'd her ſons and daugliters of the ſky ; 
Proud, ſhall I ſay, of her immortal fruit? 
As far as pride with heavenly minds may ſuit, 
Her p;ous love excell'd to all ſhe hore ; 
New objects only multiply'd it more. 
And as the choſen found the pearly grain 
As much as every veſſel could contain; 
As in the bliſsful viſion each ſhall ſhare 
us much of glory as his ſoul can bear: 
So did ſhe love, and fo diſpenſe her care. 
Her eldeſt thus, by conſequence, was beſt, 
As longer cultivated than the reſt. 
The babe had all that infant care beguiles, 
And early knew his mother in her ſmiles : 
But when dilated organs let in day 
To the young ſoul, and gave it room to play, 
At his firſt aptreſs, the maternal love 
Thoſe rudiments of reaſon did improve: 
The tender age was pliant to command; 
Like wax it yielded to the forming hand : 
True to th artificer, the lat our'd mind 
With eaſe was pious, gererous, juſt, and kind: 
Soft ior impreflion, from the firſt prepar d, 
Lill virtue with long exerciſe grew hard: 
With every act corfirm'd, and made at laſt 
So durable as not to he effac'd, 
t turn'd to habit; and from vices free, 
©Gcodneſs re ſolv'd into neceſſity. 
lus fix'd ſhe virtue's image, that's her own, 
in the whole mother in the children ſhone ; 
For that was their periection; ſhe was ſuch, 
They never could expreſs her mind too much. 
So unexbauſted her perlections were, 
That, for more chiidrer, ſt.e had more to ſpare ; 
For ſouls unborn, whom her untimely death 
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{Depriv'« ot bodies, and of mortal breath; 
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And (could they take th impre ſſons of her mind) 
nh ſtill left to ſanRify her kind. 

Then wonder not to fee this ſoul extend 
The bounds, and ſeek ſome ot her ſelf, a friend; 
As ſwelling ſeas to gentle rivers slide, 

To ſcei repoſe, and empty out the tide ; 

So this full foul, in narrow limits pent, 

Unable to contain her, ſought a vent, 

To iſſue out, and in ſome friendly breaſt 

D. ſc arge her treaſures, and ſecurely reſt: 

T' unhoſom all the ſecrets of her heart, 

Take good advice, but better to inipart. 

For 'tis the hliſs of friendſhip's holy ſtate, 7 
Jo mix their minds, and to communicate; 
Though bodies cannot, fouls can penetrate : 5 
Fixt to her choice, invioiably true, 

And wiſely choofing, for ſhe choſe but few. 

Some ſhe muſt have; but in ro one could find 

A tally fitted for ſo large a mind. 

The fouls of friends like kings in progreſs are; 
Still in their own, though fro the palace far : 
Thus her friend's heart her country dwelling was, 
A ſweet retirement to a comer place; 

Where pomp and ceremo73:es enter'd not, 
Where greatneſs was ſhut out, and bufineſs well 
forgot. 

This is th' imperfect drauglit; but ſhort as far 
As the true height and bigneſs of a ſtar 
Exceeds the meaſures of the aſtronomer. 

She ſhines above, we know; but in what place, 
How near the throne, and heaven's imperial face, 
By our weak optics is but vainly gueſt; 
Diftance and altitude conceal the reit. 

Though all theſe rare endowments of the mind 
Were in a narrower ſpace of life confin'd, 

The figure was with full perfection crown'd ; 
I hough not fo large an orb, as truly round. 

As when in glory, through the public place, 
The ſpoils of conquer'd nations were to 8 

And but one day for triumph was allow 
Ihe conſul was conſtrain'd his pomp to 3 ; 
And ſo the fwiſt proceſſion hurry'd on, 

That all, though not diſtinQ!ly, miglit 1 oon: 
So in the ſtraiten'd hounds of life confin*: 

She gave but glimpſes of her glorious i t 

And multitudes of virtues paſs d along; 

Each pre ſſing ſoremoſt in the mighty throng, 
Ambitions to be ſeen, and then make room 

For greater multitudes that were to come 

Yer unemploy'd no minute ſlipt a way; ; 
Moments were precious in ſo ſhort a fiay. 

The haſte of heaven to ave her was ſo great. 
That ſome were ſingle acts, though cach compleat; 
Bur er act ſtood rea iy to repeat. 

Her fellov-ſaints with buty care w.i! look 

For her bhbleſt name in fate's eternal Hook ; 
And, plcas'd to be outdone, with joy will ſee 
Numberl-fs virtues, endleſs charity: 
But more will wonder at fo ſhort an age. 
To fird a blank beyond the thirtieth page: 
And with a pions fear bein to doubt 
The piece imperfect, and the reſt torn out. 
But 'twas her Saviout's tune; and, could there he 
A copy rear th' original, 'twas ſhe. 
As precious gums are rot for ine fire, 
They but perfume the teraple, and exp 
So was ſhe ſoon exhal'd, and vanilh'd lien 
A itort ſweet odour, ol a vaſt expence. 
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As gentle dreams our waking thouglits purſue ; 
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She vaniſh'd, we can ſcarcely ſay ſhe dy'd 

For but a Now did heaven and earth divide: 

She paſs'd ſerenely with a fingle breath; 

This moment perfect health, the next was death : 
One figh did her eternal bliſs aſſure ; 

So little penance needs, when fouls are almoſt pute. 


Or, one dream paſs'd, we ſlide into a ne-; 
So cloſe they follow, ſuch wild order keep, 
We think ourſelves awake, and are aflecp : 
So ſoftly death ſucceeded life in her: 

She did hut dream of heaven, and ſhe was there, 
No pains ſhe ſuffer'd, ror expir'd with noiſe ; 
Fer ſoul was whiſper'd out with God's {till voice; 

As an old friend is beckon'd to a feaſt, 
And treatec like a lonz-familiar gueſt. 
He took her as he found, but found her fo, 


Unleſs omiſſions were to paſs for fact: 
That hardly death a conſequence could draw, | 
To make hep liable to nature's la v. 3 


And that ſhe dy'd, we only have to ſhow 
The mortal part of her ſhe left below : 
The reſt, ſo ſmooth, fo ſuddenly ſhe went, : 
Look'd Ike tranſlation through the firmament, 

Or like the fiery car on the third errand ſent. 8 


Where thou art all intelligence, all eye, 
if, looking up to Cod, or down to us, 
Thou find' ſt, that any way be perv.ous, 
Survey the ruins of thy houſe, and ſee 

Thy widow'd and thy orplian family: 
Look on thy tender pledges left behind; 
And, if tion canſt a vacant mirute find 
From heavenly joys, that interval afford 
To thy fac children, and thy mourning lord. 
See how they grieve, miſtaking in their love, 
And ſhed a beam of comfort from above; 
Gave them as much as mortal eyes can bear, 
A tranſient view of thy full glor es there; 
That they with moderate ſorrow may ſuſtain 
| And mollity their loſſes in thy gain. 
Or elſe divide the grief ; for ſuch thou wert, [ 
That ſhould rot al! relations bear a part, 
It were enough to break a fingle heart. 


Is 7; ET 2. 
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3 

Let this ſufice : nor thou, great ſaint, refuſe * 
Tlus humble tribute of no vulgar Muſe : 6 
Who, not hy cares, or wants, or age depreſt, # 
Stems a wild deluge with a dauntleſs breaſt ; a] 
| And dares to ſing thy praiſe $ in a clime 3 
ö Where vice triumphs, and virtue is a crime; Y 


+ % 
So 


Where ey'n to draw the picture of thy mind, 
is fatire on the moſt of human ind: 
| Take ity while yet tis praiſe z before my rage, 
1 50 16% juſt, break looſe on this had age; 
bad, * thou thyſelf had ſt no defence 
From v vices but barely by departing hence, 
e what and where thou art : to wiſh thy place, 


Be 
Were, inthe beſt, preſumption more than grace. 


As one in hourly readineſs to go: 1 
Ev'n on that day, in all her trim prepar'd ; 7 
As early notice ſhe from heaven had heard, 2 
And ſome deſcending courier from above 
Had given her timely warning to remove; —* 
Or counſel'd her to dreſs the nuptial room, E 
For on that ni ight the bridegroom was to come. . 
He kept his hour, and ſound her where the lay - 
Cloach' 4 all in white, the livery of the day: 3 
Scarce had ſhe finn'd in thought, or word, or act; 


O happy ſoul ! if thou canſt view from high, 4 
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Thy relicks (ſuch thy works of mercy are) 

Have, in this poem, been my holy care. 

A; earth thy body keeps, th ſoul the ſky, 

So ſhall tius verſe preſerve thy memory; 

For thou ſhalt make it live, becauſe it ſings of 
thee. 
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. 
ON THE DEATH OF AMYNTAS. 


A PASTORAL ELFGOGY, 


+ Bd AS ona Joyleſs and a gloomy morn, 


Wet was the graſs, an hung with pearls the 


thorn ; 

en Damon, who deſign'd to paſs the day 
With hounds and horns, and cha. ce the flying prey, 
Poſe earls from his bed; hut foor: he found 

| e weilkin pitch” d with ſullen clouds around, 

1 eaſtern wind, and dew upon the ground. 

ums while he Hood, and ſiglung did ſurvey 

Ci fields, and curſt th' ill omers of the day, 

He ſaw Menalcas come with heavy pace, 

Wert were his eyes, and chearleſs was hs face: 
He rung his hands, diſtracted with his care, 
ach ſent lis voice before him from afar. 

Lenin, he cry'd, return, unhappy ſwain, 

{te ſpungy clouds are filPd with gathering rain: 
ie promiſe of the day not only crofs'd, 

Pur cn the ſpring, the ſpring itſelf is loft. 
Amyntas nos he could not ſpeak the reſt, 
Nor nected, for prefazing Damon gueſs'd. 
Equal with 4. young Damon lov'd the hoy, 
The boalt of nature, both his parents? joy. 
Fiz zraceful ſorm revolvin” in his mind; 

do great a genius, and a foul ſo kind, 

Core {a1 aſſurance that his tears were true 

100 well the envy of the gods he knew : 

For when their gifts too laviſhly are plac d. 

Soon they repent, and will not make thein lat. 
For ſure it was too bountiful a dole, 

The mother's features, and the father's ſoul, 
Then thus he cry*d : the morn beſpoke the news: 
. The morning did her chearful light diffuſe : 

But ſee low ſuddenly ſhe chane'd her face, 

And brought on clouds and rain, the day's diſ- 


grace; 
an ſich, Amyntas, was thy promis'd race. 
Wat charms adorn'd thy youth, where nature 


ſmil d,” 

And more than man was given us in a child 

His infancy was ripe : a ſoul ſublime 

in years ſo tender that prevented time: 

Heaven gave him all at once; then ſnatch'd away, 

fre mortals ail his heanties could ſurvey: 

ſult like the flower that buds and withers in a 
day. 


WMEWATCA 5 


The mother, lovely, thouzh with grief oppreſt, 
Reclin'd his dying head upon her breaſt, 
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The monrnful family ſtood all around; 

One groan was heard, one univerſal ſound : 

All were in floods of tears and endleſs forrow 
drown'd. 

30 dire a ſacdneſs ſat on every look, 

Ey*'n death repented he had given the ſtroke. 

He vriev'd his fatal work had been ordain'd, 

But promise length of-life to thoſe who yet re- 
main'd. 

The mother's and her eldeſt daughter's grace, 

It ſeems, had trib*d him to prolong their ſpace. 

The father bort it with undaunted ſoul, 

Like one who durſt his deſtiny controul : 

Vet with becoming grief he bore his part, 

Refign'd his ſon, but not reſign d his heart. 

Patient as ſob; and may he live to ſee, 

Like him, a new increaſing family 


D AM O N. 
Such 15 my wiſh, and ſuch my prophecy. 


For yet, my friend, the beauttous mould remains; 
{Long may ſhe exe rciſe her ſruitful pains ! 

But, ah! with better hap, and bring a race 

More laſting, and endued with equal grace ! 

Equal fre may, but farther none can go: 

For he was all that was exact below. 


MENALCAS, 
Damon, behold yon breaking purple cloud; 


Hear'ft thou not hymns and ſongs divinely loud ? 


There mounts Amyntas ; the young cherubs play 


About their godlike mate, and ing him on his way. 


He cleaves the liquid air, behold he flies, 

And every moment gains upon the ſkies, 

; The new-come gueſt admires th ctherial ſtate, 
[The ſapliirs portal, and the golden gate 

Andi now admitted in the ſhining throng, 

He ſhows the paſſport which he brought along. 
His paſſport is his innocence and grace, 

Well known to all the natives of the place. 
Now ſir e, ye ;oyful angels, and admire 


; Your Hot ers voice that comes to mend your quire: 


Sing you, while endleſs tears our eyes beſtow ; 
For like Amyntis none is left below. 


— — —— — 


VI. 


OY THE DEATHOF AVERY YOUNG GENTLEMAS. 


1 who chu view the book of « 'eſtiny, 

1 Ang read whate e there was writ of thee, 
N charming out, in the firſt opening page, 

Se many graces in ſo green an ave, 

Juch vit, ſich n deity, ſuch ſtrength of mind, 

A foul at once fo manly, and fo kind; 

Word wor ler, when he turn'd the volume o'er, 
and after ſome ſe 1-wes ſnoul find no more, 
Nougiit but a blark remain. a dead void ſpace, 

\ fer of life that romiſed ſuch a race 

We muſt rot, dare rot think, that heaven began 
child. and could not fipiſh him a man; 
efetting what a mighty ſtore was laid 

W ric!! materials. and a model made: 
he coft already furniſh'd; fo beſftow'd, 

45 more was never to one © ſou 2low'd : 


! 
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Yet, after this profuſion ſpent in vain, 
Nothing but mouldering aſhes to remain, 
I gueſs not, leſt I ſplit upon the ſhelf, 
Yet, durſt I gueſs, heaven kept it for himſelf; 
And giving us the uſe, did ſoon recal, 
Ere we could ſpare the mighty principal. 

Thus then he diſappear'd, was rarity'd ; 
For 'tis improper ſpeech to ſay he dy'd : 

He wasexhal'd ; his great Creator drew 
His ſpirit, as the ſun the morning dew. 
Tis fin produces death; and he had none 
But the taint Adam left on every ſon, 

He added not, he was fo pure, ſo good, 
*Twas but the original forteit of his blood : 
And that ſo little, that the river ran 

More clear than the corrupted fount hegan. 
Nothing remain'd of the firſt muddy clay; 
The length of courſe had waſh'd it in the way: 
So deep, and yet fo clear, we might bchold 
The gravel bottom, and that bottom gold. 

As ſuch we lov'd, admir'd, almoſt ador'd, 
Gave all the tribute mortals could afford. 
Perhaps we gave ſo much, the powers above 
Grew angry at our ſuperſtitious love : 

For when we more than human homage pay, 
The charming cauſe is juſtly ſnatelhid away. 

Thus was the c: ime not his, but ours alone: 
And yet we murmur that he went io ſoon: 
Though miracles are ſhort and rarely ſhown. 

Hear then, ye mournful parents, and divide 
That love in many which in one was ty'd. 
That individual bleſſing is no more, 

But multiply'd in your remaining ſtore. 

The flame's difpers'd, but does not all expire; 
The ſparkles blaze, though not the globe of fire. 
Love him by parts, in all your numerous race, 
And from thoſe parts form one collected grace 
Then, when you have refin'd to that degree, 
Imagine all in one, and think that one is he. 


— —— ——— momma 


VII. 


VPON YOUNG MR. ROGERS OF GLOUCESTER- 
SHIRE. 


F gentle blood, his parents only treaſure, 
| Their laſting ſorrow, and their vaniſh'd plea- 
ſure, 
Adorn'd with features, virtues, wit, and grace, 
A large proviſion for ſo ſhort a race; 
More moderate gifts might have proiong'd his date, 
Too early fitted for a better ſtate ; 
But, knowing heaven his home, to ſhun delay, 
He leap'd o'er age, and took the ſhorteſt way. 


O——  ———— . —ñ,ñßÄé— e. 
VIII. 


ON THE DEATH OF Mx. PURCELL. 
SET TO MUSIC BY DR. BLOW, 


I. 
ARK how the lark and linnet fing : 
N With rival notes 
They ſtrain their warbling throats, 
Jo welcome in the ſpring. 
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| But in the cloſe of night, 

When Philomel begins her heavenly lay, 
They ceaſe their mutual ſpite, 
Drink in her muſic with delight, 
And liſtening filently obey. 

II 


So ceas'd the rival crew, when Purcell came; 
They ſung ro more, or only ſung his fame: 
Struck dumb, they all admir'd the godlike man: 
The godlike man, 
Alas! too ſoon retir'd, 
As he too late began. 
We beg not hell our Orpheus to reſtore: 
Had he heen there, 
Their fovereign's tear 
Had ſent him back before. 
The power of harmony tco well they knew : 
He long ere this had tun'd their jarring ſphere, 
And left no hell below. 


III. 


The heavenly choir, who hear1 his notes from high, 
Let down the ſcale of muſic from the ſky : 
They handed him along, 

And all the way he taught, and all the way he ſung. 
Ye brethren of the lyre, and tuneſul voice, 
Lament his lot: but at your own rejo\ce : 
Now live ſecure, and linger out your days 
The gods are pleas'd alone with Purcell's lays, 

Nor know to mend their choice. 


— '— ———— JT — d w 


IX. 


FEPITAPH ON THE LADY WHITMORE, 


AIR, kind, and true, a treaſure each alone, 
A wife, a miſtreſs, and a friend in one, 

Reſt in this tomb, rais'd at thy huſband's coſt, 
Here ſadly ſumming, what he had, and loft. 

Come, virgins, ere in equal bands ye join, 
Come firſt, and offer at her ſacred ſhrine ; 
Pray but for half the virtues of this wife, 
Compound for all the reſt, with longer life; 
And with your vows, like hers, may be return'd, 
So lov'd when living, and when dead ſo mourn'd. 


— u —..—kͤůññ. j ̃—•ä—„́ĩüA 


X. 


FFITAPH ON SIR PALMES FAIRBONE'S TOMBIY 
WESTMINSTEK-ABREY. 


Sacred to the immortal memory of Sir PALMES FAIR- 
BONE, Knight, Governor of Tangier z in execution 
of hich command, he was mortally wounded by a 

ſpot from the Moors, then beſieging the town, in the 
forty-fixth year of his age, Oftober 24, 1680. 


E facred relics, which your marble keep, 
Here, undiſturb'd by wars, in quiet ſleep: 


Fairtone's undaunted ſoul did undergo, 


Diſcharge the truſt, v-hich, when it was below, 5 


And be the town's Palladium from the foe, 
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Alive and dead theſe walls he will defend: 

Great actions great examples muſt attend. 

'The Candian fiege his early valour knew, 

Where Turkiſh blood did his young hands imbrue. 

From thence returning with deferv*d applauſe, 

Againſt the Moors hi: well-feſh'd ſword 
draws z 

The ſame the courage, and the ſame the cauſe. 

Ulis youth and age, his life, and death, combine, 

As in ſome great and regular deſign, 

All of a piece throughout, and all divine. 

Still nearer heaven his virtues ſhone more hright, 

Like rifing flames expanding in their heigin z 

"he martyr's glory crown'd the ſoldier's fight. 

More bravely Britiſh general never fell, 

Nor general's death was e' er reveng'd fo well; 

Which his pleas'd eyes heheld before their cloſe, 

Follow'd by thouſand victims of his foes. 

To his lamented loſs for time to come 

His pious widow confecrates this tomb. 


he 


; 
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Vet ſhe had learn'd ſo much of heaven below, 
That when arriv'd ſhe ſcarce had more to know: 
But only to refreſh the former hint; 

And read her Maker in a fairer print. 

So pious, as ſhe had no time to ſpare | 
For human thoughts, but was contin'd to prayer. 
Yet in ſuch charities ſhe paſs'd the day, 

"Twas wond'rous how ſhe found an hour to pray. 
A ſoul ſo calm, it knew not ebbs or flows, 
Which paſſion could but curl, not diſcompoſe. 

A female ſoftneſs, with a manly mind : 

A daughter duteous, and a ſiſter kind: 

In ſickneſs patient, and in death refign'd. 


; 


—— l.. 1 


XIII. 


FEPITAPH ON MRS. MARGARET FAS TON, 
BURMINGHAM IN NORFOLK, 


oF 


O fair, fo young, fo innocent, fo ſweet, 
So ripe a judgment, and fo rare a wit, 
Require at leaſt an age in one to meet. 
In her they met; but long they could not ſtay, 
"F'was gold too fine to mix without allay. 


UNDER MR, MIL TON'S PICTURE, BEFORE HIS 


PARADISE LOST, 


HREE Poets, in three diſtant ages born, 
Greece, Italy, and England did adorn. 
The firſt, in loſtineſs ot thought ſurpaſs'd ; 
The next, in maſeſty; in bot tlie laſt. 
Tie force of nature could no further go; 
To make a third, ſne join'd the former two. 


—— .... —— 


XII. 


ON THE MONUMENT OF A FAIR MAT DEN LADY, 
WHO DIED AT BATH, ANDIS THERE INTERRED. 


ELOW this marble monument is laid 
All that heaven wants of this celettial maid. 

Preſerve, O ſacred tomb, thy truſt conſign'd 
The mould was made on purpoſe for the mind : 
And ſhe would loſe, if, at the latter day, 
One atom could be mix*d of other clay. 
Such were the features of her heavenly face, 
Her limbs were form' d with ſuch harmonious grace: 
So faultleſs was the frame, as if the whole 
Had been an emanation of the ſoul; 
Which her own inward ſymmetry reveal d; 
And like a picture ſhone, in glaſs anneal'd. 
Or like the ſun eclips'd, with ſhaded light: 
Too piercing, elſe, to be ſuſtain'd by ſight. 
Each thought was viſible that roll'd within: 
As thro” a cryſtal caſe the figur d hours are ſeen. 
And heaven did this tranſparent veil provide, | 
Becauſs the had no guilty thought to hide. 


Her very fight upbraided all the reſt; 


All white, a virgin- ſaint, ſhe ſought the ſkies: 
For marriage, though it ſullies not, it dies. 

High though her wit, yet humble was her mind 
As it ſhe could not, or ſhe would not find 

How much her worth tranſcended all her kind. 


l 


Heaven's image was in her ſo well expreſt, 


Too juſtiy raviſh'd from ar: age like this, 
Now ſhe is gone, the world is of a piece. 


— ——————_—_— Yom 


XIV. 


ON THE MONUMENT OF THE MARQUIS or 

WINCHESTER. 

H who in impious times undaunted ſtood, 
And midſt rebellion durſt be juſt and good: 

Whoſe arins aſſerted, and whoſe ſufferings more 

Confirm'd the cauſe for which he fought before; 

Reſts here, rewarded by an heavenly prince; 

For what his earthly could not recompence. 

Pray, reader, that ſuch times no more appear: 

Or, if then happen, learn true honour here. 

Aſk of this age's faith and loyalty, 

Which, to preſerve them, heaven confin'd in thee, 

Few ſubjeRs could a king like thine deſerve : 

And fewer, ſuch a king, ſo well could ſerve. 

Bleſt king, bleſt ſubject, whoſe exalted ſtate 

By ſufferings roſe, and gave the law to fate. 

Such fouls are rare, but mighty patterns given 

Lo earth, and meant for ornaments to heaven. 


— — — — —— ——  — - 


XV, 


EPITAPH UPON THE FARL OF ROCHESTER's 
BEING DISMISSED FROM THE TREASURY, 
IN 1687. 


HEE lies a creature of indulgent fate, 


From Tory Hyde rais'd to a chit of ſtate ; 


5 In chariot now, Eliſha-like he's hurl'd 
To th* upper empty regions of the world: 
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The airy thing cuts through the yielding ſky ; 
And asit goes does into atoms fly : 

While we on earth ſee, with no ſmall delight, 
The bird of prey turn'd to a paper kite. 

With drunken pride and rage he did fo well, 
The hated thing without compaſſion fell; 

By powerful ſorce of univerſal prayer, 

The ill-blown bubble is now turn'd to air: 

To his firſt lefs than nothing he is gone, 

By his prepoſterous tranſaction ! 


— ——— m—_——_—_—_—_—_— 
XVI. 
. 
INTENDED FOR DRYDEN'S WIFE. 
ERE lies my wiſe: here let her lie! 
Now ſhe's at reſt, and io am 1. 


———— 8 — 
XVII. 
E PI G R A M, 
ON THE DUTCHESS OF POR TSMOUTH'S 
PICTURE. 


URE we do live by Cicopatra's age, 


Since Sunderland dots govern now the ſtage : 


She of Septimius had nothing made, 

Pompey alone had been by her betray'd. 

Were ſhe a poet, ſhe would ſurely boaſt, 

That all the world for pearls had well been loſt. 


XVIII. 


DESCRIPTION OF OLD JACOR TONSON “. 


* ITH leering look, bull-ſac'd, and freckle“ 
LV fair, 


With two left-legs, with Judas-colour'd hair, 
And frowzy pores that taint the ambient air,— 


| 


On Tonſon's refuſing to give Dryden the price 
he aſked for his Virgil, the Poet ſent him the 
above; and added, Tell the dog, that he who 
& wrote them, can write more.” The money was 
paid. f 


— —-—ññ8'ꝶä — ñ . 


SONGS, ODE S, A A MASQUE. 
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I. Z 
THE FAIR STRANGER. 


A 1 0 . 


APPY and free, ſecurely bleſt; 
No beauty could diſturb my reſt; 
My amorous heart was in Cefpair, 
Jo find a new victorious fair. 


II. 


Tin you, deſcending on our plains, 
With foreign force renew my chains; 
Where now you rule without control 
The mighty ſovereign of my ſoul. 


III. 


Your ſmiles have more of conquering charms, 
"Than all your native country arms : 

Their troops we can expel with eate, 

Who vanquiſh only when we pleaſe. 


IV. 


But in your eyes, oh! there's the ſpell, 
Who can ſee them, and rot rebel? 

Y ou make us captives by your ſtay, 
Yet Kill us if you go away. 


II. 


ON THE YOUNG STATESMEN, 


LARENDON had law and ſenſe, 
Clifford was fierce and brave; 
Bennet's grave look was a pretence, 
And Danby's matciileſs impudence 
Help'd to ſupport the knave, 


But Sunderland, Gorolphin, Lory, 
Theſe will appear ſuch chits in Rory, 
"Twill turn all politicks to jeſts. 
To be repeated like John Dory, 
When fidlers ſing at feaſts. 


Protect us, mighty Providence, 

What would theſe madmen have ? 
Firſt, they would bribe us without pence, 
Deceive us without common ſenſe, 

And without power enſlave. 


Shall free-born men, in humble awe, 
Submit to ſervile ſhame ; 

Who from conſent and cuſtom draw 

The ſame right to be rul'd by law, 
Which kings pretend to reign ? 


vat 
FI 
FS. 
"7 
vu x 
OJ 
N 
® FT 
A 
1 * 
y F 7 
. 
4x 
: Fi 
1 
7 = 
* by. G 
, 
* 
3 
i 
- = 
I 


The d 


The k 
The p. 


So hav 


His qu 
dhiftin 


The tu 


Then c. 


an orac: 
From k. 


| 
1 
Throne] 


Ile 4.4 


What pe 
\ 

His lit 
Ard, 
To wi 
iefs thar 
* 

1 

What pa 


C-irs, hat 


liarge, C 


The 
In dy 
The 
Whoſe dir 


For 
Vol. II 


DRYDEN'S 


The duke thall wield his conquering ſword, 
The chancellor make a ſpeech, 

The king ſhall paſs his honeſt word, 

The pawn'd revenue ſums afford, 
And then, come kiſs my breech. 


So have I ſeen a king on cheſs 

(His rooks and knights withdrawn, 
His queen and biſhops in diſtreſs) 
Shifting about, grow leſs and leſs, 

With here and there a pawn. 


—— — 


III. 


A SONG FOR ST. CECILIA'S baAY, 1537. 


I. 


ROM harmony, from heavenly Hñarmony 
This univerſal trame began: 
When nature underneath a heap 
Of jarring atoms lay, 
And could not heave her head, 
The tuneſul voice was lata from high, 
Ariſe, ye more than ad. 
Then cold, and hot, and mo:it, and dry, 
in order to the: tations leap, 
And Muſic's power obev. 
From harmony, from heavenly harmony, 
This univerſal frame began: 
From harmopy to harmony 
Throigh all the compaſs of the notes it ran, 
ite %apaion cloting full in Man. 


II. 


What paſſion canpot Muſic raiſe and quel] 
When jubal ſtruck the chorded ſhell, 
His liſtening brethren ſtood around, 
Ard, wond'ring, on their faces fell 
To worthip that celeſtial ſound. 


Lefs than a God they thought there could not dwell 


Within the hollow of that ell. 
That ſpoke fo ſweetly and fo well. 
Mat paſſion cannot Muſic raiſe and quellꝰ 


III. 


The trumpet's loud clangor 
Excites us to arms, 
With ſhrill notes of anger 
And mortal alarms. 
The double double double beat 
Of the thundering um 
C-:rs, hark! the foes come; 
Clurge, Charge, *tis too late to retreat. 


IV. 


The ſoft complaining flute 
In dying notes diſcovers 
The woes of hopeleſs lovers, 
Whoſe dirge is whiſper'd by the warbling lute. 


V. 
Sharp violins proclaim 
Their jealous pangs, and deſperation, 
Fury, frantic indignation, 
Depth of pains, and height of paſſion, 


For the fair, diſdainful dame. 
Vor. III. 
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VI. 


But oh ! what art can teach, 
What human voice can reach, 
The ſacred organ's praiſe ? 
Notes inſpiring holy love, 
Notes that wing their heavenly ways 
Jo mend the choirs above. 


VII. 


Orpheus could jcad the ſavage race; 

* tre2; 1procred left their place, 

| Sequacious of the lyre : 

Rut bright Cecilla rais'd the wonder higher: 
When to her organ vocal breath was given, 
An angel heard, and ſtraight appear'd 
Miſtaking earth ſor heaven. 


GRAND CHORUS. 


—— OD  — 


As from the prever of acred lays, 
The |; heres began to move, 

Ard ung the great Creators praiſe 
Ts o!l the bleſs*d above; 

So auen the laſi and dreadful hour 

= my erm !:rg forruns fall deruur, | 

The trumpet ſhall be heard 67 . 

' The dead Hd liue, the living die, 

A Muſic ſbali untune the fy. 


THE 


TEARS or 


AMYNTA, 


THE 
DEATH or DAMYY. 


FOR 


—ͤ—— — —— 


0 N a bank, beſide a willow, 
Heaven her covering, earth her piilow, 
Sad Auma fight alone: 
From the clicarleſs dawn of morning, 
Till the dews of night returning, 
Sighing thus ſhe made her moan : 
Hope is baniſh'd, 
Joys are vanich'd, 
Damon, my belov'd, is gone 


II. 


Time, I dare thee to diſcover 
Snch a youth, and ſuch a lover ; 
On! ſo true, ſo kind, was he 
Damon was the pr:de of nature, 
Charming in his every feature; 
Damon l. v'd alone for me; 

Melting kiſſes, 
Mourmuring bliſſes: 
Who ſo liv'd and loy'd as we 


* 
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III. 


Never ſhall we curſe the moming, 
Never bleſs the night returning, 
Sweet embraces to reſtore: 

Never ſhall we hoth lle dying, 

Nature failing, Love ſupply.rg 

All the joys he drain'd be o: 
Death, come end me 
To befriend me; 

Love and Damon are no more. 


——  — ²¹·¹mA üU I_-- . -- 
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II. 
While Pan and fair Syrinx are fled from our ſhore, 
The Graces are baniſh'd, and Love is no more : 
The ſott God of picaſure, that warmn'd our defires, 
Has hosen his how, and extinguiſh'd his fires : 
And vows that himſelt, and his mother will mourn, 
11] Pan and fair Syrinx in triumph return. 
III. 
orhe ar your addreſſes, and court us no more; 
or we will perform what the Deity ſwore : 
3ut if you dare think of deſerv.ng our charms, 
iway with your ſheephooks, and take to your army; 
hen Javres and myrtles your brows ſhall adorn, 


V. Wen Pan, and lus fon, and fair Syrinx, retuin. 
p. 
. — (yy — 2 —Ä—˙² . .b..;— ö— 
I. | 
YLVIA the fair, in tie bloom of fiſteen, ; vil 
Felt an innocent warmti, as the lay on thy 7 
green: J 
She had heard of a pleaſure, and ſomething ſſe gueſt I 
Ty the towzing, and tumbling, and touching her ; 


breaſt : 
She ſaw the men eager, but was at a Joſs 


What they meant by their ſiching. 24G F: tngg ſockets; 


By their praying and Tuning, 

And claſping and twining, 

And paring and wiſhing, 

Ja ſighing and kiſſing, 

And [ghing and kiſſing ſo clofe. 
Ah! ſhe cry'd; al! for a languiching maid, 
In a country f chriſtians to die witlout aid! 
Not a Whig, or a Tory, or Trimmer at leait, 
Or a Proteſtaut pa ſon, or Catiolic prieſt, 
10 inſtruct a young virgin, that is at a lots, 


| {weet, and young, receive a prize 

Reſerv*d tor your victorious eyes: 

rom crowds, whom at your iget you ſce, 

O pity, an 63.»>zuiſh me 

As 1 trom thouſand heauties more 

Diſtinguith you, aid only you acore. 
Ii. 

Your face for conqueſt was deſign'd, 

Y our every mot. on charms my mind; 

Angels, when you your filence break, 

Forget their hyenns, to hear you ſpeais ; 

Hut when at once they hear and view, 

Are loch to mount, and long to ftay with yer: 
lil. 

No graces can your form improve, 


Wat they meant hy their ſiching, and kiſſing fo cloſe ' 

By their praying and whining, 

And claſping and twining, 

Ind panting and wiſhing, 

And ſi ching and kiffing, 

And fighing ane kiſſing fo cloſe. 

$I. 

Cupid in ſhape of a ſwain did avpear, 
He ſaw the ſad wound, and in pit drew near ; 
Then ſhew'd her his arrow, and bid her not fear ; 
For the pain was no more than a maiden may hen 
When the balm was infus'd, the was not at a los, 
What they meant by tHeir ſighing and kifting ſo cloſe ; 

By their praying and whining, | 

And claſping and twinine, 

And panting and wiſhing, 

And fighing and kitfine, 

And ſighing and kiMmrng fo cio. 


THE LADY'S- SONG. 


A 


Choir of bright beautics in ſp:ing did appear, 
To chooſe a May-lady to govern the year ; 
All the vymphs were in white, and the ſhepherds in 
green; 
The garland was given, and Phyllis was queen: 
ut Phyllis reſus'd it, and ſisbing, did ſay, 
1 not wear a garland while Pan is away. 


Wut all are loſt, unleſs you love; 
While that fert paſſion you diſdain, 
Your ve:l and beauty are in vain : 

in pity then prevent my fate. 

"or atter dying all reprieve's 100 late, 


LO 


VIII. 
J 
ICH nt and honours to others imparts 
Pi «Ve me your heart: 
Thr + afirc, that treaſure alone, 
for my © VI. b 


{© centle a jove, fo ;rrvent a fire, 

i to dcs wipue: 

| Flat treaftre, that treaſure alos. e, 

{ le 107 Ny on. 

Y our love let mie crave 

we me in pceil ſting 
So inatciiicls A bleſſine; 

That empire is aud have 
Love's my petition, 
Fil my amb.t.on ; 

If eber you diſcover 
So faithful a lover, 
So real a flame, 
I'll die, I'll die. 
do give up my game, 


. 
1 n nn 


I. 
1. OE found Amyntas lyine, 
6 All in tears upon the plain; 
Sighing to himſelf, and crying, 
Wretched 1, to love in vain ! 
Kifs me, dear, before nry dying: 
Kiſs me once, and cafe my pain 
II. 
Siehinę to himſelf, and cryine, 
Wiretched I, to love in vain 
ver ſcornine, and Cenying 
To reward your faithiul ſwain : 
Kiſ; me, dear, before my dying; 
Kiſs me once, and eaſe my pain 
III. 
Ever ſ-omning, and denying 
To reward your ſaitliſul (wain. 
Clo+, lavghing at his crying, 
Told him, that he lov'd in vain : 
Kits me, dear, beſore my dying; 
Kiſs me once, and eaſe my pain 
N. 
Cloe, laughine at his crying, 
Told him that he lov'd in vain: 
But, repenting, and complying, 
When he kiſs'd, ſhe kiſs'd avain: 
od him up before his dying: 
Kif;'d him up, and eas'd his pain. 


— —y— . — 


X. 
0 


J. 
O tell Amynta, gentle ſwain, 
1 would not die, ror dare complain: 
Thy tuneful voice with numbers join, 
Thy words will more prevail than mine. 
eo fouls oppreſs'd, and dumb with grief, 
The gods ordain this kind relief; 
That muſic ſtould in ſounds convey, 
nat dying lovers dare not ſay. 
II 


4. ſich or tear, pcriiaps, ſhe'll give, 
Put love on pity cannot live. 
ell her that hearts for hearts were mace, 
And love with love is only paid. 
ell her my pains fo ſait increate, 
That foon tiiey will be pait redreſs ; 
But ah! the wretch, that ſpeechleſs Les, 
attend but death to cloſe his eyes. 
— — — — — 


XI. 
A . 


TO A FAIR YOUNG LADY, GOING OUT OF THE 


TOWN IN THE SPRING. 


1 


„ not the cauſe, why ſullen Spring 
do lone delays her flowers to bear; 
Thy watbling birds forget to ſing, 

and winter ſtorms invert the year: 
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hloris is rope, and fate provides 
io make it Spring where the reſides. 


II. 
WWoris is cone, the crvel fair; 
She ca't not Vac“ a pitying eye: 
Zut left her lover in deſpair, 
To He. to larenith, and to die: 
\h, how can thoſe far evez endure 
o give the wounds they will not cure 


III. 

Freut vo of oe, why haſt thou mate 

A face that can all hearts command, 
That all reli nos can invade, 

and chanve the laws of every land? 
Where thou hacſt plac'd ſuch power before, 
Thou ſhoulaſt have made her mercy more. 


IV. 


When CMoris to the temple comes, 
ago g crowds hefore her fall; 
Je exp referee the dc from tombs, 
Ard every life t mine recal, 

* only am by Love eto d 

o be the victim for niankind. 


— —— — OO — 


XII. 
S 0ͤ 2 
FROM MARPIACE A-LA-MODE “. 
J. 


HY ſhovld a fooliſh marriage vow, 
Which long aso was mace, 

Ohliee us to each other now, 

When paſſton is decay'd? 
We lov'd, and we lov'd. as lone as we could, 
Til! our love was lov'd out of us both; 
Nut our marriaze is dead, when the pleaſures are fled ; 
'Twaz pleaſure firſt made it an oath. 


II. 


If I have pleaſures for a friend, 
And farther love in ſtore, 
What wrong has he whoſe jovs did end, 
And who could give ro more? 
"Fiz a madneſs that he 
Shovld be jcalous of me, 
Or that I ſhould bar him of another: 
For all we can gain, 
I; to vive ourſelves pain, 
Then neither can hinder the other. 


* There are ſeveral excellent ſongs in his “ King 
„Arthur: which ſhould have been copied, bur 
they are fo interwoven with the ſtory of the drama 
that it would be improper to ſeparate them. There 
is alſo a ſong in © Love in a Nunnery ;”* and ano- 
ther in © The Duke of Cuiſe; bu (neither of them 
worth tranſcribing. 
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XIII. 
S O N 6, 
FROM TYRANNIC LOV. 


H, how ſweet it is to love 
Ah, how gay is young deſire! 
And what pleaſing pains we prove 
When we firft approach Love's fire ! 
Pains of love be ſweeter ſar 
Than all other pleaſures are. 


Sighs which are from lovers blown 

Po but gently heave the heart: 

Een the tears they ſhed alone 

Cure, like trickling balm, their ſmart. 
Lovers, when they loſe their breath, 
Bleed away in eaſy death. 


Love and Time with reverence uſe, 

Treat them like a parting friend : 

Nor the golden gifts refuie 

Which in youth ſincere they ſend : 
For each year their price is more, 
An! they leſs fimple than before. 


Love. like ſpring-tides full and high, 
Swells in every youthſul vein : 
But each tide does lefs ſupply, 
Till they quite ſhrink-in again: 

If a flow in age appear, 

*Tis but rain, and runs not clear. 

. —____ _ﬀ_ﬀ______—_ 
XIV. 
ALEX ANDER'S FEAST: 


ok, TME POWER OF MUSIC, 


AN ODE INS HONOUR OF sT. CECILIA'S DAY. 


3 
2 WAS at the royal ſcaſt, for Perſia won 
By Philip's warlike ſon: 
Aloft in awtvl ſtate 
"ihe godlike hero ſate 
On his imperial throne : 
His valiant peers were plac'd around 


S POEMS, 


The ſong began from Jove, 

Who left his bliſstul ſeats above, 

(Such is the po ver of mighty love.) 

A dragon's fiery form bely'd the god : 
Sublime on radiant ſpires he rode, 

When he to fair Olympia preſs'd: _ 
And while he ſought her ſnowy breaſt : 
Then, round her ſlender waiſt he curl'd, 
And ſtamp'd an image of himſelf, a ſovereign of the 
world. 

The liſtening crowd admire the lofty ſound, 
A preſent deity, they ſhout around : 

A preſent deity the vaulted roofs rebound : 
With raviſh'd ears 

The monarch hears, 

Aſſumes the god, 

Affects to rod, 

And ſeems to ſhake the ſpheres. 


CHORUS. 
With ravifÞd ears, 


The monarch hears, 

Aſſumes the gad, 

Affects to nod, 

Ard ſeems to ſhake the ſpheres. 


III. 


The praiſe of Bacchus then, the ſweet muſician 
ſung; 
Of Bacchus ever fair and ever young: 
The jolly god in triumph comes; 
Sound the trumpets; beat the drums; 
Fluſh'd with a purple grace, 
He ſhews his honeſt face: 
Now give the hautboys breath; he comes, he comes 
Bacchus, ever fair and young, 
Drinking joys did firſt ordain ; 
Pacchus' bleſſings are a treaſure, 
Drinking is the ſoldier's pleaſure : 
Rich the treaſure, 
Sweet the pleaſure, 
Sweet is pleaſure after pain. 


CHORUS. 


Taccſ us“ bleſſings are a treaſure, 


Their brows with rcſes and with myrtles bound. 
{So thould deſert in arms be crown'd : ) 
The lovely Thais, by his fide, 
Sate like a blooming Eaſtern bride 
In flower of youth, and beauty's pride. 
Happy, happy, happy pair, 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave deſerves the fair. 


CHORUS. 
Waftty, hatfy, af jar - * 
TVone but the brane, 
Nene but the brave, 
None but the brave deſerve the fair. 
II. 
Timotheus, plac'd on hien 
Amid the tuneful quire, 
With flying fingers touch'd the lyre: 
T he trembl.ng notes aſcend the ſky, 
And heavenly joys inſpire. 


Drinking is the ſoldier's fleaſure ; 
Rich the trea'ure, 


| Sꝛoeet the g leaſure, 

, * . * . 

Sweet is pleaſure after f ain. 
IV. 


Sooth'd with the ſound, the king grew vain ; 
Fouglit all his battles o'er again; 
And thrice he routed all his foes; and thrice he ſlew 
b the ſlain. 
The maſter ſaw the madneſs riſe; 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes; 
And while he heaven and earth defy'd, 
Chang'd his hand, and check'd his pride. 
He choſe a mournful Muſe 
Soft pity to infuſe: 
He ſung Darius great and good, 
By too ſevere a fate, 
Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen, 
Fallen from his high eſtate, 
And weltring in his blood; 


, 
2 
* 
1 
, 3 
E, 
5 
5 
: 


y 

by 
* 
2 


» 5 N 


N 
N 
4 : 
1 
. 
2 
2 
q 1 
#3 
_ 
+ 
es 
"WA 
7 - 
FS 
2 \ 
Bol + 
1 
= 
2 
21 
5 
* (: 
% Ba 
3 
7 74 
a>" "OD: 
* 1 
„ 
+ Foal * 
* wth Be 
vote bn 
+ a 
3 
FT £4 
* ig 
* 


At 
T1 


Neſerted, at his utmoſt need, 


By thote his former bounty fed : 
On the bare earth expos'd he lies, 
With not a friend to cloſe his eyes. 
With down-caſt looks the joyleſs victor ſite 
Revolving in his alter'd foul 
The various turns of chance below 
And, now and then, a figh he ſtole; 
And tears began to flow. 


CHORUS. 


Rewiwing in hs alter'd lou! 
The warious turns of chance beloro ; 
And, now and then, a figh he ſtole; 


And tear: began ty floxw. 
. 


The mighty maſter ſmil'd, to ſee 
That love was in the next degree: 
"Twas but a kindred found to move, 
For pity melts the mind to love. 
Softly ſweet, in Lydian meaſures, 
Soon he ſooth'd his ſoul to pleaſures. 
War, he ſung, is toil and trouble; 
Honour but an empty bubble ; 
Never ending, ſtill heginning, 
izhring ſtill. and (till deſtroying : 
li che world be worth thy winning, 
Think, O think, it worth enjoying: 
Lovely Thais fits beſide thee, 
Take the good the gods provide thee. 
The many rend the ſkies with loud applauſe 
o Love was crown'd, hut Mufic won the cauſe. 
The prince, unable to conceal his pain, 
Gaz'd on the fair 
Who caus'd his care 
And figh'd and look'd, figh'd and look'd, 
Sigh'd and look d, and fizh'd again: 
t length, with love and wine at once oppreſs'd, 
Phe vanquiſh'd victor ſunk upon her breaſt. 


CHORUS 


The prince, unable te conceal his pain, 
Cad on the fair 
Wiz caus'd his care, 
And figi"d and loc, figi'd ond look d, 
Sg and hond, and figh'd again: 
At length, vith loe and wine at once oppreſs'd, 
The wanuifh*d victor ſunk upon her breaft. 


VI. 


Now ftrike the golden lyre again: 
A louder yet, and yet a louder ſtrain. 
Break his band; of ſleep aſunder, 
And roufe him, like a rattling peal of thunder. 
Hark, hark, the horrid ſound 
Has rais'd up his head : 
As awak'd from the dead, 
And amaz'4 he ſtares around. 
Revenge, revenge, Timotheus cries, 
See the furies ariſe: 
See the ſnakes that they rear, 
How they hiſs in their hair, 
And the ſparkles that flaſh from their eyes 
Behold a ghaſtly band, . 
Fach a torch in his hand ! 


DRYDEN'S 


POEMS. 


141 


And unbury'd remain 
Inglorious on the plain: 

Give the vengeance due 

To the valiant crew. 

Behold how they toſs their torches on high, 
| How they point to the Perſian abodes, 
And glittering temples of their hoſtile gods. 
The princes applaud, with a furious joy; 
And the king ſeu d a flambeau with zeal to deſtroy; 

Thais led the way, 

To lizht him to his prey, 
And, like another Helen, fir'd another Troy. 


CHORUS 


And the king jeiz'd a flambeau with zeal to deſtroy 3 
Thois led tie wway, 
ö To light ain * his prey, 
And, like another Heien, fir" d anither Troy. 
5 , oy 


II. 
Thus, long ago, 
Fre heaving bellows learn'd to blow, 
While organs yet were mute; 
Timotheus, to his breathing flute, 
And ſounding lyre, 
Could ſwell the ſoul to rage, or kindle ſoft deſire. 
At laſt divine Cecilia came, 
Inventreſs of the vocal frame; 
The ſweet enthufiaſt, from her ſacred ſtore, 
Enlarg'd the former narrow bounds, 
And added length to ſolemn ſounds, 
With nature's mother-wit, and arts unknown beſore. 
Let old T imotheus yield the prize, 
Or both divide the crown 
He rais'd a mortal to the ſkies: 
She drew an angel down. 


GRAND CHORUS. 

At laſt divire Cecilia came, 
Inwentr eſs of the wacal frame; 
The feveet enthufiaſt, from her ſacred ſtore, 
Erlarg*d the former narrow haun le, 
Aid added length to ſolemn ſounds, 
WH th nature's mother -wit, and arts unknown before, 

Let vid Timatheus yield the prize, 

Or bath divide the crown ; 
He rais'd a mortal to the ſties; 

She drew an angel down. 


_ are Grecian ghoſts, that in battle were Nain, 


—— —-— —— 
XV. 
THE SECULAR MASQUE. 


oy 
Enter IAN us. 


Jaxus. 6 Chronos, mend thy pace, 
An hundred times the rolling ſun 

Around the radiant belt has run 

In his revolving race. 

Behold, behold the goal in ſight, 

Spread thy fans, and wing thy flight. 


/ 
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Enter Cx oN 20374 a ie in Lis hand, and a glnbe|Mans. 


on his back; which he jets down at his entrance. 


Cxronos, Weary, weary of my weight, 
Let rae, let me drop my freight, 
And leave the world betind, 
I could not hear, 
Arother year, 
Tie load of human- kind. 


Enter Momus loughing. 


Momvs. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! well haſt thou 


done 
To lay down thy pack, 
And lighten thy back, 
The woild was a fool, e er fince it hegun, 


And tince neither Janus, nor Cluonos, 


nor l, 
Can under the crimes, 
Or mend the bad times, 
"Tis better to laugh than to cry. 
Cho. of all three. 


"Tis Jetter to lang than to ery. 
Jaxus. 


Since Momus comes to lvl below, 
Old Time begin tie ſhow, 
That he may fee, in every ſcene, 
Whar changes in this agg dave been. 
Crroxos. Then, goddeſs of tie nlver bow, begin. 
Lier us, er hunting muſic, within. | 
Enter Di ANA. 
Draxa. With horns and with hounds, I waken the 
day; 
And hye to the woodland-Walks away; 
I tuck up my robe, and am buſkin'd ioon, 
And tie to my forehead a wexing moon. 
] courſe the fleet ſtag, unkennel the fox, 


— — —O i > — — — —ů—— — — — 
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Sound the trumpet, beat the drum; 
Through all the world around, 
Sound a reveille, ſound, ſound, 
The warrior cod is come. 
Cho. of all. Sund the trumpet, &c. 
Momus. Thy ſword within the ſcabbard keep, 
And let mankind agree ; 
Petter the world were faſt afleep, 
Than kept awake by thee. 
The fools are only thinner, 
With all our coft and care; 
But neither fide 4 winner, 
For things are as they were. 
Cho. of all. The fools are only, &c. 


Frnter Vexus. 


Vexvs.. Calms appear, when ſtorms are paſt ; 

Love will have his hour at laſt : 

Nature is my kindly care; 

| Mars deſtroys, and I repair: 

Take me, take me, winle you may, 

Venus comes not every day. 

Cho. of all. Tale her, take her, &c. 

CrRONOs. The world was then fo liglit, 

I ſcarcely felt the weight ; 

joy rul'd the day, and love the night, 

Lut, unce the queen of pleaſure leit the 
ground, 

] faint, 1 lag, 

And ſcebiy drag 

The pondrous orb around. 

Momus. All, all of a piece throughout ; 

Point- 


ing to Thy chace had a heaſt in view; 


And chace the wild goats o'er furamits of Diana. 


rocks, 
Wich ſhouting and hooting we pierce 
through the ſy, 
And Echo turns hunter, and doubles the 
cry. 
Cho. of all. Nit/ Arouting ard Acting ave fierce througl 
the Il y, 
Ai Hale turns Junter, and denbles the cory. 
Taxvs. Ihen our age was in its prime, 
Cuno os. Free from rage: 


To Mars] Thy wars brought rothing about; 
[ToVenus]Thy lovers were all untrue. 
ANus. is well an old age is out, 
Cnroxos. And time to begin a new. 

Cao. of all. A, al! of a fierce throughout ; 
Thy chace Jad a beaſt in vieco: 

Ty wars brought nothing about : 
Thy lowers were all untrue. 

"Tis Toe i an 01 1 anc is 6, 


D1iaxaA. And ice from crime. 

Momus. A very merry, dancing, crinking, 
Laughing, quafling, and unth.nking time. 

Cho. of all. Ther our age was in its prime, 

"ree from rage, and free from crims, 

Avery merry, dancing, drinki: g, 
Laughing, p g, and net hin ie. 
[Vance of Diana's atiendants. 


Fiter Mass. 

Inſpire the vocal braſs, inſpire ; 
ihe world is paſt its infant ag : 

Army and honour, 

Arms and honour, 
get the martial mind on fre, 
And kindle manly rage. 

lars has cod the f to red; 

And Peace, the lazy good, is fled. 


Mars. 


And time te begin a ne. 
Dance of luntimen, nymphs, warriors, and lovers 


— — . — -_ 


XVI. 
50 NG OF A SCHOLAR AND HIS MiSTRESS. 


WHO BEING CROSS'D BY THFIR FRIENDS, 
FFI.T. MAD FOR ONE ANOTHER; AND 


NOW FIRST MEET IN BEDLAM. 
[Moste within. ] 


The Lowers enter at off ofite doors, each held by a 


Flenty, peace, and pleaſure fly; 
The ſ-rightly green, 
In woodland walks no more is ſcen 
The ſprightly green has drunk the Tyrian 
d 


Keejer. 


PnyL11s.T OOK, look, I ſee—I ſee my love 
app ef! 

For, like him, there is none: 

*Tis the dear, dear man, tis thee, dear. 


ye. 
Cho. of all. Plenty, peace, Ec. | 
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AMyNTAS, Hark! the winds war; 
The {oarny waves roat z 
1 ſce a ſhip afar: 


Toſhing and toffing, and niabing to the 


ſhove : 
Put what's that I view, 
So radiant of hue, 


St. Hernio, St. Hermo, that fits upon tlie 


ſails ? 
u No, ro, ro. 
St. Hermo, never, never {bone fo bright; 


"Tis Phyllis, only Phyllis, can tloot fo fair 


light: 

"Tis Phyllis, 'tis Phyllis, that faves the 
thip alone, 

For all the winds are huſh'd, and the 
ſtorm is overblown. 


PryLL1s. Let me go, let me run, let me fly to lits 
arms. 


AnyNTAs. If all the fates combine, 
And all tle ſuries join, 
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Ill force my way to Phillis, and break 
through the charm. 
[ Here they break from t/eir keepers, rus 
to each Ot, ry ard embrace. | 
PAYLL19. Shall I marry the man I love? 
And ſhall 1 conclude my pains? 
Now he'd be the powers above, 
tec the Hivod bound in my veins; 
Witi a lively leap it began to move, 
And the vapors leave my trains. 
AnyXxTAs. Folly jvin'd to body, and heart join'd to 
heart, 
To make ſure of the cure, 
Co call the man in black, to mumdle o'er 
: his part. 
Pay: 1.15.Put ſuppoſe he ſhould ſtay 
AmyYaTAac. At worſt if he delay, 
* Tis a work muſt be done, 
We'll borrow but a day, 
And the better, the ſooner begun. 
Cho. of both. At 4vorſt i; ke delay, Ec. 


[ Tley run cut together hand in hand.} 
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1. 


pP RO LS 4 U 
SPOKEN THE FIRST DAY OF THE KING'S HOUSE 
ACTING AFTER THE FIRE. 


Go ſipwreck'd paſſenger» eſcape to land, 

1} So look tiey, when on the bare beach they ſtand 
Yopping and cold, and ther firſt fear ſcarce o'er, 
xpectine famine on & ceſarc ſhore. 

From that hard climate we mutt wait for bread, 
Whence ev'n the natives, forc*d by hunger fed. 
Our ſtage does human chance prefent to view, 

Fut ne er before was fſecn fo ſadly true: 

You are chang'd too, and your pretence to fee 

s hut a nobler name for charity. 

Your own proviſiors furniſh out our feaſts, 

While you the founders make yourſelves tue gueſts. 
Ot all mankind hefide fate had ſoine care, 

hut for poor wit no por tion did prepare, 

is left a revt<charve to the brave and fair. 

You cheriſlid it, and row its fall you mourn, 
Which blind unmanner'd zealots make their ſcorn, 


Ovr great metropolis does far ſurpaſs 

Nhate'cr is nov, and equals all that was: 
Dur wit as far docs foreign wit excel, 

And, lise a king, thould in a palace dwell. 
But we with golden hopes are vainiy fed, 

Laik high, and entert1in you in a thed; 

x our preſence here, for wich we humbly ſue, 
Wul grace old tueatres, and build up new. 


— —ñ—— 4. — —— — 


II. 


P R O L @ © 20. 


3POKEN AT THEOPENING OF THE NEW HOUSE, 
MARCH 26, 1674. 


Plain-huilt houſe, after fo long a ſtay, 
Will ſend you halt unſatisty d away; 


ey, fallen from your expected pomp, you find 


Who think that fire a judgment on the (tage, | A bare convenience only is defign'd. 


Which ſpar'd not temples in its furious rage. 
But as our new-built City riſcs higher, 
So from old theatres may new aſpire, 


You, who each day can theatres behold, 
Like Nero's palace, ſhining all with gold, 
Our mean ungilded ſtage will ſcorn, we fear, 


vince late contrives magnificence by fire, 


And, tor the homely room, diſdain the chear. 
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Yet now cheap druggets to a mode are grown, 

And a plain ſuit, ſince we can make but one, 

Is better than to be by tarniſh'd gawdry krown. 

They, who are by your favours wealthy made, 

With mighty ſums may carry on the trade: 

We, broken bankers, half deſtroy'd by fire, 

With our ſmall ſtock to humble roofs retire ; 

Pity our loſs, while you their pomp admire. 

For fame and honour we no longer ftrive, 

We y.eld in both, and only beg to live: 

Unable to ſupport their vaſt expence, 

Who build and treat with ſuch magnificence ; 

That, like th' ambitious monarchs of the age, 

They give the law to our provincial ſtage. 

Great neighbours envioutly promote exceſs, 

While they impoſe their ſplendor on the leſs. 

Put only fools, and they of vaſt cate, 

Th extremity of modes will imitate, 

The davgling knee-frinze, and the bib-cravar. 

Yet if ſoine pride with want may be allow'd, 

We in our plainnefs may be juitly proud, 

Our royal maſter will'd it ſhould be foz *e, 

Whate'er he's pleas'd to own, can need no hog, 

That ſacred name gives 0:7,ament ana grace, 

And, like his ſtamp, makes baſeſt metals paſs. 

Twere io!lv now a ſtately pile to raiſe, 

To build a playhouſe while you throw down plays; 

While ſcenes, machines, and empty operas reign, 

And for the pencil you the pen d. ſdam: 

While troops of famiſh'd Frenchmen h:ther drive, 

And laugh at thoſe upon whote alms they live: 

Old Engliſh authors vaniih, and give piace 

To theſe new conquerors of the Norman tage. 

More tamely than your fathers you fubm:t ; 

You're now grown vaſſals to them in your wit. 

Mark, when they play, how our fine fops advance, 

The mighty merits of their men of France, 

Keep time, cry Ben, and humour the cacence. 

Well, pleaſe yourſelves; but ſure tis unverficod, 

That French machines have ne'er done En giand 
00d, 

I would not propheſy our houſe's 1ate : 

But while vain ſhows and ſcencs youu over-rate, 

"tis to be fear'd 

Ttat as a fire the former houſe o'ertlirew, 

Machines and tempeits will deitroy the new. 


r. — — 2 . ͥ —Um 


III. 
CCC 
ON THE SAME OCCASION. 


HOUCH what our Prologue ſaid was ſacl, 
true, 
Vet, gentlemen, our homely houſe is new, 
A charm that ſeldom fails with, wicked, you. 
A country lip may have the velvet touch; 
Though ſhe's no lady, you may think her ſuch : 
A ſtrong imagination may do much. 
But you, loud firs, who through your curls look big, 
Critics in plume and white vallancy wig, 
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Who lolling on our foremoſt benches fit, 

And ſtill charge firſt, the true forlorn of wit; 
Whoſe favours, like the ſun, warm where you rol?, 
Yet you, like him, have neither heat nor ſoul; 
So may your hats your ſoretops never preſs, 
Untouch'd your ribbons, ſacred be your dreſs 
So may you ſlowly to old age advance, 

And have th' excuſe of youth for ignorance : 

So may fop-corner full of noiſe remain, 

And drive far off the dull attentive train 

So may your midnight ſcowrings happy prove, 
And morning batteries force your way to love 
So may not France your warlike liands recal, 
But leave you by each other's ſwords to fall ; 

As you come here to ruffle vizard punk, 

When ſober, rail, and roar when you are drunk. 
But to the wits we can ſome merit plead, 

And urge what by themſelves has oft been faid : 
Ovr houſe relieves the ladies from the frights 

Of ill-pav'd ſtreets, and long dark winter nights: 
The Flanders horſes from a cold bleak road, 
Where hears in furs dare ſcarcely look abroad; 
The audience from worn plays and fuſtian ſtuff, 


Of rhyme, more nauſeous than three boys in buff 


Though in their houſe the poets heads appear, 
We hope we may prefume their wits arc here. 
The beſt which they reſerv'd they now will play, 
For, like kind cuckoids, though w' have not the 


wa 

To plæaſe, we'll find vou abler men who may. 

If they ſhould fail, tor laſt recruits we breed ? 
A troop of friſking Ho urs to ſucceed: > 


You know the French ſure cards at time of nes 


| 
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To THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD, 1674 


Spoken by Mr. HART. 


| OET'S, your ſubjects, have their parts aſſign'd 
T* unhend, and to divert their ſovereign's mind: 

When tir'd with following nature, you think fit 

To ſeek repoſe in the cool ſhades of wit, 

And, from the ſweet retreat, with joy ſurvey 

| What reſts, and what is conquer'd, of the way. 

Here, tree yourſe:ves from envy, care, and ſtriſe, 

; You view the various turns of human life: 

Safe in our ſcene, through dangerous courts you 

£0, 

And uncebauch'd, the vice of cities know. 

Your theories are here to practice brought, 

As in mechanic operations wrought ; 

And man, the little world, before you ſet, 

As once the ſphere of cryſtal ſhew'd the great. 

Ble ſt ſure are you above all mortal kind, 

If to your fortunes you can ſuit your mind : 

Content to ſee, and ſhun, thoſe ills we ſhow, 

And crimes on theatres alone to know. 

With joy we bring what our dead authors writ, 

And beg from you the value of their wit: 
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nat Shakeſpeare's, Fletcher's, and great Jonſon's VI. 

, 2 

1 claim, : : 

. = ?ay be renew'd from thoſe who gave them fame. S FILL TT VV MY 

None of our living poets dare appear; 
Yor Muſcs fo ſevere are worſhip*d here, Intended to have been ſpoken by the Lady 
hat, conſcious of their faults, they ſhun the eye, Hrn. Mas. Winrwon en when 

| And, as prophane, from ſacred places fly, 

| Rather than ſee th' offended God, and die. CarisTo was ated at Court. 


XZ Webring no imperſcRions, but our own ; | 

"X <uch faults as made are by the makers ſhown : | s jupiter I made I made my court in vain; 
and you have been fo kind, that we may boaſt, A VII — _ 2 my oy Ao a 5 
| The greateſt judges ſtill can pardon moſt e es , be f. * We; Fong l * * 
Poets muſt Hoop, when they would pleaſe our Ang e = = 12 = — 3 4 

1 IN 3 5 State grows uneaſy when it hinders love; 

ie pe peg * eee : A glorious burden, which the wiſe remove. 
Viſlaining that, which yer they know will take, 5 5 f Ne 

Hating theniſelves what their applauſe muſt make. T * — oy _ Res np * * * 

hut when to praiſe from you they would aſpire, and I, Sn ge Jon — 1 
ouch they like eagles mount, your jove is higher. No 4 e ye 7 . g a th 1 

do tar your knowledge all their power tranſcends, "I; Jo . _ , 95 * pr VER 2 ell 8 : 
Az what fhould be beyond what Is extends. Renury functions is fully hd „0 
Our ſullen Cato's, whatſoe'er they ſay, 

Ev'n while they frown and dictate laws, obey. 
You, mighty fir, our bonds more eaſy make, 
n“ “ And gracetully, what all muſt ſuffer, take: 
Above thoſe forms the grave affect to wear; 

For 'tis not to be wiſe to be ſevere. 


: True wiſdom may ſome gallantry admit, 
V. And ſoſten buſineſs with the charms of wit. , 
| | Thefe peaceful triumphs with your cares you bought, 
CROLOGCEUCE e., 


And from the midſt of fighting nations brought. 
You only hear it thunder from atar, 

IDs Dr. DavexaANT, 1675.] And fit in peace the arbiter of war: ; | 
Peace, the loatli'd manna, which Hot brains deſpiſe. 
You knew its worth, and made it carly pr.ze ; 

And in its happy leiſure ſit and ſee 

he promiſes of more felicity : 

Two glorious nymphs of your own godlike line, 
Whoſe morning rays like noon-tide ttrike and ſhine: 
Whom you to ſuppliant monarchs ſhall diſpoſe, 


2 85 you hut half ſo wiſe as you're ſevere, 
\ Dur youttuu! poet mould rot need to fear; 
+9 1,5 guten years your cenſures you would ſuit, 
+0: Þi3\t the HotTon, but expect tlie fruit, 
tex, that hett Cors plcaſure underſtand, 


„ah ays chooſe to err on t'other hand. Yo bind your friends, and to diſarm your tocs. 
| +107 CHECK not him that's aukward in deli hit 
W | cla the young 1ogue's cheek, and ſet him * 
tend well, and fleſh'd upon his prey, 
bonn may prove a man another day. VII 
by en ard Fletcher, in their firſt young fliglu, | : 
; og | 10 Volpore, nor no Arbaces write; : 
Eq v9! Lopp'd atout, and ſhort excurſions made 7 E-P 1 LO GR 
50 ton yougl: to bough, as if they were atraid, 
= 1 each was guilty of ſome lighted maid. \ To THE MANX OF MoDik 
= pcarc's own Muſe her Pericles firſt bore 
= - "cc Iyre was elder than the Moor: ON CIR TOPTING TAE LEN 
a ese ſee a firſt good play; [By Sir GrokGE ETHEREGE, 1676.] 
We vt! orns co not bloom on Cliriſtmas-day. 
I" A ſlender poet muſt have time to grow, 
25 oy Prend and burnifh as his brothers co. | OST modern wits ſuch monſtrous fools have 
e looks lean, ſure with ſome pox is curſt: | mown, | 
Pur no man can be Falſtaff-fat at firit. They ſeem not of heaven's making, but their own, 
en damn not, but indulge his rude eſſays, Thoſe nauſcous harlequins in farce may pals ; 
lage him, and bloat him up with praiſe, Put there goes more to a ſubſtanrial aſs: 
3 . od may get more bulk betore he dirs: Something ot man muſt be expos'd to view, 
3 — mn vet fed enough for ſacrifice, That, gallants, t'<7 may more reſemble you, 
eino your grace you will not grudze, Sir Fopling is a fool ſo nicely writ, 
3 may grow up to write, and you to judge. * ladies would miſtake him for a wit; 
. | 
5 II U 
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\ And, when he fines, talks loud, and cocks would IX, 
q _ PROLOCUE TO C/ESAR BORGIA, 
I vow, methinks, he's pretty company : 
Fo briſk, ſo gay, fo travel'd, to refin'd, [By Mr. N. Lex, 1680.) 
| As he took pains to zrait upon his kind. | 
| True fops help nature's work, and go to ſchool, 1m unha - | 
U -= a N happy man, who once has tra'l'd a pen, 
þ Lo file and finiſh God Almighty"s fool. [ Lives not to pleaſe himſelf, but other men; 


Yet none Sir Fopling him, or him can call; ks always drudging, waſtes his life and bloos. 


| He's knight o th' ſhire, 2 repreſents you all. Yet only eats and drinks what you think god. | 
From each he meets he culls whate'er he ca What pra uſe ſoc'er the poetry deſerve, 

| Legion's is A a prope in a man. Vet every fool can bid the poet ſtarve. * | 

| 1 bang ory. — OS ' That fumbl.ng letcher to revenge is hent, - i | 

| | And, rolling wh "gs. like 4 nov. ball 2 _ Becauſe he thinks himſelf or whore is meant : 2 | 

; His various modes from various ſathers fol F; "ame bat a Sen all the ery firermet 3 N 

it 2 taught the roſs, and one the new — 1 a From Leadenhal! to Ludgate is in arms: 2 ] 

| | His ſword-krot this, his cravat that defign'®; Mare there no fear of Antichriſt or Frar ce, £ f 

i And this, the yard-long inal * e raris . | In the beſt time poor poets live by chance. * 0 

Eren one the lacred periwis he ao e | Either you come not here, or, as you grace 2 - 

1 Which wind 5 blew, _ touch of hat prophan d. Some old acquaintance, drop into the place, S 7 

| Anrother's d;ving bow he did ac Y 79 Wl Carel (s ard qualmiſh, with a yawning ſace: he 8 

| Wen with a (hog caſts all the ha \ N 145 | You ſicep o' er wit, and by my troth you may; ; 4 \ 

iF Till he with fult decorum brivgs „ a, {oft of your talents le another way. 3 8 
. And riſes with a Water-ſpaniel Hare. | You love to hear of ſome prodigious tale, = 
T As for his ſongs, tne ladies dear detizit, he bell that tolPd alone, or Iriſh vwhate. 8 


Theſe ſure he took from moſt of you who write. 


. r Hogg) LEED {News is your food, and you erouch provide, 
Yet every man is ſafe from what he fear'd 


| Poth {or yourſelves and all the world beſide. 


| | For no one fool is hunted from the herd. One theatre there is of vaſt reſort, 9 
Wich whilo:ne of Requeſts was called the Court, 32 
— — Z Eut row the great Exchange of News ' tis hight, 12 
And full of hum and buz from recon till night, 3 
Up fairs and down you run, as tor a race, 1 
VIII. And each man wears three nations in his face. S;. 
+ So hig ou look, though claret you retrench, 7 
SS FF SUD GIU -E That, arm'd with bottied ale, you buff the Frenck. 3 1 
ut all your entertainment (Hill is fed 9 4 
TO MITERIDDATES, KING OF rod res. By vilizins in your own dull iſland bred. 1 V 
Woule you return to us, we dare engage 2 ( 
By Air. N. L. EE, 1678. 10 thew you better rot ues upon the ſtage. 2 I 
Y ou know ro poiſon but plain ratſhane here; E . 1 
: Deaths more refin'd,, and better bred c:fewhere. * A 
| OU VE ſeen a pair of faithful lovers gie: | hey have a civil way in italy FT: ( 
And much you care; tor moſt of you will U ſaieiling a perfume to make you qie; 77 0 
cry. trick would make you lay your ſnufi-t ox by. 5 4 
"Twas a juſt judgment on their conſtancy. ( {Vit Jer's a trade, fo known and practis'd there, os * 
For, heaven be thank'd, we live in ſuchi an age, 3 That 'tis infallible as is the chair. \ 
When ro man dies for lone, but on tie Muse: ' ut, mark their tealt, you ſhall behold fuci: pranks; 4 4 
) And ev*n thoſe marty:s are hut rare in plays; IIe pope ſays grace, but tis the devil gives thanks 1] 
| 1} A curſed ſign how much true faith decays. A 
Love is ro more a violent defire : & 
| *Tis a mere metaphor, a painted fire. — —  — 1 
31 In all our ſex, the name examin'd well, 1 
*Tis price to gain, and vanity to tell. x B 
| In woman, tis of ſubtle intereſt made: 0 NY " 
| Curſe on the punk that made it firſt a trace! jjͥͤĩ²—-ꝛ US xx C 
| She firſt did wit's prerogative reno, |. 1 
| ne made a foo} preformne to pra of love. | TO sorts BA, AT OXFORD, 1680. _ 2 
| Let honour and preterment go for gold; * A 
4 But glorious beauty is not to be fold: ; 10 
i Or, if it be, 'tis at a rate fo high, # mu the firſt profeſſor of our art, 80 
j That nothing but aCoring it ſhould buy. At country wakes, ſung ballads from a cart. OT 
| Yet the rich cull.es may their boaſting ſpare ; To prove this true, if Latin be no treſpaſs, 
| They purchaſe but ſophiſticated ware. Dicitur & plauſtris vexiſſe Pocmata I heſpis. 17 
A "Tis prodigality that huys deceit, But ZEſchylus, ſays Horace in ſome paze, V, 
1 / here botli the giver and the taker cheat. Was the firſt mountebank that trod the ſtage: E 
| K Men but refine on the old half- crown way; Vet Athens never knew your learned ſport WW 
| bf And women tight, like Swiſſers, for their pay. Of toſſing poets in a tennis- court. 
g 


Tor 4;ſbcl.eving of a Popiſh- plot: 
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Put 'tis the talent of our Engliſh nation, 

Still to be plotting ſome new reformation: 

And few years hence, if anarchy goes on, 

Jack Preſbyter ſhall here erect his throne, 

Knock out a tub with preaching once a day, 
And every prayer be longer than a play. 

Tien all your heathen wits thall go to pot, 


Your ports ſhall be us'd like in fidels, 

And wortt the author of the Oxford bells: 
Nor ſhould we "ſcape the ſentence, to depart, 
Ev*n in our firſt original, a cart. 

No zealous hrother there would want a ſtone, 
Jo man: us cardinals, and pelt pope Joan 
Relig.on, learning, wit, would be f:2preft, 
Rags ot the whore, and trappings of the beatt : 
Scot, Suarez, 'I'vm of Aquin, muſt go down, 
As chief tu-porters of the triple crown 

and Ariſtotle's tor deſtruction ripe; 

Some ſay, he call'd the foul an organ-pipe, 
Which by ſome little he p of derivation, 

Shall then be prov'd a pipe of inſpirat:on, 


2 
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XII. 
EPILOGUE 


TO ATIKACGCEDYSCALLEDTAMERLTLANE. 


[By Mr. SaunDERs.] 


[ ADIES, the bheardleſs authcr of this day 
4 Corunends to you the ſortune of his play. 
A womn-wit has often grac'd the ſtage z 
But he's the firſt hoy-poet of our age. 
E:.rty as is the year his fancies blow, 
Like Young Narcitſus peeping through the ſnow, 
1 hus Cowley bloſſom'd ſoon, yet flourith'd long 
This is as forward, and may prove as ſtrong. 
Youth with the fair ſhould always favour find, 
Or we are damn'd diffemblers of our kind. 
What's all this love they put into our parts ? 

lis hut the pit-a-pat of rwo young hearts. 
Should hag and grey-beard make ſuch tender 

nioun, 

Faith, you'd even truſt them to themſelves alone, 
vn cry, Let's go, here's nothing to be done. 
ct Love's our butinefs, as 'tis your delight, 
young, who beſt can practiſe, beſt can write, 
What though he be not come to his full power, 
He's mending and improving every hour, 


F yet there be 2 few that take deligh 

In that which reaſonable men 0:14 write : ' 
to tiem alone we dedicate tis nigſit. g | 
Ile reſt may ſatisfy their cur.ous itch | 


. g A5 
With city gazettes, or ſome fa&t:ous ſpeech, 


Or whate*er libel, for the public good, 

Stirs up the ſhrove-tide crew to fire and blood. 
Remove your benches, you apoſtate Þ t, ; 
And take, above, twelve penny worth of wit z 
Go back to your dear dancing on the rope, 

Or fee what's worſe, the devil and the pope. 
Ine plays that take on our corrupted ſtage, 
Mechinbe, reſemble the diſtracted age; 

Noiſe, madneſs, all unreaſonable things, 

That ſtrike at ſenſe, as rebels Co at kings. 

The tty'e of forty-one our poets write, 


And you. are grown to judge 1; ke 10 tyeight. 

Such cenſure; our miſtat.ns audierce make, 

That 'tis almoſt grown ſcanda'ous to take. 

They talk of fevers that infect the brains; 

But nonſenſe is the new difeaſe that reigns 

Weak fromachs, w.th a long d. ſtaſe oppreſt, 

Cannot tue cord. als of ſtrong wir digeſt. 

Theretore thin nouriſhnient of farce ye cloſe, 

PecoGiions of a barley-water Muſe : 

A meu ot tragedy Would make you ſick, 

Urleſs it were a very tender chick. 

Some ſcenes in ſt ippers would be worth ovr time:; 
Thoſe would go con; ſome love that's roacli d in 

rl me; ; 

If thi fe ſhould fail. 

Ve mult lie Cown, and, after all our coſt, 

Keep oliday, Le watermen in {$104 

While YOu turn plz vers on the wor ite preat are, 

And act yourſelves the taice of your Oven age. 


| 


The wit we 
ur poets their fled parts may Craw from hence, 


Yo! fly \he-jockiecs of the box and pit, 

-< plicas*d ro find a hot unbroken wit: 
3y management he may in time be made, 
gut there's no hopes of an old batter'd jade; 
Faint and uprery'd he runs into a ſweat, 
d always fails you at the ſecond heat, 


———— ...... — — 


XIII. 


PROLOGUE 


TO THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD. 


# Jus ſam'd Italian Muſe, whoſe rhymes ad- 
Varce 
* . o, and the Paladins of France, 
© ds that, when our wit and ſenſe is flown, 


113 jodg'd within the circle of the moon 

(In earthen jars, which one, who thither ſoar'd, 
Set to his roſe, ſnuff'd up, and was reſtor'd. 

| Whate'er the itory be, the moral's true; 


loft in town, we find in you. 


{And fill their wincy heads with ſober ſenſe. 
hen London votes with Soutlwark's diſagree, 
Here may they find their long-loſt loyalty. 
Here buſy ſenates, to th' old cauſe inclin'd, 
May ſnuff the votes their fellows teft behind ; 
Your country neighbours when their grain grows dear, 
May come, and find their iaft provition here: 
'Vh<reas we cannot much lament our loſs, 
Who neither carry'd back, nor brought one croſs, 
U 2 
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We look d what repreſentatives would bring; xv 
Dut they help'd us, juſt as they did the king. | ; 1 
= we 2 — not; e ae e lay _ PROLOGUE TO THE EARL OF ESSLX, Sz par 
e Syhils books to thoſe who know their worth; 4 5 
And e the firſt was ſacritic'd before, [By Mr. J. Baxxs, 1632.] 3 [i 
"Theſe volumes doubly will the price reſtore. S Fa 
Our poet bade us hope this grace to find, <POKEN TO THE KING AND QUEEN AT Turi F The 
To whom by long preſcription you are kind. COMING TO THE HOUSE. F The 
He, whoſe undaunted Muſe, with loyal rage, . 1 Cor 
; Has never ſpar*d the vices of the age, 2 Fou 
Here finding nothing that his ſpleen can raiſe, \ HEN firſt the ark was landed on the ſhore, Or, 
Is forc'd to turn his ſatire into praiſe. And heaven had vow'd to curſe the ground Her 
no more; — 
When tops of hills the longing patriarch ſaw, 7 
„ 9 — And the new ſcene of earth began to draw; * 2 
The dove was ſent to view the waves decreaſe, 8 | 
„. And firſt brought back to man the pledge of peace. 5 
PROLOGUE "Tis needleſs to apply, when thoſe appear, Is 0 
Who bring the olive, and who plant it here. "I 
TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS, UPON HIS FIRST| We have before our eyes the royal dove, Thi 
APPEARANCE AT THE DUKE $ THEATRE, Still innocent as harbinger of love: Fa; 
AFTER HIS RETURN FROM SCOTLAND, The ark is open'd to diſmiſs the train, _ 
1682. / And people with a better race the Plain, The 
Tell me, ye powers, why ſhould vain man purſue, | a 
N thoſe cold regions which no ſummers chear, With endleſs toll, each object that is new, I 
Where brooding darkneſs covers halt the year, And for the ſceming ſubſtance leave the true ? Thi 
To hollow caves the ſhivering natives £0; Why ſhould he quit for hopes his certain good, a 
Bears rage abroad, and hunt in tracks of ſr ow. And loath the manna of his daily ſood? 
But when the tedious twilight wears away, iuſt England (11 the ſcene of dangers he, 
And ſtars grow paler at th' approach of day, Toft and tempeſtuous, like our ambient ſca ? is 
The longing crowds to frozen mountains run; Vaſt ſtill our weather and our wills agree? St 
Happy who firſt can ſee the glimmering ſun; Without our blood our libertics we have: 7 
The ſurly ſavage offspring diſappear Who that is ſree v.ould fight to be a ſlave? F 
And curſe the bright ſucceſſor of the year. Or, . can wars to aiter-times aſſure, 1 
Yet, though rough bears in covert ſeek defence, Of which our preſent age is rot ſecure ? 5 
White ſoxes ſtay, with ſeeming innocence: All that our monarch would for us ordain, Zo 
That crafty kind with day-light can diſpenſe. Is but tꝰ enjoy the bleſlings of his r&zn. 
Still we are throng'd ſo full with Reynard's race, | Our land's an Eden, and the main's our ſence, | 
"That loyal ſubjects ſcarce can find a place: While we preſerve our tate of invocence : A 
Thus modeſt truth is caſt beiiind the crowd : That loſt, then beaſts their brutal force emnloy, 12 | 
Truth ſpeaks too low ; hypocriſy too loud. And firſt their lord, and then themſelves veſt oy 33 P 
Let them be firſt to flatter in ſucceſs ; What civil broils have coſt, we know tog well ; *Y 
Duty can ſtay, but guilt has need to preſs ; Oh! let it he enpugh that once we {11 be: Mar 
Once, hen true zeal the ſons of God did call, And every heart conſpire, and every tongue, 2 00 k 
To make tueir ſolemn ſhew at Heaven's Wuchall, [Still to have ſuch a king, and this king long port 
The fawning devil appear*'d among the reſt f ; * ” 
And made as good a courtier as the beſt. ie 
The friends of Joh, who rail'd at him hefore, — —— HP 
Came cap in hand when he had three times more. _ ry 
Yet late repentance may, perhaps be true; XV 17 Tor 
Kings car forgive, if rebels can but ſue; ; _ 7. 
A tyrant's power in rigour is expreſt; AN er. * 
The father yearns in the true prince's breaſt. rie 
We grant, an o'ergrown Whiz no grace can mend z Fo Tas wine's aovcx 7 Ius 
Dut moſt are babes, that know not they offend. . mma 
The crowd, to reſtleſs motion ſtill inclin'd, _ ac 
Are ciouds, that tack according to the wind. E act by fits and ſtarts, like drownins men, ae 
Driven by their cliiefs they ſtorms of hailitones pour; But juſt peep up, and then pop down again. #4 Are 
Then mourn, and ſoſten to a ſilent ſhower. Let theſe who call us wicked change their ſenſe; WE Ang 
O welcome to this much-offending land, For never men liv'd more en Providence. Ee Wii, 
The prince that brings forgiveneſs in his hand! Not lottery cavaliers are half ſo poor, dir 
Thus ansels on glad meſſages appear: | Nor broken cits nor a vacation whore. lead 
Their firſt ſalute commands us not to ſear: Not courts, nor courtiers living on the rents _ Ther 
Thus heaven, that could conſtrain us to obey, Of the three laſt ungiving parliaments : And 
(With reverence if we might preſume to ſay) do wretched, that, if Pharaoh could divine, = Wi 
Seems to relax the riglits of ſovereign ſway : He might have ſpar'd his dream of ſeven lean = And, 
Permits to man the choice of good and il, | kine, 3 
And makes us happy by our own free-will, | And chang'd his viſion for the Muſes nine. = 
Cl 
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The comet, that, they ſay, portends a dearth, 

Was but a vapour drawn from play-houſe earth: 

pont there fince our laſt fire, and Lilly ſays, 

Coreſhews our change of ſtate, and tlun third days. 
Ii not our want of wit that Keeps us poor; 

or then the printer's prefs would fuffer more. 

Their pamphicttecrs each day their venom ſpit; 

They thrive by treafon, and we ttarve by wit. 

Contes the truth, which of you has not laid 

Four farthinzs out to buy the Hatfield maid? 

Or, witch is Culler yet, and more would ſpite us, 

Nemoczritus's wars with Heraclitus ? 

Such are the authors, who have run us down, 

And exercis'd you critics of the town. 

Yet theſe are pearls to your lampooning raymes, 
Y* abuſe yourſelves more dully than the tunes. 

Scandal, the glory of the Engl:th nation, 

Is worn to rags, and ſcribbled out of fathion. 

Such harmleſs thruſts, as if, like fencers wile, 

They had agreed their play beſore their prize. 

Faith, they may hang the:r harps upon the willows; 


„is juſt like children when they box with pillows. | 


Then put an end to civil wars for ſhame ; 

Let each knight-errant, who has wrong'd a dame, 
"| hrow-down his pen, and give her, as he can, 
The ſatisfaRtion of a gentleman. 


. ⁰ ͥ³oQ2 . .. — — 


XVII. 
PROLOGUE 


To TRE ROYAL BROTHER: OR, THE PERSIAN 
PRINCE. 


[2y Mr. SouTHERxNFE, 1682.1] 


3 like lawful monarchs, rul'd the ſtave, 

Till critics, like damn'd Whigs, debauch'd our 
ark how they jump: critics would regulate 1 
Ger theatres, and Whigs reform our ſtate: 


Pot pretend love, and both (plague rot them!) 
hate. 
The c: 


eritic humbly ſeems advice to bring; 

The fawning Whig petitions to the king; 

But one's advice into a ſatire ſlides; 

| 0t!her's petition a remonſtrance hides. 

i hefe will no taxes give, and thofe no pence ; 

8 205 would ſtarve the poet, Whigs the prince. 
+112 tic all our troops of friends diſcards; 

ſuſt ſo the Vhig would {ain pull down the guards. 
Bardo are illegal, that drive foes away, 

5 watcatul ſhepherds that fright beaſts of prey. 
nes, who diſband ſuch needleſs aids as theſe, 

4 (it—2s long as e'er their ſubjects pleaſe: 
anch that would be till next queen Beſs's night: 

by. ch thus grave penny chroniclers indite. 

d. EEmunbury firſt, in woſul wiſe, 

Leads up tae ſhow, and milks their maudlin eyes. 
l cross not a butcher's wife but dribs her part, 
And pities the poor pageant from her heart; 

Wuo, to provoke revenge, rides round the fire, 


And, with a civil conge, does, retire; 
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But guiltleſs blood to ground muſt never fall; 

There's Antichriſt behind, to pay for all. 

the punk of Babylon in pomp appears, 

A lewd old gentleman of ſeventy years: 

Whoſe age in vain our mercy would implore; 

For je take pity on an old caſt-whore. 

Ihe devil, who brought him to the thame, takes 
pait ; 

Sits cheek by jowl, in black, to cheer his heart; 

Lite thief and parſon in a Ty-burn cart. 

The word is given, and with a loud huzza 

The mitred moppet from his chair they draw: 

On the flain corpie contending nations fall : 

Alas! what's one poor pope among them all! 

He burns; now all true hearts your triumphs ring: 

And next, tor taſhion, cry, God ſave the king! 

A needſul cry in midſt of ſuch alarms, 

When torty thouſand men are up in arms. 

But after he's once ſaved, to make amends, 

In each ſucceeding health they damn his friends: 

So God begins, but fill the devil ends. 

What it ſome ore, inſpir'd with zeal, ſhould call, 

Come, let's go cry, God fave him at Whitehall? 

Ulis beit friends would not like this over-care, 

Or think him e er the ſafer for this prayer. 

Five praying ſaints are by an act allow d; 

But not the whole church-militant in crowd. 

Yet, ſhould heaven all the true petitions drain 

Ot Preſbyterians, who would kings maintain, 

on torty-thouſand, five would ſcarce remain. 


— .... — ———— 


XVIII. 


EPILOGUE TO THE SAME. 


Virgin poet was ſerved up to-day, 

Who, till this hour, ne'er cackled for a play. 
He's neither yet a Whig nor Tory-boy: 

gut, like a girl whom ſeveral Would enjoy, 

3ezs leave to make the beſt of his own natural toy. 
Were I to play my callow author's game, 

The king's houſe would inſtruct me hy the name. 
There's loyalty to one; 1 with no more: 

A commonwealth ſounds like a common whore. 
{et hu ſband or gallant be what they will, 

One part of woman is true Tory till. 

if any factious ſpirit ſhould revel, 

Our ſex, with eaſe, can every riſing quell. 

Then, as you hope we ſhould your failings hide, 
An honeſt jury for our play provide. 

Whigs at their poets never take otfence; 

They ſave dull culprits, wio have murder'd ſenſe. 
Thouzh nonſenſe is a nauſeous heavy mats, 

Phe vehicle call'd Faction makes it paſs. 

Faction in play's the commonwealth-man's bribe; 
The lcaden farthing of the canting tribe: 

Though void in payment laws and ſtatutes make it, 
The neighbournood, that knows the man, will take it. 
"Tis ſaction buys the votes of half the pit: 

Their's is the penfion-parliament of wit. 

In city-ctubs their verom let them vent; 


For therc 'tis ſafe, in it; own element. 
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Here, where their madneſs can have no pretence, Make London independent of the crown: 


Let them ſorget themſelves an hour of ferſe. A realm apart; the kingdom of the town. 

In one poor iſle, why ſhould two factioas be? Let ignoramus juries find no traitors: 

Small dificrence in your vices J can ſee: And ignoramus poets ſcribble ſatires. 

In drink and drabs both fides too well agree. And, tiat your meaning none may fail to ſcan, 
Would there were more preferments in the land: Do what in coffee-houtes you began 

If places fell, the party could no ſtand: Pull down the mailer, and ſet up the man. 


Of this damn'd grievance every Whig coinplains : 
They grunt like hozs till they have got their grains. 
Mean time you ſee what trade our plots a-!vance z 
We fend each year good money into France ; — — ——ͤ—ͤ— 
And they that krow what merchand.ze we necd, 


Send oer true Proteſtants to mend var breed. 2 


. EZFPILOCUE FU THE SAME 


N Cc time and trouble this poor play has coſt; 
xix. | And, faith, I doubted once tlie cauſe was lot. 
Vet no one man was meant; nor great nor ſmall; 
PROLOGUE Dur poets, like frank gameſters, threw at all, 
| I hey took no üngle ain 
| Nut, ike bold boys, true to their prince and hearty, 
TO THE DV RT OF GUI5E, 1683. Huzza'd, and fir'd broadſides at the whole party. 
3 en are crimes; but, when the cauſe is right, 
In battle every man is hound to fight. 
For what ſhovld hinder me to fel] ray fin 
Dear as I could, if once my hand were in? 
Se d:fendend's never was a tin. 
Tis a fine world, my matters, right or wrong, 
The Whigs muſt tals, and Tories hold their tongue. 
They muit do all they can 
But we, to: ſooth, mutt hear a chriſtian mind; 
And fight, like boys, with one hand ty'd behind. 
Nay, and when one boy's down, *twere wondrous 
nice 
To cry Lo fair, and give him time to rife, 
When fortune tavours. none but fools will dally : 
Would any of you ſparks, if Nan or Mally 
Tipt you tit” invitine wink, ſtand ſhall I; ſhall 1? 
A trimmer cry'd (that heard me tell the Nory), 
Fic, miſtreſs * Cooke! faith, youre too rank 2 Tory! 
Wiſh not Whigs hang'd, hut pity their hard caſcs; 
Yau women love to fee men make wry faces. 
Pray fir, ſaid J, dont think me ſuch a Jew; 
I ſaz ro more, but give the devil his due. 
Lenltives, favs he, ſuit beſt with our condition. 
jack Ketch, fays I, 's an excellent phytician. 
t love ro hiood—NYor 1, Sir, as I breathe; 
Dut hanging is a fine dry Kind of death. 
We Trimmers are for holding all things even: 
Yes—juit like him that burg *twixe hell and heaven. 
Have we not had men's lives enough already? 
Yes ſure: but you're ſor holding all things ſteady: 
No, tince the weight hangs all on our fide, brother, 
You "trimmers theuld, to poize it, hang on t'other, 
Damp'd ncuters, in their middle way of ſteering, 
Are neither fiſh nor fleſh, nor good red-herripg: 
Not Whigs nor Tories they ; nor this nor that; 
Not birds, nor beaſts; hut juſt a kind of bat, 
4 twilight animal, true to neither cauſe, 
With Tory wings, but Whiggith teeth and claws. 


UR play 's a parallel: the Holy League 
Bezot our Covenant: Guifards for the Whig : 
Whate'er our hot-hrain'd ſheriſfo did advance 
Was, like our faſhions, firft pioduc'd in France 
And, when worn out, well ſcourg d, and banith'd 
there, 
Sent over, like their go{!!y beggars, her-. 
Could the ſame trick, twice play'd, our nation gull? 
It looks as if the devil were grown dull, 
Or ſerv'd us up, in ſcorn, his broken meat, 
And thought we were not worth a better cheat. 
The fulſome Covenant, one would think in reaſon, 
Had given vs all our be!lics full o: treaſon; 
And yet, the name but chang'd, our naſty nation 
Chaws its own excrement, tir” Atjociation. 
"Tis true we have not learn'd their poiſoning way, 
For that's a mode but newly come in play; 
Beiides, your drug's uncertain to prevail; 
But your true Proteſtant can never a 1, 
With that compendious inftrument a fail. 
Go on; and bite, een though the hook lies bare; 
Twice in one age expe! the lawfy] heir: 
Once more decide religion by tie fvord 
And purchaſe tor us a new tyrant lord. 
Pray for your king; but yet vour purſes ſpare : 
Make him not two -peiice richer by your prayer. 
To ew you love him much, chaſtife im more; 
And make him very great, and very poor. 
Puſh him to wars, but it! ro pence advance; 
Let him loſe England, to cover France. 
Cry freedom up with popular no:fy votes: 
And get enough to cut each other's threats. 
Lop all the rights that ſence your morarch's throne z 
For fear of too much power, pray leave lim none. 
A noiſe was made of arbitrary ſovay 
But, in revenge, you Whigs have tound a way, 
An arbitrary duty now to pay. 
et his own ſervants turn, to fave their fake z 

Glecan from his plenty, and his wants ſot ſake. 
But let ſome judas near his perſon ſtay, 
To fœallo the laſt ſop, and tlien betray. * The actreſs, who ſpake the epilogue. 
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xxl. | XX1l. 


ANOTHER EPILOGUE. PROLOGUE 


INTENDED TO HAVE PEEN SPOKEN TO TRE 


4” * f N 
PLAY) . IT WAS FORBIDDEN LAST TO THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD, 
SUMMER “*. 


SPOKEN BY MR. HART, AT THE ACTING OF 
WO houſes join'd, two poets to a play? 


You roiſy Whigs will ſure be picas'd to THE SILENT WOMAN, 
day; 
t looks ſo like two ſhricves the city way. 
But, fince our diſcords and diviſions ceale, WHar Greece, when learning flouriſh'd, only 
You, Bilboa gallants, learn to Keep the peace: Knew, 
Make here no tilts: let our poor ſtage alone ; Athenian judges, you this day renew. 
Or, it a decent murttner muſt be done, Here too are annual rites to Pallas done, 
Pray take a civil turn to Mary-bone. Ard here poetic prizes loſt or won. 
If rot, 1 ſwear, we'll pull up all our benches; Metbinks i ſee you, crown'd with olives, fit, 


Not lor your fakes, but for our orange w enches: And ftrike a facred horror from the pit. 
For you thruſt wide ſometimes: and many a ſpark, A day of doom is this of your decree, 


That miſſes onc, can hit the otiier mark. Where cn the beſt are but by mercy free: 

his males our boxes full; for men of ſenſe A Cay which none but jonion durſt have wiſh'd 
Pay their tour ſhillings in their own defence; to ſee. 

That ſife behind the ladies they may ſtay, Here they, who long have known the uſeſul ſtage, 


Feep o'er the tanÞf, and judge the bloody Fray. 
Fut other foes give beauty worſe alarms; 
The , feetarum's up in arms: 


Come to be taught themſelves to teach the age. 
As your commiſſioners our ports go, 
o cuit;vate tlie virtue which you ſow; 
Ko woman's frame tlieir libels has eſcap'd; in your Lycæum firſt themſelves refin'd, 
Ineir ink runs venom, and their pens are clapt, {And deicgated thence to human-kind. 
Wien ſighs and prayers their ladies cam ot move, ut as ambaiſacors, when long ſrom home, 
They rail, write treaſon, and tura * liigs to ioVe. For new inſtruct. ous to their princes come z 
Nay, and I ſear they worſe deſi ns alvancx. o pocts, who your precepts have forgot, 
Tucre's a damn'd love-trick now brougiut o'er from .ieturn, and beg they may be better taught : 
France ; Foikes and faults cilewhere by them are thown, 
Ve charm in vain, and dreſs. and keep a pother, Rut by your manners they correct their own, 
Whiltt thoſe falſe rogues are ogling one another. Tir jihterate writer, emp'ric-like, applies 
All fins hee, admit ſoine expiat on; Jo minds diſeas'd, unſate, chance, remedies: 
But this againſt our ſex is plain damnation. The leain'd in tcliools, where knowledge firſt be- 
They join ior libels too theſe women-hatcis; gan, 
Ard, as they club for love, they club tor ſatires: Studiez with care tl” anatomy of man 
Tie bent on t is they hurt not: tor they wear Tees Virtue, vice, and paſſions, in their cauſe, 
dd ugs in their tails, their only venom's tiere, And tame tram ſcience, not from {ortune, draws. 
true, ſome hot at firſt the ladies hit, '30 1 ovtry, which is in Oxford mace 
While able markſmen made, and men oc wit: An art, in London onlv is a trade. 
But now the fools give fire, whoſe borince is louder: There haugnty Gunces, whoſe unlearned pen 
And yet, like mere train-bands, they fhcot but Could never ſpell grammar, would he reading men, 
powder. uchi build their pocts the Lucretian way; 
Libels, like plots, ſweep all in their firſt fury; So many hudcled attoms make a play; 
then dwindle like an ignoramus jury: And it they hit in order by ſome chance, 
Tims age begins with touzing and with tumbling; | They call that nature, which is ignorance. 
but grunts, and groans, and ends at laſt in ſumbling. To ſuch a fame let mere town-wits aſpire, 
And their gay nonſenſe their own cits admire. 
Our poet, could he find forgiveneſs, here, 
: would wiſh it rather than a plaudit there. 
. N Nie owns no crown fiom thoſe Prætorian bands, 
© Langbaine ſays, this play found many enemies But knows that right is in the ſenate's hands, 
at its firſt appearance on the ſtage. Not impudent enough to hope your praiſe, 


+ Hence Mr. Pope's couplet, Eſſay on Criticiſm. Low at the Muſes feet his wreath he lays, 


ver. 545. And, where he took it up, reſigns his bays. 
8 Kings make their poets whom themfclves think 
* The modeſt fan was lifted up no more, fit, 


And virgins ſmil'd at what they bluth'd before.” But *tis your ſuffrage makes authentic wit. 
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XX111. 
EPILOGUE, 


SPOKEN BY THE SAME. 


POEMS, 


"Tis all we can return for favours paſt, 

Whoſe holy memory thall ever laſt, 

For patronage from him whoſe care preſides 
O'er every noble art, and every ſcience guides: 
Bathurſt, a name the learn'd with reverence know, 
And ſcarcely more to lus own Virgil owe; 


O poor Dutch peaſant, wing'd with all his fear. Whoſe age enjoys hut what his youth detery'd, 
Flies with more haſte, when the French arms Lo rule thoſe Muſes whom before he ſcrv'd. 


draw near, 
Then we with our poetic train come down, 
For refuge hither, trom th” inſected town : 
Heaven for our tins this ſummer has thought fit 
To viſit us with all the plagues of wit. 
A French troop firſt ſwept all things in its way; 
Put thoſe hot Monſieurs were too quick to ſtay : 
Yet, to our coſt, in that ſhort time, we find 
They left their itch of novelty behind. 
TH' Italian merry-andrews took their place, 
And quite dcbauclr'd the ſtage with lewd grimace : 
Inſtead of wit, and humours, your delight 
Was there to fee two hobby-hornies fit ; 
Stout Scaramoucha with ruſh lance rode in, 
And ran a tiit at centaur Arlequin, 
For love you heard how amorous aſſes hray*d, 
And cats in gutters gave their ferenace, 
Nature was out of countenance, and each day 
Some new-born monſter ſhewn you for a play. 
But when all fail'd, to ſtrike the ſtage quite dumb, 
Thoſe wicked engines call'd machines are come. 
Thunder and lightning now for wit are play d. 
And ſhortly ſcenes in Lapland will be laid, 
Art magic is for poctry profeſt; 
And cats and dogs, and each obſcener heaſt, 
To which Egyptian dotards once did how, 
Upon our Engliſh ſtage a:e worſhip'd row. 
Witchcraft reigns there, and raiſes to revown 
Macbeth and Simon Magus of the town, 
Fletcher's deſpis'd, your Jonſon's out of faſhion, 
And Wit the only drug in all the nation, 
In this low ebb our wares to you are fhown ; 
By you thoſe ſtaple autliors wort!) is Kron; 
Tor wit's a manufacture of your own, 


When yon, who only can, their ſcenes have prals'd, 


We'll boldly back, and ſay, the price is rais'd. 
— — —ñ—öäͤ 
XXIV. 
EPILOU UT FE, 


STOKEN AT OXFCRD, BY MRS. MARSHALL. 


FT has our poet wiſh'd, this happy ſeat 
Might prove his fading Muſe's laſt retreat: 

I wonder'd at his wiſh, but now | find 
He ſought for quiet, and content of mind; 
Which noiſeful towns and courts can never know, 
And only in the ſhades like laurels gw. 
Youth, ere it ſees the world, here ſtudies reſt, 
And age returning thence concludes it beſt. 
What wonder if we court that happineſs 
Yearly to ſhare, which hourly you poſſeſs, 
Teaching ev'n you, while the vext world we ſhow, 
Your peace to value more, and better know ? 


His learning, and untainted manners too, 

We find, Athenians, are deriv'd to you: 
»uch anc.ent hoſpitality there reſts 

in yours, as dwelt in the fir{t Grecian breaſts, 
Whoſe kindneſs was religion to their gueſts. 
Such modeſty did to our ſex appear, 

As, had there been no laws, we need not fear, 
Since each of you was our protector here. 
Converſc fo chaſte, and ſo ſtrict virtue ſhown, 
; As might Apollo with the Muſes own. 

all our return, we muſt acſpa.r to find 
Jodges {0 juſt, ſo knowing, and fo kind. 

| 

| 


— CCI 


| XXV. 
PROLUGCUSTS 
TO TRE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD, 


ISCORD, and plots, wich have undone out 
age, 

\with the ſame ruin have o'erwhelm'd the Rage. 
Our houſe has ſuffer'd in the common woe, 

We have heen troulied with Scotch rebels tco. 
Hur brethren are from Thames to T weed Cepaited, 
And of our titers, ail the kinder-hearted, 
To Edinburgh gone, or coach'd or carted. 

With bonny bluecap there they act all night 
For Scotch half-crown, in Engliſh three-pence hight, 
One nymph, to whom fat Sir john Falſtatf's lean, 
There with her ſingle perſon fills the ſcene. 
Another, with long uſe and ave decay'd, 

Div'd here od woman, and role there a maid, 
ur truſty door-keepers of former tim 

There ſtrut and ſwagger in heroic rhyme, 

Tack but a copper lace to druygit ſvit, 

And there's a hero made without diſpute : 
And that, which was a capon's tail betore, 
Becomes a plume for Indian emperor, 

But all his ſubjects, to expreſs the care 
Of imitation, go, like Indians, bare: 
Lac'd linen there would he a dange:ous thing; 

It might perhaps a new rebellion bring; 
The Scot, who wore it, would be choſen king. 
But why ſhould | thete renegades deſcribe, 
When you yourſelves have ſeen a lewder tribe? 
Teague has been here, and, to this learned pit, 
With Irifh action flander*d Engliſh wit: 

You have beheld ſuch barbarous Macs appcar, 
As merited a ſecond maſſacre : 
Such as, like Cain, were branded with difgrace, 
And had their country ſtamp'd upon their face. 
When ftrolers durſt preſume to pick your purſe, 
We humbly thought our broken troop not works, 
How ill ſoe'er our action may deſerve, 
Oxford's a place where wit can never ſtarve. 
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XXVI. 
PROLOGUE 


TO TKE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD. 


FUOUGH adsors cannot much of learning boaſt, 
Of all who want it, we admire it moſt; 

We love the praiſes of a learned pit, 

As we remotely are ally'd to wit. 

We ſpeak our poets” wit; and trade in ore, 

Like thoſe, who touch upon the golden ſhore : 
Retwixt our judges can diſtinction make, 

Diſcern how much, and why, our poems take: 
Mark if the fools, or men of ſenſe, rejoice; 
Whether th* applauſe be only ſound or voice. 

When our fop-gallants, or our City tolly, 

Clap over-loud, it makes us melancholy : 

We doubt that ſcene which does their wonder raiſe, 
And, tor their ignorance, contemn their praiſe, 
judge then, if we v/ho act, and they who write, 
Should not be proud of giving you delight. 

London likes xroſsly; but this nicer pit 

Examines, fathoms all the deptiis of wit; 

The ready finger lays on every blot ; 

Knows what ſhould jutily pleaſe, and what ſhould 

not. | 

Nature herſelf lies open to your view ; 

You judge by her, what draught of her 1s true, 
Where outlines falſe, and colours ſeem tco ſaint, 
Where bunglers daub, and where true ponts paint. 
hut, by the ſacred genius of this place, 
By every Mule, by cacli domeſtic graze, 

Be kind to wit, which but endeavours well, 

Ari, where you judge, prefumes not to excet. 
Hur poets hither for adoption come, 

As nations ſued to be made free of Rome : 

Not in the ſuffragating tribes to ſtand, 

But in your utmoſt, laſt, provincial band. 

if his ambition may thoſe hopes purſue, 

Who with religion loves your arts and you, 

Oxford to him a dearer name ſhall be, 

Than his own mother univerfity. 

Thebes did his green, unknowing, youth engage; 

He chooſes Athens in his riper age. 


_— —z——o———<—<— .... . — 


XXVII. 
EPILOGUSLI 


TO CONSTANTINE THE CREAT 


[By Mr. N. Lex, 1683.] 


CR hero's happy in the play's concluſion ; 
The holy rogue at laſt has met confuſion ; 
Tlough Arius all along appear'd a ſaint, 
The laſt act ſhew'd him a true Proteſtant. 
Euſebius (for you know I read Greek authors) 
Reports, that after all theſe plots and ſlaughiters, 
he court of Conſtantine was full of glory, 
0 = 5 turn'd addreſſing Tory 
1 


POEMS, 153 

They ſollow'd him in herds as they were mad: 

When Clauſe was king, then all the world was glad. 

Whigs kept the places they poſſeſt before, 

And moſt were in a way of getting more; 

Which was as much as ſaying, Gentlemen, 

Here's power and money to he rogues again. 

Indeed, there were a fort of peaking tools, 

Some call them modett, but I call them fools) 

Men much more loyal, though not half fo loud; 

But theſe poor devils were caſt behind the crowd. 

For bold knaves thrive without one grain of ſenſe, 

But good men ſtarve for want of impudence. 

Beſides all theſe, there were a fort of wights, 

think my author calls them Teckelites, 

Such hearty rogues againſt the king and laws, 

They tavovr'd ev'n a foreign rebel's cauſe. 

When their own damn'd deſign was quaſh'd and 
awd, 

At leaſt they gave it their good word abroad. 

As many a man, Who, for a quiet life, 

Breeds out his haſtard, not to noſe his wife; 

Thus ver their Carling plot theſe Trimmers cry ; 

And thovyh they cannot keep it in their eye, 

They hind ir prentice to Count Teckeley. 

hey believe not the laſt plot; may I be curſt, 

it ] believe they err believ'd the firſt. 

No wonder their own plot no plot they think; 

he man, that makes i, never ſmells the ſtink. 

And row it comes ino my head, I'll tell 

Why theſe daum'd Trimmers !ov'd the Turks ſowell. 

FI original Hummer, though a friend to no man, 

Vet in his heart ador'd a pretty woman; 

He Knew that Mahomet laid up for ever 

Find hlach-ey'd rogues, for every true heliever ; 

And, wiich was more than mortal man e*er taſted, 

One pleaſure that for threeſcore twelvemonths laſted 

To turn for this, may furely he torgiven : 

Who'd not be circumc:3'd tor ſuch a heaven ? 


—— ——— OO are —— — 


XXVIII. 


P RO LOG 6 


TO THE DISAPPCINTMENT: OR, THE MOTHER 


IN FASHION. 


[2y Mr. SouTuzRNE, 1684. ] 


| 


| 


f 


Spoken by Mr. BETT ERTO. 


OW comes it, gentlemen, that now a- days, 
When all of you to fhrewdly judge of plays, 
Our poets tax you ſtill with want of ſenſe ? 
All prologues treat you at your own expence. 
Sharp Cit:zens a wiſer way can go; 
They make you fools, but never call you fo. 
They, in cod manners, ſeldom make a flip, 
But treat a common whore with ladyſhipt 
But here each ſaucy wit at random writes, 
And uſes ladies as he uſes Fnights. 
Our author, young and grateful in his nature, 
Vows, that from him no nymph deſerves a ſatire: 
Nor will he ever draw—l1 mean his rhyme 
-u the ſweet partaker of his crime. 
X 


| 
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Nor is he yet fo bold an undertaker, 

To call men fools; tis railing at their Maker. 

Befides, he fears to ſplit upon that ſhelf; 

He's young enough to be a {op himſelf; 

And, if his praiſe can bring you all a-hed, 

He ſwears ſuch hopeful youti no nation ever bred. 
Your nurſes, we preſume, in fuch a caſe, 

Your father choſe, becauſe he lik'd the face; 

And, otten, they ſupply'd your mother's place. 

The dry nurſe was your mother's ancient maid, 

Who knew fome former flip ſhe neter Fetray'd. 

Petwixt them both, for milk and ſugar candy, 

Your ſucking-bottles were well ſtor'd with brandy. 

Your father, to initiate your diſcou: ſe, - 

Meant to have taught you firſt to ſwear and curſe, 

But was prevented by each careful nurſe. 

For, leaving dad and main, as nantes too common, 

They tausht you certain parts of man and woman. 

I paſs your ſchools ; for there when firtt vou came, 

You would Ee fure to learn the Latin name. 

In colleges you ſcorn'd the art of thinking, 

But learn'd all moods and figures of good drinking : 

hence come to town, you practiſe play, to know 

The virtues of the high dice, and the low. 

Tach thinks himſelf a ſharper moſt profound: 

He cheats by pence ; is cheated by the pound. 

With theſe perfections, and what elſe he gleans, 

The ſpark ſets up for love belund our ſcenes 

Hot in purſuit of princeſſes and queens. 

There, if they know their man, with cunning 

carriage, h 

T-yenty to one but it concludes in marriage. 

He hires ſome homely room, love's fruits to gather, 

And garret-high rebels againſt his father : 

But he once dead — 

Brings her in triumph, wit! her portion, down, 

A toilet, dreſſing-box, and halt a cron. 

Some marry firſt, and then they ſall to ſcowering, 

Which is, refining marriage into whoring. 

Our women batten well on their good-Hature; 

All they can rap and rend for the dear creature. 

But while abroad fo liberal the dolt is, 

Poor ſpouſe at home as ragged as a colt is. 

Lait, fom* there are, who take their nviſt degrees 

Of lewdneſs in our midalle gallerics. 

The doughty bullies enter hioody drunk, 

Invade and grubble one another's punk: 

They caterwaul, and make a diſmal rout, 

Call ſons of whores, and ſtrike, bit ne'er lug out: 

Thus while for paltry punk they roar and tickle, 

They make it bawdier than a conventicle, 


XXIX. 
PROLOGUE 


TO THE KING AND QUFEEN*, UPON THE LNIUN 


OF THE TWO COMPANIES 12 1636. 


INCE fad on ebbs, and rogues gro out of faihion, | 
> ) Their penny-ſcribes take care t' inform the nation, 


How well men thrive in this or that plantation: 


— 


At the opening of their Theatre, 1033. 


| 


How Penſylvania's air agrees with Quakets, 
And Carolina's with Affociators : 
Poth ev'n too good tor madmen and for traitors, 


Truth is, our land with ſaints is ſo run o'er, 

And every age produces ſuch a ſtore, 

That now there's need of two new Englands more. 
What's this, you'll fay, to us and our vocation ? 
Only thus much, that we have left our ſtation, 
And made this theatre our new plantation. 

The fatio''s natives never could agree; 

But aiming, as they call'd it, to be free, 

| Thofe play -houſe Whigs ſet up for property. 


Some ſay, they no obedience paid of late; 
| . : 
But would new fears an! jraloutftes create; 
Till topſy-turvy they had turn'd the ſtate. 


Plain ſenſe, without the talent of ſoretelling, 

Miglit gueſs *twould end in downright knocks and 

quelling: 

kor ſeldom comes there better of rebelling. 

| 

When men will, needleſsly, their freedom harter 

For lawleſs power, ſometimes they catch a Tartar; 

; There's a damn'd word that rhymes to this, call d 
Charter. 


But, fnce the victory with vs remains, 
You ſhall he call'd to twelve in all our gains; 
It you'll not think us ſaucy for our pains. 


Old men ſhall have good old plays to delight them 

And you, fair ladies and gallants, that ſlight them, 

We'll treat with good new plays; if our new wits 
can write them. 


We'll take no hlundering verſe, ro ſuſtian tumor, 
No dribhiing love, from this or that pertumer ; 
No dull fat foo! ſhamm'd on the ſtage for humour. 


For, faith, ſome of them ſuch vile ſtuff have ma e, 
Az none but foots or fairies ever play'd; 
| Zut 'twas, as ſhopmen ſay, to force a trade. 


| We've given you Tragedies, all ſenſe defying, 
| And finging men, in woful metre dy ng; 
Lius *tis when heavy lubbers will be flying. 


All theſe diſaſters we well hope to weather; 
We bring vou no of our old lumber hither : 
Whiz ports and Whig ſheriffs may hang together. 


} 
| XXX. 


? 


| EPLLOGUE ON THE SAME OCCASION. 


EW miniſters, when firſt they get in place, 
| Muſt have a care to pleaſe; and that's our caſe? 
Some laws for public welfare we deſign, 
11 you, the power ſupreme, will pleaſe to join: 


* 
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* * 


There are 2 ſort of prattlers in the pit, 

Wl either have, or who pretend to wit: 

Theſe noiſy firs ſo loud their parts rehearſe, 

That oft the play is ſilenc'd by the farce. 

Let ſuch be dumb, this penalty to ſhun, 

buch to he thought my lady's eldeſt fon. 

But Ray : methinks ſome vizard maſk I ſee, 

Caſt out her lure from the mid gallery: 

About her all the fluttering ſparks are rang*d ; 
"The noiſe continues, though the ſcere is chang'd: 


DRYDEN'S 


POEMS, 1 


Wi 
1 


None of them ſtick at mak; they all deceive. 

dome Jew has chang'd the text, 1 halt beteve z 

There Adam cozen'd our poor grandame Eve. 

o hide their faults, they rap out oaths, and tear: 

Now, though we lyc, we're too well bred to ſwear. 

do we compound for halt the fin we owe, 

ut men are dipt for foul and hey too; 

And, when found out, excuſe themſelves, poX cant 
them, 

With Latin ſſuff, © Perjuria ridet Amantum.” 


Now growling, ſputrering, wauling, ſuch a cutter, im not Fook-icarn'd, to know that word in vogue, 


Lis juſt like puſs defendant in a gutter: 

Fine love, no doubt; hut cre two days are Ger ye, 
Tie ſurgeon will he told a woful itory. 

Let vizard maſk her naked face expoſe, 

On pain of being thought to want a nole : 

hen for your lacqueys, and vour tram befide, 
By whatc*er name or title dignity, 

They roar ſo loud, you'd think heliind rhe fiatrs 
Tom Dove, and all the hrotherhood of hears ; 
They're grown a nuiſance, beyond all ditatters; 
We've none fo great but their unpaying i:aiters. 
We beg you, firs, to beg your men, that they 
Would pleaſe to vive you leave to hear then. 
Next in the play-houſe ſpare your precious lives; 


But I ſufpe@ "tis Latin for a rogue. 

'm ſure I rever heard that ſcritch-owl hollow, d 
In my poor cars, but ſeparation ſoliow'd. 

How can ſuch perjur'd villians e' er be faved ? 
;Acluitophel's not halt fo ſalſe to David. 

With vows and ſoſt expre ſſions to allure, 

They ſtand, like foremen of a ſhop, demure: 
No fyoner out of fieht. but they are gadding, 
And for the. next ney face ride out a-padding. 
Yet, by their ſavour, when they have been kiſſing, 
We can perceive the ready money miſſing. 

Well: we may rail; but 'tis as good ev'n wink; 
Sometlung we nnd, and ſomething they will tink. 
But fince they're at renouncing, tis our parts, 


Think, like good chriſtians, on your bearns and To truwpthe;r diamonds, as they trump our hearts. 


wives: 
Think on your ſouls; but by your lugging forth, 
It ſeems you know how little they are wor th, 
If none of theſe will move the warlike mind, 
ihink on the helpleſs whore you leſt behind. 
We beg you, laſt, our ſcene-room to forbear, 
And leave our goods and chattels to our care. 
Alas! our women are but waſhy toys, 
And wholly taken up in ſtage employs: 
Poor willing tits they are: but yer I coubr 
This double duty ſoon will wear them ont, 
hen you are watch'd befides with jealous care; 
Wit if my lady's page ſhould find you there? 
My lady knows t' a little what there's in ye; 
Xo paſſing your gilt ſhilling for a guinca. 
Tims, gentlemen, we have ſumm'd up in ſhort 
Our grievances, from country, town and court: 
Which humbly we ſubmit to your good pleaſure ; 
Put firſt vote money, then redreſs at leiſure. 


XXXI. 
PROLOGUE 


TO THE PRINCESS OF CLEVES. 
(By Mr. N. Lee, 1689. ] 


ADIES! (1 hope there's none behind to hear) 
4 | long to whiſper ſomething in your ear: 
A iecret, which does much my mind perplex: 
There's treaſon in the play againſt our ſex. 
A man that's falſe to love, that vows and cheats, 
Ard kiſſes every living thing he meets, 
A rogue in mode, I dare not ſpeak too broad, 
One that does ſomething to the very bawd. 
Out on him, traitor, for a filthy beaſt; 
Nay, and he's like the pack of all the reſt. 


—ͤ—4ẽq— — ——— y — 


XXXII. 


EPILOGUE TO THE SAME. 


—ͤ—ũ—ũ— ——— ʒ. — — — — 


| Qualm of conſcience brings me back again, 
| To make amends to you beſpatter'd men. 
We women love like cats, that hide their joys, 
By growling, ſqualling, and a hideous noiſe. 
I rail'd at wild young ſparks; but, without lying, 
Never waz man worſe thought on for high-flying. 
The prodival of love gives each her part, 
And ſquandering ſhows, at leaft, a noble heart.” 
ve heard of men, who, in ſome lewd lampoon 
Have hir'd a d end to make their valour known. 
hat accuſat on ſtraight this queſtion brings; 
What is the Han that does ſuch naughty things? 
Ihe ſpanie] lover, like a ſneaking top, 
Lies at our feet: he's ſcarce worth taking up. 
is true, ſuch heros in a play to far; 
But chamber- practice is not like the har. 
When men ſuch vile, ſuch faint, petitions make, 
We fear to give, hecauſe they fear to take; 
Since modeſty's the virtue of our Find, 
Pray let it be to our own ſex confin'd. 
When men uſurp it from the temale nation, 
"Tis but a work of ſupererogation— 
We ſhew'd a princeſs in the play, 'tis true, 
Who gave her Cæſar more than all his due; 
Told her own faults : but I ſhould much abhor 
To chooſe a huſhand for my confeſſor. 
You ſee what fate follow'd tlie ſaint-like focl, 
For telling tales f om out the nuptial ſchool. 

Our play a merry comedy had prov'd, 
Had ſhe confeſs'd ſo much to him ihe lov'd. 
True Preſbyterian wives the means would try 
But damn'd confeſſing is flat Popery. 
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XXXIII. 
PROLOGUE TO THE WIDOW RANTER. 


[By Mrs. Benx, 1690. ] 


EAVEN fave you, gallants, and this hopeful | 
age: 

Ye're welcome to the downfall of the ſtage : 
The ſools have labour'd long in their vocat.on 
And vice, the manufacture of the nation, 
O' erſtocks the town ſo much, and thrives ſo well, 
That fops and knaves grow drugs, and will rot fell. 
In vain our wares on theatres are ſhown, 
When each tas a plantation of his own. 
His cauſe ne'er fals; for whatloe'er he ſpends, 
There's ſtill God's plenty for iumſelf and friends. 
Should men he rated by poetic rules, 
Lord! what a poll would there he rais'd from fools ! 
Mean time poor wit prohibited muſt lie, 
As it *twere made ſome Frencl: commodity. 
Fools you will have, and rais'd at vaſt expence ; 
And yet as ſoon as ſeen, they give vitence. 
Time was, when none would cry, That oat was me; 
Bur now you ſtrive about your ped.gree. 
Bauble and cap no ſooner are tlnown don, 
But there's a muſs of more than half the con. 
Each one will challenge a child's part at aſt ; 
A ſign the family is well increas'd. | 
Of foreign cattie there's no longer need, | 
When we're ſupply'd fo faſt by Englith breed. 
Well! flouriſh countrymen, drink, ſwear, and roar ; 
Let every free-born ſubject keep his whore, 
And wandering in the wildernefs about, 
Ar end of forty years not wear her out. 
But when you fee theſe pictures, ict nore dare 
Lo own beyond a l:;mb or fingle ſhare: 
For where the punk is common, he's a for, 
Who needs will father wit the pariſh got. 


— — . —  - - 6 
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XXXI1V. | 


| 
TO ARVIRAGUS AND PHILICIA REVIVED. 


{By Lopowicx Carr tir, Egg. 


Spoken by Mr. HAN r 


WIIII ſickly actors and an old houſe too, 
We're match'd with glorious theatres and new, 
And with our alchouſe ſcenes, and c(loatlis bare 
worn, 
Can neither 1aiſe old plays, ror new acorn. 
Tf ali theſe ils could not undo us quite, 
A hriſk French troop is grown your dear delight; 
Who with broad bloody bilts call you each day, 
Jo auch and break your huttons at their play; 
ec ſome ſerious piece, which we preſume 
Is fallen from ſone incomparable plume ; 
Ard therefore, Meffieurs, it you'll do vs grace, 
S-rid jacquies carly to preſerve your place. 
V dare not on your privilege intrench, 
Or ak yo why you like them? they arc French. 


3 POEMS. 


Thereſore ſome go with courteſy exceeding, 
Neither to hear nor ſee, but ſhew their breeding : 
Each lady ftriving to outlaugh the reſt; 

To make it ſeem they underſtood the jeſt. 

Their countrymen come in, and nothing pay, 

To teach us Englith where to clap the play: 

Civil, egad! our hoſpitable land 

Bears ail the charge, for them to underſtand : 
Mean time we lanyuiſh, and neglected lie, 

Like wives, while you keep better company; 

And with tor your own ſakes, without a ſatire, 
You'd leſs good breeding, or had more good-nature. 


— — AN PT —ů—ů— _ 


XXXV. 


PROLOGUE TO THE PROPHRETESS. 


BY 


BEAUMONT Dp FLETCHER. 


DRYDEN. 


Spoken by Mr. B1:TTER TON. 


Rrviver BY Mae. 


WHAT Noſtradame, with all his art, can guest 
he fate of our approachung Prop ei, ? 

play, which, like a perſpective ſet rig lit, 

Profents our vaſt expences cloſe to fight; 

But turn the tube, and there we ſadly view 

Our diſtant gains; and thoſe uncertain too: 

A ſweeping tax, which on ourſclves we raiſe, 

\nd all, like you, in hopes of better days. 

When will our loſſes warn us to be wiſe ? 

Our wealth decreaſes, aac! our charges riſe. 

Money, the ſweet allurer of our hopes, 

Ehbs out in oceans, and comes in by drops. 

We raiſe new objects to provoke delight; 

But you grow ſated, cre the ſecond fight. 

alſe men, ev'n fo you ſerve your miſtreſſes : 

They rife three ſtorics in their cowering dreſs , 

and, aſter all, you love not long erough 

to pay the rigging, ere you leave them off. 

Never content with what you had before, 

But true to change, and Engliſhmen all o'er. 

Now honour calls you hence; and all your care 

is to provide the horrid pomp of war. 

in plume and ſcarf, jack-boots and Bilboa blace, 

Your filver goes that ſhould ſupport our trade. 

Go, unkind heroes, leave our ſtage to mourn ; 

Til rich from vanquiſh'd rebels you return; 

And the fat ſpoils of Teague in triumph draw, 

His firkin- butter, and his uſquebaugh. 

Go, conquerors of your male and female foes: 

Men without hearts, and women without hoſe. 

Each bring his love a Bogland captive home; 

duch proper pages will long trains become; 

With copper collars, and with brawney backs, 


Onite to put down the faſhion of our blacks. 
Then ſhall the pious Muſes pay their vows, 
And furniſh all their laurels for your brows ; 
Their tuneſul voice ſhall raiſe for your delights: 
We want not poets fit to fing your flights. 

Put yon, bright beauties, for whoſe only ſake 
Thofe douglity knights ſuch dangers undertake, 
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When they with happy gales are gone away, 
With your propitious preſence grace our play; 
And with a ſich their empty ſeats ſurvey: 
Then think, on that bare bench my ſervant ſat; 
i ſee him ogle fill, and hear him chat; 
<elling facetious bargains, and pr opounding 
nat witty recreation, call'd dumb-foundine. 
Their loſs with patience we will try to bear; 
And would do more, to ſee you often here: 
That our dead ſtage, reviv'd by your fair eyes, 
Under a female regency may rife. 


XXXVI. 


PROLOGUE TO THE MISTAKES. 


Fete, Mr. BRIGHT. 


ENTLEMEN, we muſt beg your pardon; 


| 
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By this time, I'm ſomething recover'd of my fluſ- 
ter*d madneſs : 

And now, a word or two in ſober ſadncſs. 

Ours is a common play; and you pay down 


A common narlot's price—uſt half a crown. 

| You'll fay, I play the pimp on my friend's ſcore z 

Zut, ſince 'tis for a friend, yoùr gibes give o'er, 
For many a mother has done that before. 

| How's t'lUs. you cry? an actor write? -e know it; 

Zur Shakeſpeare was an actor, and a poet. 

Fas not great fonfon's learning often fail d ? 

But Shak c{peare's greater genius ſtill prevail'd. 
Have noc ſome writing actors, in this age 
Deſerv'd and fourd ſucceſs upon the ſtage? 

To tell the truth, when our oid wits arc tir'd, 
Not one of us but means to be infpir'd. 

Let your kind preſence grace our homely cheer; 
Peace and the butt, is all our buſineſs here: 

o much for that ;—and the devil take ſmall beer. 


— 


——c— — w— 


XXXVII. 


licre's no Prologue to be had to- day; our new EPILOGUE TO HENRY I. 


play is like to come on without a frontiſpiece; as 
bald as one of you young beaux, without yourperiwig, 


[Dy Mr. MounTrorD, 1693-] 


| leſt our young poet, ſniveling and ſobbing behind, 
the ſcenes, and curſing ſomebody that has deceived! Spoken by Mrs. BRA crix Dt x. 


tim, 


Enter M.. Bow. 


Hold your prating to the audience; here's honeſt 
Mr. Williams, juſt come in, half mellow, from the 
Roſe Tavern. He ſwears he is inſpired with claret, 
and will come on, and that extempore too, either 
with a prologue of his own, or ſomething like one: 
0 here he comes to his trial, at all adventures; for! 


my part, 1 with him a good deliverance. 


1 

© S you the ſad cataſtrophe have ſcen, 
>coexfion'd by a miſtreſs and a queen. 

Queen Eicaror the proud was French, they ſay; 

But Engl:th manuſacture got the day. 

jane Chor! was her name, as hooks aver: 

Fair Roſamoad was but her Nom de guerre. 

Now tc!l me, gallants, would you lead your life 

With ſuch a miſtreſs, or with ſuch a wiſe? 


[ Exeunt Mr. Bright end Mr. Bowen. If one muſt be your choice, which d'ye approve, 


Euter M.. WitLttamns. 
Save ve, firs, ſave ye! 1 am in a hopeſul way. 
| ſhould ſpeak ſomething in rayme, now, for the 
play , 


But the deuce take me, if 1 know what to ſay. 


he curtain lecture, or the curtain love? 
Would ye be godly with perpetual ſtrife, 

Still drudging on with homely Joan your wife : 
Or take your pleaſure in a wicked way, 

Like honeſt whoring Harry in the play? 


I gueſs your minds: the miſtreſs would be taken, 


Pl] ſtick to my ſriend the author, that I can tell ye, And nauſeous matrimony ſent a packing. 


To the laſt drop ot claret, in my belly. 


The devil's in you all; mankind's a rogue; 


% far Pm ſure tis rhyme—that needs no granting | You love the bride, but you deteſt the cloz. 
And, if my verſes feet {tumble—you fee my on: After a year, poor ſpouſe is left i* th” lurch, 


are wanting. 
ur young poet has brought a piece of work, 
which, though much of art there does not lurk, 
't may hold out three Cays—and that's as long as 
Corke. 


And you, like Haynes, return to mother-church. 
Or, it the name of Church comes croſs your mind, 
Chapels of eaſe behind our ſcenes you find. 

The playhouſe is a kind of market-place ; 

One chatfers for a voice, another for a face : 


But, for this play wch till I have done, we ſhow! Nay, ſome of you, I dare not ſay how many, 


not ü 


Would buy of me a pen' worth for your penny. 


: What may be its fortu ee By the Lord] know not. Ev*n this poor face, which with my fan I hide, 
This I dare ſwear, no taal ce here is writ: 
Lis innocent of all things - ev'n of wit. 
He's no high- flyer be mates no ſky-rockets. 
His quis are only level d at your pockets. 


og if his crackers light among your pelt, 
0 


himſelf, 


Would make a ſhift my portion to provide, 

With ſome ſmall perquiſites I have beſide. 
Though tor your love, perhaps, I ſhould not care, 
could not hate a man that hids me fair. 

What might enſue, tis hard for me to tell; 


Ware blown up; if not, then he's blown up But I was drench'd to-day for loving well, 


And fear the poiſon that would make me ſwell. 
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ALLANTS, a baſhſul port hids me fay, 
He's come to loſe his maidenhead to-day. 

Be not too fierce ; for he's but green of age, 
And ne'er, till now, debauch'd upon the ſtage. 
He wants the ſuffering part of re{olut:on, 
And comes with bluſhes to his execution. 
Ere you deflour his Muſe, he hopes the pit 
Will make ſome f-ttlement upon his wit. 
Promiſe him well, beiore the play begin: 
For he would fain be cozen'd into fin. 
Tis not but that he knows you mean to fail ; 
Fut, if you leave him atter heing trail, 
He Ill have, at leaſt, a fair pretence to rail: 
To call you baſe, and ſwear you us'd him ill, 
And put you in the new Ceſf:r ers hill. 
Lord, what a troop of perjur'd men we 2 
Enow to fill another Mercury ! 
But this the ladies may with patience brock: : 
Theirs are not the firſt colours you ſo ſook, 
He would be loth the beauties to oftend ; 
But, if he ſhould, he's not too old to mend. 
He's a young plant, in his firſt year of bearing; 


* 


But his friend ſwears, he will be worth the rearing. 


His gloſs is ſtill upon him: though *ris true 
He's yet unripe, yet take him for the blue. 
You think an apricot half green is bef} ; 


There's ſweet and ſour, and ove tide good at leaſt. 


Mangos and limes, whofe nouriſhment is little, 
Though not for food, are yet preſerv'd for pickle. 
So this green writer may pretend at leaſt, 
To whet your ſtomachs for a better teat, 
He makes this difference in the fexes too; 
He ſells to men, he gives himſelf to von. 
To both he would contribute ſome delight; 
A mere poetical hermaphrocl.tc, 
Thus he's equipp*d, both to be woo'd and woo; 
With arms otFenfive and defenſive too; 
Tis hard, he thinks, if neitier part will do. 


XXIX. 


PROLOGUE TO ALBUMAZAR. 


O ſay, this Comedy pleas'd long azo, 
Is not enough to make it paſs you now. 

n, ventlemen, your anceſtors had wit; 
Winn few men cenſur'd, and when fewer writ. 
And Jonlon ot tlioſe fow the beſt, choſe this, 
As tue beſt model of his maſter- piece: 
Sybtle was got by our Albumazar, 
That Alchemiſt by this Aſtrologer; 
Here he was faſhion'd, and we may ſuppoſe 
He lik'd the faſhion well, who wore the clothes. 
But Ben made nobly his what he did mould 
What was another*s lead, becomes his gold: 
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Like an unrighteous conqueror he reigns, 
[Yet rules that well, which he unjuſtly gains. 
But this our ave ſach authors dots afford, 
As make whole plays, and yet ſcarce write ons 
word: 
Who, in this anarchy of wit, rob all, 
Ard what*s their plunder, their poſeſſion call: 
| Who, I:ke bold padders, ſcorn by night to prey, 
But rob by ſunſhine, in the face of day: 
Nay Harce the common ceremony uſe 
Or, Stand, Sir, and deliver up your Muſe; 
{Fur i nock the Foct down, and, with a grace, 
xlouni Pegaſus heiore the owner's face. 
[1 aith, if you have ſuch country Toms abrond, 
Lis time 107 all true men to leave that road. 
Vet it were inofeſt, could it but be ſaid, 
They ſtrip the living, but theſe rob the dead; 
Dare with the mummies of the Muſes play, 
And maße love to them the ZEgyptian way; 
Or, as arhyming author would have ſaid, 
Join the dead living to the living dead. 
Such men in poetry, may claim ſome part: 
They have the licence, though they want the art. 
And might, where theft was prais'd, tor Laureats 
tand, 
Poets, pot of tlie head, but of the hand. 
They make the henefits of others ſtudying, 
Much like the meals of politic ſack-Pudding, 
Whoſe dith to challenge no man has the courage; 
' Fis all his owny when once he has ſpit i' th' porridge. 
Bur, gentlemen, you're all concern'd in this; 
You are in fault for what they do amiſs : 
tor they their theits ſtill undiſcover'd think, 
And durit not ſteal, unleſs you pleaſe to wink. 
Perhaps, you may award hy your decree, - 
They ſhould refund ; but that can never be. 
For ſhould you letters of repriſal ſeal, 
Thete men write that wluch no man elſe would ſted. 


XL. 


AW EIT HLOUVU EE 


OU ſaw our wife was chaſte, yet throughly 
try'd. 

and, without Coubt y're hugely edify'd; 
For, hike our hero, whom we ſhew'd to- day, 
You think no woman true, hut in a play. 
Love once did make a pretty kind of ſhow : 
Etteem and kindnefs in one breaſt would grow: 
But *twas Heaven knows how many yeas ago. 
Now ſome finall-chat, and guinea expectation, 
Gets all the pretty creatures in the nation: 
in Comedy your little ſelves you meet ; 
Vis Covent Garden drawn in Bridges-ſtreet. 
Smile on our author then, if he has ſhown 
A jolly-nut-brown baſtard of your own. 
Ah! happy you, with eafe and with delight, 
Who act thoſe follies, Poets toil to write! 
The ſweating Muſe does almoſt leave the chace ; 
She puffs, and hardly keeps your Protean vices pace. 
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Pinch you but in one vice, away you fly 

To ſome new friſk of contrariety. ' 

You roll like ſrnow-balls, gathering as you run 
And yet ſeven dev'ls, when diſpolſets'd of one. 
Your Venus once was a Plazonic queen ; 
Nothing of love beſide the face was ſcen; 

But every inch of her you now uncaſe, 

And clap a vizard maſk upon the face: 

For fins like theſe, the zealous of tiie land, 

With little hair, and little or no band, 

Declare how circulating peſtilen ces 

Watch, every twenty years, to ſnap offences. 
Saturn, ev'n now, takes dottoral degrees; . 
He'll do your work this ſummer without fees. 
Let all the box:'s, Phoebus, find thy grace, 

And, ah, preſerve the eighteen-penny place! 
Put for the pit confounders, let them vo, 

And find as little mercy as they ſhow : 

he Actors thus, and thus thy Poets pray; 

For every critic ſav'd, thou danm'ſt a play. 
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XLI. 


PROLOGUE 


30 THE HUSBAND HIS OWN CUCKGOLD. 


IKE ſome raw ſophiſter that mounts the pulpit, 

4 So tremhies a young pott at a full pit. 
Unus'd io crowds, the Parſon quakes lor gar, 
and wonders how the devil he durſt come there; 
Wanting three talents needful {or the place. 
dome beard, fome learning, and ſome little grace : 
Nor is the pony Poet void of care. 
For authors, ſuch as our new authors are, 
Have not much learning nor much wit to ſpare * 
And as for grace, to tell the truth, there's tcarce one, 
But has as little as the very Parſon : 
Both ſay, they preach and write for your inſtruction: 


The difference is, that though you like the play, 
The Poct's gain js ne*er beyond his day. 

But with the Parſon *tis another caſe, 

He, without holineſs, may rife to grace 

The Poet has one diſadvantage more, 

That, it his play be dull, he's damn'd all o'er, 
Not only a damn'd blockhead, but damn'd poor. 
But dulneſs well becomes the ſable garment; 

i warrant that ne'er ſpoil'd a Prieſt's preterment: 
Wit's not his buſineſs ; and as wit now goes, 
Sirs, tis not ſo much yours as you ſuproſe, 

For you like nothing now but nauſcous beaux. 
You hnch not, galiar-ts, as by proof appears, 

Ar what his heauthip ſays, but what hie wears; 
So "tis your eyes are tickled, not your cars; 

The taylor and the furrier find the ſtuff, 

The wit lies in the dteſs, and monſtrovs muff. 
The truth on t is, the payment of the pit 

Is like for like, clipt money for clipt wit. 

You cannot from our abſent author hope 

He ſliould equip the ſtage with ſuch a fop: 


But 'tis for a third day, and for induction. | 


1Lugg'd by the cri, baited by the beau. 


— here, he ſounders in, and finks downright. 


Preſcribes in haſte, and ſeidom kills by rule, 
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Fools change in England, and new ſools ariſe, 

or though th' immortal fpecies never dies, 

Yet every year new maggots make new flies. 

But where he lives abroad, he icarce can find 

One fool, for millions that he leit behind. 
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XLII. 
PROLOGUE TO THE PILGRIM. 


Revived for our Author's Benefit, Anno 1709. 


OW wretchc« is the fate of thoſe who write! 
Provght muzzied to the ſtage for fear they 
bite. : 
Where, like Lom Dove, they ſtand the common 
tc e 5 f 


Yet, worſe, their brother Poets damn the play, 

And roar the loudeſt, though they never pay. 

The tops are proud of ſcandal, for they cry, 

At every lewd low cliaracter, — I hat's I. 

He, who writes letters to himfelt, would ſwear, 

Phe world tor: ot him, if he was not there. 

What ſhould a Poet do? 'Tis hard for one 

To pleaſure all the ſcols that would be ſhown: 

And yet rot two in ten will paſs the town. 

(Mor coxcom"s are not of the laughing kind; 

More-gce> to make «+ top, than ſops can find. 
Quack Maurvs, though he never took degrees 

n either of our univerſities ; 

Yet to be ſhown by ſome kind wit he looks, 

Becauſe he play'd the tool and writ three books. 

Put, if he would be worth a Poet's pen, 

He muſt be more a fool, and write again: 

For ail the former tuſtian ſtuff he wrote, 

Was dead-born doggrel, or is quite forgot : 

His man of Uz, itript of tis Hebrew robe, 

Is juſt the proverb, and As poor as Job. 

One would have thought he could no lorger jog 

But Arthur was a level, Job's a bog. 

There, though he crept, yet ſtill he kept in fight; 


| Had he prepar'd us, and been dull by rule, 
Tobit had firſt been turn'd to ridicule : 

But our bold Priton, without fear or awe, 
'C'er-leaps at once the whole Apocrypha z 
'Invades the Pfahmns with rhymes, and leaves ro room 
For any Vandal Hopkins yet to come. 

| But when, if, atter all, this godly geer 
Js not fo ſenſcleſs as it would appear; 

Our moantebank has laid a deeper train, 
His cant, like Merry Andrew's rohle vein, 
Cat- calls the ſects to dra them in again. 
At leiſure hours, in epic ſong he de als, 
Writes to the rumbling of his coach's wheels, 


But rides triumphant betwcen ſtool and ſtool. 
Well, let him go; 'tis yet too early day, 
To get himſelf a place in farce or play. 
We know not by what name we ſhould arra'gn him, 
For no one category can contain him; 
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A pedant, cantin* preaciien, and a quack, 
Are load enouzh to break one ais's back : 

At laſt grown wanton, he pretam'd to write, 
Traduc d two kings, their kindneſs to requite; 
One made the doctor, and one cubt'd the knight. 


N 


P CRHAPS the Harſon ſtretch d a pont ton far, 
When with our*T heatres he wag'd a war. 

le tells you, that ths very moral age 

Rec iv'd the art niection from the Rage 

Rut, fure, a Haniin d court with dne ſs frausht, 

The ſeeds oi open vice, returning, brought. 

Thus lang'd ( as vice by great example thriye;) 

It firſt debauch'd the daughters and the wives 

London, a truitful foil, yet never bore 

0 pient.tul a crop ot horns be.ore. 

The Foets, Wio muit ive by courts, or ſtarve, 

Were proud, ſo zcod a government to ſerve ; 

And m. xing with buffoons and pumps provhane, 

Tainted the Stage, tor ſome {mail . iÞ Of gain. 

For they, Lke harlots, under bawds profe'?, 

4 00k a. th Ungod, pains, and got the lat 
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Thus did the thriving malady prevail, L 
f * 1 =Y s 
The court its head, the poets but the tail 5 


The fin was of our native growth, tis true; 
The ſcandal of the fin was whelly new. 
Miſſes they were, hut modeſtly conceal'd : 

; Whire-Hatl the naked Verus firſt reveal'd. | 
Who ſtanding as at Cyprus, in her ſhrine, T. 

The ſtrumpet was ador'd with rites divine. | 

re this, if ſaints had any ſecret motion, 

was chamber- practice all, and cloſe devorion. 

ecadillos of their time; 
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Nothing but open lewdneſs was a crime. 1 3 
A monarch's H was ven:ai to the nat on, ; 
Compar'd with one foul act of fornication. 1 10 
Now, they would ſtlence us, and ſhut the door, i , N | 
i hat let in all the bare fac'd vice before. | 
As for retorming us, which ſome preterd, } 5 r 
i hat Work in Fneland is without an end 's 8 t! 
N el may we change, but we ſhall never mend —_ - vc 
er, it „ou can but bear the pref nt Stage, : J a 
, We hope much better of the coming ac 4 have 
hat would you ſay, it we ſhould Heft e } iim 
[0 ſtop the trade of love behind the fore > == E: 
Mere actretfes make bold with narried men \ 3 
For white abroad fo prodigal the doit | -.* s 
or ſpouſe at home as ragecd ay a colt 5 #3 Deen | 
{17 inort, we'll grow as moral as we can, | 8 
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utractive behaviour winning on the hearts of others; 
fortune ſeem not inflicted on them, 
Tou are fo re eady to redr _ that you almoſt prevent their wit 
$ if what wa 


very {iort of the "OE: of Neſt! Or, yet 1 
houſe; and V your.grace's ; favour am 
me Tenure 

have deterved the value of fo illuf. 
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that for three deſcents they have 


een pleated to dift; mg uh my poems fon thoſe of other men; and have ac- 
ra ngly made me their pecuiiar car May it be dermitted ro to ſay, That 
pour dar er and father were cher! hed And adorned with honours ! OY 

90 [ucceiſi monarch yp ſn have Deen cltgemed and patronized by the 

zrandfather, the father, and the ſen, deſcended 7 om one of the moſ? ancient, 
maſt confpicuous, and moſt deſetving families in Europe. 

a ee. by < LAYing [1 nt Of my lait fin , hen it Was {nc Hy 

4 f * PT. 1 . — 
n Crace's acceſſion to the titles | DPatrtemonics of our h nie, 1 may ſeem, 
gur of law, to have made 2 foriciture Of m HUN; YE 4 m heart has 
ways been de 1 o vir ſer vie ind fince VOu nave been gracioulty 
neaſed, by vun Pe rmüli. n of 4 3 | Grefs, O ACC F the tender of my dut Ys 
© 15 not yet too late to lay theſz volumes at vour feet. 

The world is ſenſible that you worthily ſucceed, not on to the honours of 

"our anceſtors, but alſo to their victnes, The len Z chain of magnanimity, 
W123, ealnets of accei3, and defire of doing good even to the prejudice of 

Our fortune, is fo far fron being broken in your race, that the precious 

Net al yer runs pure to the neweſt 1; © of it: w ich t will not call the alt, 

4 1 — * . 
ecau! e I hope and Pray, it may deſcend to late poſterity: and your ouriſh- 
32 e 1 that of vour evi Durche 3, are 1 pp? 1 of my wiſh. 
þ ; 

It is obſ ervecd | » Livy and by others, thut ſome of the ne ble t Roman fami- 
retumed a reſemblance of their anceft;v, not wy in their ſhapes and 
res, but ©iie in their manners, their qualities, 4a id the liſtinguiſhing 

aracters of their minds: ſome lines were ne ted for a tern, rigid virtue, 

wage, naughty, parſimonious, and unpopular: others were more Iweet, 
nd atiable; made of a more pant paſte, humble, courteous, and obliging; 
; doing charitable ollices, and d! Hufſive of the goods which they 
emoyed. The Wn of theſe is the proper and indelib'e character of your 
Grace's family. = | Almighty has enduec vou with a ſoftneſs, a benefcence 
, 
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and not given you to poſſeſs, but to beſtow on wanting merit. But this is a 
topic which 1 muſt caſt in thades, Jeſt T offend your modeity, which is ſo far 
from being oitentatious of the good you do, that it bluſhes even to have it 
known: and therefore I muit leave you to the ſatisfation and teſtimony of 
your own conſcience, winch though it be a flenc panegyric, is yet the belt. 

You are ſo eaſy of acceſs, that Poplicuta|was-not more, whoſe doors were 
opened on the outſide to fave the people even the common civility of aſking 
entrance; where all were'equally admitted; where nothing that was reafon- 
able was denied; where misfortune was a powerful recommendation, and 
where {I can ſcarce forvcar faying) that want itielf was a powerful mediator, 
and was next to merit. 

The hiſtory of Peru affure: us, that their Incas, above all their tiilcs, 
eſteemed that the higheſt, whick called them Lovers of the poor: a name 
more glorious than the Felix, Fius, and Anguitus of the Roman emperors; 
which were epithets of flattery, delerved by ſew of them; and nut running in 
a blood like the perpetual genitenets, and inherent goodneſs of the Ormoud 
Family. 

Gold, as it is the pureſt, ſo it is the ſofteſt, and moſt ductile of metals: 
iron, which is the hardeſt, gathcrs rutt, corrodes itfelf: and is therefore 
ſubject to corruption: it was never intended tor cons and medals, or to bear 
faces and the inſcriptions of the great. Indeed it is fit for armour, to bear 
off inſults, and preſerve the wearer iu the day of battle; but the danger once 
repelled, it is laid aſide by the brave, as a garment too rough for civil cou— 
verſation: a neceſſary guard in war, but too Harth and cumberſome in peace, 
and which keeps off the embraces of a more humane lite. 

For this reaſon, my lord, though you have courage in an heroical degree, 
yet I aſcribe it to you, but as your ſeconchattrihute: mercy, beneficence, and 
compaſſion, claim precedence, as they are ſirſt in the divine nature. An in— 
trepid courage, which is inherent in your Grace, is at beit but a holiday kind 
of virtue, to be ſeldom exerciſed, and never but in caſes of neccoility: aflability, 
mildneſs, tenderneſs, and a word, which 1 would fain bring! back to its 
original ſigniſication of virtue, I mcan Good-nature, arc of daily uſe: they are 
the bread cf mankind, and ftaff of life: neither byhs, nor tears, nor groms, 
nor curſes of the vanquiſhed follow acts of compaſſion, aid of charity: but 
a ſincere pleaſure and ſerenity of mind in him who periorms an action ot 
mercy, which cannot ſufier the misfortuncs of another, without redreſs; leſt 
they ſhould bring a kind of contagion along with them, and pollute the hap- 
pineſs which he enjoys. : 

Yet ſince the perverſe tempers of mankind, ſince oppreſſion on one fide, 
and ambition on the other, we ſor etimes the unavoidable occutions of war; 
that courage, that magnanimity, and rufoulution, which is born with vou, cannot 
be too much commended: and here it ꝑrieves me that 1 am fcanted in the 
pleaſure of dwelling on muny of your actions: but t Ibgas is an ex. 
preſſion which Tully often uſed, when he would do what lie dares not, and 
fears the cenſure of the Romans. | 

I have ſometimes heen forced to amplify on others; but here, where the 
ſubject is fo fruitful that the harveſt overcomes the reaper, I am ſhortened by 
my chain, and can only fee what 1s forbidden me to reach: ſince it 1s not 
permitted me to commend you according to the extent of my wiſhes, 4" 
much leſs is it in my power to make my commendations equal to your mens: 
Yet, in this frugality of your praiſes, there are ſome things which I cann® 
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omit without detraCting from your character. You have fo formed your own 
education as enables you to pay the debt you owe your country; or, more 
properly ſpeaxing, both your countries: becante you were born, I may almoſt 
tay in purple, at the caſtle of Dublin, when your grandfather was lord-lieu- 
tenant, and have fince been bred in the court of England. 

If this addreſs had been in verſe, | might have called you, as Claudian 
calls Mercury. “ Numen commune, geming faciens commercia mundo.” 
the better to ſatisfy this double obligation, you have early cultivated the 
g-1ius you. have to arms, that when the fervice of Britain or Ireland {hall 
require your courage and your conduct, you may exert them both to the 
bectit of either country. You began in the cabinet what you afterwards 
practiſed in the camp; and thus hoth Lucullus and Ceſar (to omit a crowd of 
thining Romans) formed themicives to war by the ftudy of hiſtory, and by the 
examples of the grenelt captains both of Greece and ltaly, before their time. 
1] name thoſe two commanders in particular, becauſe they were better read in 
chronicle than ary of the Roman leaders; and that Lucullus in particular, 
having only the theory of war from hooks, was thought fit, without practice, 
to be ſent into the ſieid againſt the moſt formidable enemy of Rome. Tully 
indecd was called the learned conſul in derition 3 but then he was not born a 
toldier: his head was turned another way; when he read the Tactics, he was 
thinking on the bar, which was his field of battle. The knowledge of war- 
fare is thrown away upon a yeneral who dares not mike uſe of what he knows. 
| commend it only in a man of courage and reſolution; in him it will direct 
his martial ſpirit; and teach him the way to the beſt victories, which are thoſe 
that are leaſt bloody, and which, though atchieved by the hand, are managed 
the head, Science diftinguiſhes a man of honour from one of thoſe 
athletic brutes whom undeſervedly we call heroes. Curfed be the poet, who 
lit honoured wich that name a mere, Ajax, a man-killing ideot. The 
Ulyit-s of Ovid upbraids his ignorance, that he underſtood not the thield for 
which he pleaded: there were engraven on it, plans of cities, and maps of 
countries, which Ajax could not comprehend, but locked on them as ſtupidly 
as his fellow-beaſt the lion. But, on the other ſide, your Grace has given 
yourſelf the education of his rival: you have ſtudied every ſpot of ground in 
Flanders, which for theſe ten years paſt has been the fcene of battles and of 
heges. No wonder if you performed your part with ſuch applauſe on a theatre 
which you underitood fo well. O 

If I deſigned this for a poetical encomium, it were eaſy to enlarge on fo 
coptous a ſubject; but, coniining myſelf to the ſeverity of truth, and to what 
is becoming me to ſay, I muſt not only paſs over many inttances of your 
military skill, but alſo thoſe of your aihduous diligence in the war; and of 
Your perfonal bravery, attended with an ardent thirſt of honour; a long train 
of generoſity; profuſencſs of doing good, a ſoul unfatisfi-d with all it has 
done; and an unextinguiſhed deßre of doing more. But all this is matter 
for your own hiſtorians; I am, as Virgil ſays, „ Spatiis excluſus iniquis.“ 

Yet not to be wholly ſilent of all your charities, I muſt ſtay a little on 
one action, which preferred the relief of others to the conſideration of your- 
ſelf, When, in the battle of Landen, your heat of courage (a fault only 
pardonable to your youth) had tranſported you fo far before your friends, 
that they were unable to follow, much leſs to ſuccour you; when you were 
not only dangerouſly, but in all appearance mortally wounded, when m that 
deſperate condition you were made priſoner, and carried to Namur. at tuat 
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time in poſſeſſion of the French; then it was, my lord, that you took a con- 
ſiderable part of what was remitted to you of your own revenues, and as 2 
memorable inſtance of your heroic charity, put into the hands of Count 
Guiſcard, who was governor of the place, to be diſtributed among your 
fellow-priſoners. 'The French commander, charmed with the greatneſs of 
your ſoul, accordingly conſigned it to the uſe for which it was intended by the 
donor: by which means the lives of ſo many miferable men were ſaved, and a 
comfortable proviſion made for their ſubſiſtence; who had otherwiſe periſhed, 
had you not 'been the companion of their misfortune: or rather ſent by 
Providence, like another Joſeph, to keep out famine from thoſe whom in 
humility you called your brethren. Ion happy was it for thoſe poor crea- 
tures that your Grace was made their fellow-ſuſlerer! and how glorious for 
you, that you choe to want, rather than not relieve the wants of others | The 
heathen poet, in commending the charity of Dido to the 'Trojans, ſpoke like 
a chriſtianz «© Non ignara mali, miteris ſuccurrere diſco.” All men, even 
thoſe of a different intereſt, and contrary principles, mult praiſe this action, 
as the moſt cminent for piety, not only in this degenerate age, but almoſt in 
any of the former; when men were made « de meliore luto;“ when exam- 
ples of charity were frequent, and when they were in being, „ Teueri 
pulcherrima proles, magnanimi heroes nati melioribus annis.” No envy can 
detract from this: it will ſhine in hiſtory; and, like ſwans, grow whiter the 
longer it endures: and the name of ORMoxD will be more celebrated in his 
captivity, than in his greateſt triumphs. | 

But all actions of your grace are of a piece; as waters keep the tenor of 
their fountains : your compaſſion general, and has the fame effect as well on 
enemies as friends. It is fo much in your nature to do good, that your life 
is but one continued act of placing benefits on many, as the ſun is always 
carrying his light to ſome part or other of the world: and were it not that 
your reaſon guides you where to give, J might aimoſt fay that you could not 
help beſtowing more, than is conſiſting with the fortune of a private man, or 
with the will of any but an Alexander. 

What wonder is it then, that, being born for a bleſſing to mankind, your 
ſuppoſed death in that engagement was ſo generally Jamented through the 
nation | The concernment for it was as univerſal as the loſs: and though the 
gratitude might be counterteit in ſome, yet the tears of all were real: where 
every man deplored his private part in that calamity, and even thoſe, who had 
not taſted of your favours, yet built fo much on the fame of your beneficence, 
that they bemoaned the loſs of their expectations. 

This brought the untimely death of your great father into freſh remem- 
brance; as if the ſame decree had paſſed on two, ſhort ſucceſſive generations 
of the virtuous; and I repeated to myſelf the ſame verſes, which I had for- 
merly applied to him: © Oltendunt terris hune tantùm fata, nec ultra eſſe 
ſinunt.” But to the joy not only of all good men, but of mankind in general, 
the unhappy omen took not place, You are ſtill living to enjoy the bleſſings 
and applaute of all the good you have performed, the prayers of multitudes 
whom you have obliged, for your long proſperity ; and that your power of 
doing generous and charitable actions may be as extended as your willz which 
is by none more zcalouſly delired than by 

Your Grace's 
Moſt humble, 
Moſt obliged, and 
* Molt obedient ſervant, 


JOHN DRYDEN. 
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T is with a poet as with a man who deſigns to build, and is very exact, as 
4 he ſuppoſes, in caſting up the coſt beforehand; but, generally ſpeaking, 
© he is miltaken in his account, and reckons ſhort in the expence he firſt in- 
© tended: he alters his mind as the work proceeds, and will have this or that 
| conveience more, of which he had not thought when he began. So has it 
happened to me: | have built a houſe, where I intended but a lodge: yet with 
better ſucceſs than a certain nobleman, who beginning with a dog-kennel, 
© never lived to finith the palace he had contrived. | 
| From tranſlating the firſt of Homer's Iliads (which I intended as an eſſay to 
© the whole work) 1 proceeded to the tranſlation of the twelfth book of Ovid's 
5 Metamorphoſes, becauſe it contains, among other things, the cauſes, the 
beginning, and ending of the Trojan war: here I ought in reaſon to have 
ſtopped: but the ſpeeches of Ajax and Ulyſſes lying next in my way, I could 
not balk them. When I had compaſſed them, I was ſo taken with the former 
part of the fifteenth book (which is the maſlter-piece of the whole Metamor- 
phoſes), that I enjoined myſelf the pleaſing taſk of rendering it into Engliſh. 
And now I found, by the number of my verſes, that they began to ſwell into 
a little volume; which gave me an occaſion of looking backward on ſome 
beauties of my author, in his former books: there occurred to me the hunting 
of the boar, Cinyras and Myrrha, the good-natured ſtory of Baucis and 
Philemon, with the reit, which 1 hope 1 have tranſlated cloſely enough, 
and given them the ſame turn of verſe which they had in the original; and 
this, I may ſay without vanity, is not the talent of every poet: he who has 
arrived the neareſt to it, is the ingenious and learned Handys, the beſt 
verſiſier of the former age; if I may properly call it by that name which was 
the former part of this concluding century. For Spenſer and Fairfax both 
flouriſhed in the reign of Queen Elizabeth; great maſters in our language; 
and who ſaw much farther into the beauties of our numbers, than thofe who 
immediately followed them. Milton was the poetical fon of Spenſer, and 
Mr. Waller of Fairfax; for we have our lineal deſcents and clans, as well as 
other families: Spenſer more than once infinuates, that the foul of Chaucer 
was transfuſed into his body; and that he was begotten by him two hundred 
years after his deceaſe. Milton has acknowledged to me, that Spenſer was 
his original; and many beſides myſelf have heard our famous Waller own, 
© that he has derived the harmony of his numbers from the Godfrey of 
Bulloign, which was turned into Engliſh by Mr. Fairfax. But to return : 
aving done with Ovid for this time, it came into my mind, that our old 
Englith poet Chaucer in many things reſembled him, and that with no diſad- 
Vantage on the fide of the modern author, as I ſhall endeavour to prove when 
compare them: and as I am, and always have been, ſtudious to promote 
the honour of my native country, ſo I ſoon reſolved to put their merits to 
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the trial, by turning ſome of the Canterbury tales into our language, a3 it n 
now reiined; for by this means both the poets being ſet in the ſame light, 
and dreſſed in the twae Engliſh habit, ſtory te, be compared with ſtory, 1 
certain judgment may be made betwirt them, by the reader, without 00. 
truding my opinion on him: cr if ſcem partial to my chuntryman, and 
pre/ſeceſſor in the laurel, the friends of antity are not few: auch bofides 
many of the learned, Ovid his almeſt all the beaux, ant the whole fair fe; 
his declared PD.. Porh $47, have turned to m7 F fomowrhint more thn 
they allow me: becauſe I have ventured to ſum up the evidence; but the 
readers ard the jury; and their priwilege remains en dre th decide ze cord. 
ing to the merits cf the cauſe, or if they picaſe, to Ming it to another 
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wife received 90 little help. from his maſter Petrarch. But the reformatior 
of their proſe was wiiGlly Owing to Boccace himfelf, who is vet the ſtandard 
of purity in the italian tongue; though many of his phraſes are become 
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my other poems, an author is the rm. 
J leave them wholiy to the mercy of the reader. I will hope the beſt, 
they will not be condemned; but if they thould, T have the excnfe of an old 
gentleman, wWlio, mou . on borfeback before ſome ladies, when I was 
preſent, got up forne wh atk heavily, but tefred of the fair ſpectators, tha 1+ they 
would count foutſcore and eight he fore they juchged him - By the mere y of. 
God, I am already come within twenty years of his number, 2 cripple in my 
limbs; but what decaus ire in mv mind, the reader muſt determine. I think 
myſelf 28 vigorous a3 ever in the ticuities of my foal, except 24 M* 
MEMOTY, which is not impaired to any Freat degree; 2 5 if | lofe fore 
t it, have no rear reaſon to « omphin. What j ud; zment {| 12d, de 
rather than diminithes; and thoughts, ſuch as they are, come crowadir 1 
fo fast upon me, that M* 57 9 dich cult) ts to chaoſe or tO reject; to run them 
into verie, r 0 lg I'VE the the oth x harmon 7 of proſe. 11 nave ſo long 22 ſtudied 
and practiſed both, that che ev are grown into 2 habit, and become 2 
to me. In thort, though I may la wf ully plead forne part of the old gent 
man's excuſ 105 ve ol will reſerve it till I think I have greater need, and aſk no 
grains of allowance for the tf zults of this m 7 preſent work, hut * which 
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ſnortreſs of time in which | writ it, or the ſeveral intervals of ſickneſs: they 
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added to thoſe which Homer gave him. The adventures of Ulyſſes in the 
Odyſſeis are imitated in the firſt Six Books of Virgil's ZEncis: and though 
the accidents are not the ſame (which would have argued him of a ſervile 
copying, and total barrenneſs of invention) yet the ſeas were the ſame, in 
which both the heroes wandered; and Dido cannot be denied to be the 
poetical daughter of Calypſo. 'Fhe fix latter books of Virgil's poem are the 
four and twenty Iliads contracted: a quarrel occaſioned by a lady, a ſingle 
combat, battles fought, and a town beſieged. I ſay not this in derogation to 
Virgil, neither do I contradict any thing which I have formerly ſaid in his 
juſt praiſe : for his Epiſodes are almoſt wholly of his own invention; and the 
form, which he has given to the telling, makes the tale his own, even though 
the original {tory had been the ſame. But this proves, however, that Homer 
taught Virgil to deſign: and if invention be the ſirſt virtue of an epic poet, 
then the Latin poem can only be allowed the ſecond place. Mr. Hobbes, in 
the preface to his own bald tranſlation of the Ilias, (ſtudying poetry as he did 
mathematicks, when it was too late) Mr. Hobbes, I ſay, begins the praiſe of 
Homer where he ſhould have ended it. He tell us, that the firſt beauty of 
an Epic poem conſiſts in diction, that is, in the choice of words, and 
harmony of numbers: now, the words are the colouring of the work, which 
in the order of nature is laſt to be conſidered. - The defign, the diſpoſition, 
the manners, and the thoughts are all before it; where any of thoſe are 
wanting or imperfect, ſo much wants or is imperfect in the imitation of 
human life; which is in the very definition of a poem. Words indeed, like 
glaring colours, are the firſt beauties that ariſe, and ſtrike the fight; but if 
the draught be falſe or lame, the figures ill-diſpoſed, the manners obſcure or 
inconſiſtent, or the thoughts unnatural, then the fineſt colours are but 
daubing, and the piece is a beautiful monſter at the beſt. Neither Virgil nor 
Homer were deficient in any of the former. beauties ; but in this laſt which 
is expreſſion, the Roman poet is at leaſt equal to the Grecian, as I have ſai 
elſewhere; ſupplying the poverty of his language by his muſical ear, and by 
his diligence, But to return: our two great poets, being fo different in their 
tempers, one choleric and ſanguine, the other phlegmatic and melancholic; 
that which makes them excel in their ſeveral ways, is, that each of them has 
followed his own natural inclination, as well in forming the deſign, as in the 
execution of it. The very heroes ſhew their authors; Achilles is hot, im— 
patient, revengeful, „ Impiger, iracundus, inexorabilis, acer, &c.” Æneas 
patient, conſiderate, careful of his people, and merciful to his enemies: 
ever ſubmillive to the will of heaven, “ quo fata trahunt, retrahuntque, 
« ſequamur.” [could pleaſe myſelf with enlarging on this ſubject, but I am 
forced to defer it to a fitter time. From all I have ſaid, [ will only draw this 
inference, that the action of Homer being more full of vigour than that of 
Virpil, according to the temper of the writer, is of conſequence more 
pleaſing to the reader. One warms you by degrees; the other ſets you on 
fire all at once, and never intermits his heat. It is the ſame difference which 
Longinus makes betwixt the effects of eloquence in Demoſthenes and Fully. 
One perſuades; the other commands. You never cool while you read Homer, 
even not in the ſecond book (a graceful flattery to his countrymen) ; but he 
haſtens from the ſhips, and concludes not that book till he has made you 
amends by the violent playing of a new machine. From thence he hurries 
on his action with variety of events, and ends it in leſs compaſs than two 
months. Ihis vehemence of his, I confeſs, is more ſuitable to my temper; 
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and therefore J have tranſlated his firſt book with greater pleaſure than any 
part of Virgil : but it was not a pleaſure without pains : the continual agitations 
of the ſpirits muſt needs be a weakening of any conſtitution, eſpecially in age; 
and many pauſes are rgquired for refreſhment betwixt the heats; the Iliad of 
itſelf being a third part Fnger than all Virgil's works put together. 

This is what J thought needtul in this place to ſay of Homer. I proceed 
to Ovid and Chaucer; conſidering the forme1 only in relation to the latter, 
With Ovid ended the golden age of the Roman tongue; from Chaucer the 
purity of the Engliſh tongue began. The manners of the poets were 
unlike: both of them were well-bred, well-natured, amorous, and liber- 
tine, at leaſt in their writings, it may be alſo in their lives. Their ſtudies 
were the ſame, piiloſophy and philology. Both of them were knowing in 
aſtronomy, of which Ovid's books of the Roman feaſts, and Chaucer's treatiſe 
of the Aſtrolabe, are ſufficient witneſſes. But Chaucer was likewiſe an 
altrologer, as were Virgil, Horace, Perſius, and Manilius. Both writ with 
wonderful facility and clearneſs: neither were great inventors2 for Ovid 
only copicd the Grecian fables; and moſt of Chaucer's ſtories were taken 
from his Italian contemporaries, or their predeceſſors. Baccace's Decameron 
was firſt publiſhed; and from thence our Engliſhman has borrowed many of 
his Canterbury toles: yet that of Palamon and Arcite was written in all 
probability by ſome Italian wit, m a former age; as I ſhall prove hereafter : 
the tale of Grizild was the invention of Petrarch; by him ſent to Boccace; 
from whom it came to Chaucer : 'TroiJus and Creſſida was alſo written by a 
Lombard author; but much amplified by our Engliih tranſlator, as well as 
beautifed ; the genius of our countrymen in general being rather to improve 
an invention, than to invent themſelves; as is evident not only in our poetry, 
but in many of our manufactures. I find ] have anticipated already, and 
taken up from Boccace before I come to him: but there is fo much leſs 
behind; and 1 am of the temper of molt kings, who love to be in debt; are 
all for preſent money, no matter how they pay it afterwards: beſides, the 
nature of a preface is rambling; never wholly out of the way, nor in it. 
This I have learned from the practice of honeſt Montaigne, and return at my 
pleaſure to Ovid and Chaucer, of whom I have little more to ſay. Both of 
them built on the inventions of other men; yet fince Chaucer had ſomething 
of his own, as The Wife of Bath's Lale, The Cock and the Fox, which I 
have tranſlated, and ſome others, I may juſtly give our countryman the 
precedence in that part; fince I can remember nothing of Ovid which was 
wholly his. Both of them underſtood the manners, unter which name I 
comprehend the paſſions, and, in a larger ſenſe, the deſcriptions of perſons, 
and their very habits : for an example, I ſce Baucis and Philemon as perfectly 
before me, as if ſome ancient painter had drawn them; and all the Pilgrims 
in the Canterbury tales, their humours, their features, aad the very dreſs, 
as diſtinctly as if I had ſupped with them at the Tabard in Southwark: yet 
even there too the figures in Chaucer are much more lively, and ſet in a 
better light: which though I have not time to prove; yet appeal to the 
reader, and am ſure he will clear me from partiality. The thoughts and 
words remain to be conſidered in the compariſon of the two poets; and I 
have fave! myſelf one half of that labour, by owning that Ovid lived when 
the Romon tongue was in its meridian z Chaucer, in the dawning of our 
language : therefore that part of the compariſon ſtands not on an equal foot, 
any more than the dition of Ennins and Ovid; or of Chaucer and our 
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preſent Engliſh. The words are given up as a poſt not to be defended in our 


poet, becauſe he wanted the modern art of fortifying. The thoughts remain 
to be conſidered : and they are to be meaſured only by their propriety; that 
is, as they flow more or leſs naturally from the perſons deſcribed, on ſuch and 
ſuch occaſions. The vulgar judges, which are nine parts in ten of all nations, 
who call conceits and jingles wit, who fee Ovid full of them, and Chaucer 
altogether without them, will think me little leſs than mad, for preferring 
the Engliſhman to the Roman: yet, with their leave, I muſt preſume to ſay, 
that the things they admire, are nothing only glittering trifles, and fo far from 
being witty, that in a ſerious poem they are nauſeous, becauſe they are 
unnatural, Would any man, who is readv to die for love, defcribe his 
paſſion like Narcifius? Would he think of ““ inopem me copia fecit,“ and 
a dozen more of ſuch expreſlions, poured on the neck of one another, and 
ſignifying all the ſame thing? It this were wit, was this a time to be witty, 
when the poor wretch was in the agony of death! This is juſt John Littlewit 
in Bartholomew Fair, who had a conceit (as he tells you) left him in his 
miſery; a miſerable conceit. On theſe occaſions the poet thould endeavour 


to raiſe pity : but, initead of this, Ovid is tickling you to laugh. Virgll - 


never made uſe of ſuch machines, when he was moving you to commilerate 
the death of Dido: he would not deitroy what he was building. Chaucer 
makes Arcite violent in his love, and unjuſt in the purſuit of it: yet 
when he came to die, he made him think more reaſonably: he repents not of 
his love, for that hal altered his character; but acknowledges the injuſtice of 
his proccedings, and revgns Emilia to Palamon. What would Ovid have 
done on this occaſion ? He would certainly have made Arcite witty on his 
death-bed. He had complained he was farther off from poſſeſſion, by being 
ſo near, and a thouſand ſuch boyiſms, which Chaucer rejected as below the 
dignity of the ſubject. They, who think otherwiſe, would by the ſame 
reaſon prefer Lucan and Ovid to Homer and Virgil, and Martial to all four 
of them. As for the turn of words, in which Ovid particularly excels all 
poets; they are ſometimes a fault, and ſometimes a beauty, as they are uſed 
properly or improperly; but in flrong paſſions always to be ſhunned, be- 
cauſe paſſions are ſerious, and will admit no playing The French have a 
high value for them; and 1 confeſs, they are often what they call delicate, 
when they are introduced with judgment; but Chaucer writ with more 
ſimplicity, and followed nature more cloſely, than to uſe them. I have thus 
far, to the beſt of my knowledge, been an upright judge betwixt the parties 
in competition, not meddiing with the deſign nor the diſpoſition of it; 
becauſe the delign was not their own and in the diſpoſing of it they were 
equal. It remains that I fay ſomewhat of Chaucer in particular. 

In the firlt place, as he is the father of Englith poetry, ſo I hold him in 
the ſame degree of veneration as the Grecians held Homer, or the Romans 
Virgil: he is a perpetual ſountain of good ſenſe; learned in all ſciences; 
and therefore ſpeaks properly on all ſubjects: as he knew what to ſay, ſo hc 
knows alſo when to leave off; a continence which is practiſed by few writers, 


and ſcarcely by any of the ancients, excepting Virgil and Horace, One of 


our late great poets is ſunk in his reputation, becauſe he could never forgive 
any conceit which came in his way; but ſwept like a drag-net, great and 
ſmall. There was plenty enough, but the diſhes were ill-ſorted; whole 
pyramids of {weet-meats, for boys and women; bur little of ſolid meat, for 
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men: all this proceeded not from any want of knowledge, but of judgment; 
neither did he want that in diſcerning the beauties and faults of other poets; 
but only indulged himſelf in the luxury of writing; and perhaps knew it was 
a ſault, but hoped the reader would not find it. For this reaſon, though he 
muſt always be thought a great poet, he is no longer eſteemed a good writer : 
and for ten impreſſions, which his works have had in ſo many ſucceſhve years, 
yet at preſent a hundred books are ſcarcely purchaſed once a twelvemonth : 
for, as my laſt Lord Rocheſter ſaid, though ſomewhat profanely, Not being 
of God, he could not ſtand. 

Chaucer. followed nature every where; but was never ſo bold to go beyond 
her: and there is a great difference of being Poeta, and nimis Poeta, if we 
believe Catullus, as much as betwixt a modeit behaviour and affectation. The 
verſe of Chaucer, I confeſs, is not harmonious to us; but it is like the 
eloquence of one whom Tacitus commends, it was „ anribus iſtius temporis 
« arcommodata :” they who lived with him, and ſometime after him, thought 
it muſical; and it continues ſo even in our judgment, if compared with the 
numbers of Lidgate and Gower, his contemporarics: there is the rude 
ſweetneſs of a Scotch tune in it, which is natural and plealing, though not 
perſect. It is true, I cannot go fo far as he who publiſhed the laſt edition of 
lum; for he would make us believe the fault is in our ears, and that there 
were really ten ſyllables in a verſe where we find but nine: but this opinion is 
not worth confuting; it is fo groſs and obvious an error, that common ſenſe 
(which is a rule in every thing but matters of faith and revelation) mult 
convince the reader that equality of numbers in every verſe, which we call 
Heroic, was either not known, or not always practiſed in Chaucer's age. 
It were an caſy matter to produce ſome thouſands of his verſes, which are 
lame for want of half a foot, and ſometimes a whole one, and which no 
pronunciation can make otherwiſe. We can only ſay, that he lived in the 
infancy of our poetry, and that nothing is brought to perfection at the firſt. 
We mult be children before we grow men. There was an Ennius, and in 
proceſs of time a Lucilius, and a Lucretius, before Virgil and Horace; even 
alter Chaucer there was a Spenſer, a Harrington, a Fairfax, before Waller 
and Denham were in being: and our numbers were in their nonage till theſe 
laſt appeared. I need ſay little of his parentage, life, and fortunes: they are 
to be found at large in all the editions of his works. He was employed 
abroad, and favoured by Edward the Third, Richard the Second, and Henry 
the Fourth, and was poet, as I ſuppoſe, to all three of them. In Richard's 
me, I doubt, he was alittle dipt in the rebellion of the commons; and being 
brother-in-law to John of Gaunt, it was no wonder if he followed the 
ortunes of that family; and was well with Henry the Fourth when he had 
4epoſed his predeceſſor. Neither is it to be admired, that Henry, who was 
wife as well as a valiant prince, who claimed by ſucceſſion, and was ſenſible 
that his title was not found, but was rightfully in Mortimer, who had mar- 
ned the heir of York; It was not to be admired, I ſay, if that great politician 
mould be pleaſed to have the greateſt wit of thoſe times in his intereſts, and 
to be the trumpet of his praiſes. Auguſtus had given him the example, by 
the advice of Mecenas, who recommended Virgil and Horace to him; whoſe 
praiies helped to make him popular while he was alive, and after his death 
have made him precious to poſterity. As for the religion of cur poet, he ſeems 
'2 have ſome little bias towards the opinions of Wickliff, after John of Gaunt 
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his patron; ſomewhat of which appears in the tale of Piers Plowman: yet 
I cannot blame him for inveighing ſo ſharply againſt the vices of the clergy 
in his age: their pride, their ambition, their pomp, their avarice, their 
worldly intereſt deſerved the laſhes which he gave them, both in that, and in 
moſt of bis Canterbury tales: neither has his contemporary Boccace ſpared 
them. Yet both thoſe poets lived in much eſteem with good and holy men in 
orders: for the ſcandal which is given by particular prieſts, reflects not on the 
ſacred function. Chaucer's Monk, his Chanon, and his . Fryer, took not 
from the character of his good parſon. A ſatyrical poet is the check of the 
laymen, on bad prieſts, We are only to take care, that we involve not the 
innocent with the guiity in the ſame condemnation. The good cannot be too 
much honoured, nor the bad too coarſely uſed: for the corruption of the 
beſt becomes the worſt. When a clergyman is whipped, his gown is firſt 
taken off, by which the dignity of lis order is ſecured: if he be wrongfully 
accuſed, he has his action of ſlander; and it is at the poet's peril, if he 
tranſgreſs the law. But they will tell us, that all kind of ſatire, though never 
ſo well deſerved by particular prieſts, yet brings the whole order into con- 
tempt. Is then the peerage of England any thing diſhonoured, when a peer 
ſuffers for his treaſon? if he be libeled, or any way defamed, he has his 
« Scandalum Magnatum” to punith the offender. They, who ufe this kind 
of argument, ſeem to be conſcious to themſelves of ſomewhat which has 
deſerved the poet's laſh; and are leſs concerned for their public capacity, 
than for their private; at leaſt there is pride at the bottom of their reaſoning. 
If the faults of men in orders are only to be judged among themſelves, they 
are all in ſome ſort parties: for, ſince they tay the honour of their order is 
concerned in every member of it, how can we be ſure, that they will be 
impartial judges? How far I may be allowed to ſpeak my opinion in this 
caſe, I know not: but I am ſure a diſpute of this nature cauſed miſchief in 
abundance betwixt a king of England and an archbiſhop of Canterbury; 
one ſtanding up for the Laws of his Land, and the other for the honour 


(as he called it) of God's Church; which ended in the murther of the prelate, 


and in the whipping of his majeſty from poſt to pillar for his penance. The 
learned and ingenious Dr. Drake has ſaved me the labour of inquiring into 
the eſteem and revercnce which the prieſts have had of old; and I would 
rather extend than diminiſh any part of it : yet I muſt needs fay, that when a 
prieſt provokes me without any occalion given him, I have no reaſon, unlets 
it be the charity of a Chriſtian, to forgive him, „Prior lefit” is juſtification 
ſuſficient in the Civil Law. If I anſwer him in his own language, ſelf- 
defence, I am ſure, muſt be allowed me; and if I earry it farther, even to 
a ſharp recrimination, ſomewhat may be indulged to human frailty. Yet 
my reſentment has not wrought ſo far, but that I have followed Chaucer 
in his character of a holy man, and have enlarged on that ſubject with ſome 
pleaſure, reſerving to myſelf the right, it I ſhall think fit hereafter, to 
deſcribe another fort of prieſts, ſuch as are more eaſily to be ſound than the 
good parſon; ſuch as have given the laſt blow to Chriſtianity in this age, 
by a practice ſo contrary to their doctrine. But this will keep cold till 
another time. In the mean while, I take up Chaucer where J left him. He 
muſt have been a man of a molt wonderful comprehenfive nature, becauſe, as 
it has been truly obſerved of him, he has taken into the compaſs of his 
Canterbury tales the various manners and humours (as we now call them) 
of the whole Engliſh nation, in his age. Not a ſingle character has eſcaped 
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him. All his pilgrims are ſeverally diſtinguiſhed from each other; and not 
only in their inclinations, but in their very phyſiognomies and perſons. 
Baptiſta Porta could not have deſeribed their natures better, than by the 
marks which the poet gives them. The matter and manner of their ta'-e, 
and of their telling, are fo ſuited to their different educations, humours, and 
callings, that each of them would be improper in any other mouth. Even 
the grave and ferious characters are diſtinguiſhed by their ſeveral forts of 
gravity: their diſcourſes are ſuch as belong to their age, their calling, and 
their breeding; ſuch as are becoming of them, and of them only. Some of 
his perſons are vicious, and ſome virtuous; ſome unlearned, or (as Chaucer 
calls them) lewd, and ſome are learned. Even the ribaldry of the low 
characters is different: the Reeve, the Miller, and the Cook, are ſeveral men, 
and diſtinguiſhed from each other, as much as the mincing lady prioreſs, 
and the broad-ſpeaking gap-toothed wife of Bath. But enough of this: there 
is ſuch a variety of game ſpringing up before me, that I am diſtracted in my 
choice, and know not which to follow. It is ſufficient to fay, according to 
the proverb, that here is God's plenty. We have our fore-fathers and great 
erand-dames all before us, as they were in Chaucer's days; their general 
characters are ſtill remaining in mankind, and even in England, though they 
are called by other names than thofe of Monks and Friars, and Chanons, and 
lady Abbeſſes, and Nuns: for mankind is ever the ſame, and nothing loſt 
out of nature, though every thing is altered. May I have leave to do myſelf 
the juſtice, (ſince my enemies will do me none, and are ſo far from granting 
me to be a good poet, that they will not aliow me to be a chriſtian, or a 
moral man); may I have leave, I ſay, to inform my reader, that I have 
confined my choice to ſuch tales of Chaucer as favour nothing of immodeſty. 
If I had defired more to pleaſe than to inſtruct, the Reeve, the Miller, the 
Shipman, the Merchants, the Sumner, and, above all, the Wife of Bath, 
in the prologue to her tale, would have procured me as many friends and 
readers, as there are beaux and ladies of pleaſure in the town. But I will 
no more offend againſt good manners: I am ſenſible, as I ought to be, of the 
ſcandal I have given by my looſe writings; and make what reparation I am 
able, by this public acknowledgment. If any thing of this nature, or of 
profaneneſs, be crept into theſe poems, 1 am ſo far from defending it, that I 
difown it. « "Fotum hoc indictum volo.” Chaucer makes another manner of 
apology for his broad-ſpeaking, and Boccace makes the like; but I will follow 
neither of them. Our country-man, in the end of his characters, before the 
Canterbury tales, thus excuſes the ribaldry, which is very groſs in many of 
lus novels. 

But firſt, I pray you of your courteſy, 

That ye ne arrettee it nought my villany, 

Though that I plainly ſpeak in this mattere 

To tellen you her words, and eke her chere: 

Ne though I ſpeak her words properly, 

For this ye known as well as I, 

Who ſhall tellen a tale after a man, 

He mote rehearſe as nye, as ever he can: 

Everich word of it been in his charge, 

All ſpeke he, never ſo rudely, ne large. 

Or elle he mote tellen his tale untrue, 

Or feine things, or find words new: 
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He may not ſpare, although he were his brother, 
He mote as well ſay o word as another. 

Chriſt ſpake himſelf full broad in holy writ, 
And well I wote no villany 1s it, 

Eke Plato ſaith, who ſo can him rede, 

The words mote been coulin to the dede. 


Yet if a man ſhould have inquired of Boccace or of Chaucer, what need 
they bad of introducing fuch characters, where obſcene words were proper 
in their mouths, but very indecent to be heard; I know not what anſwer they 
could have made: for-that reaſon, ſuch tale ſhall be left untold by me. You 
have here a ſpecimen of Chaucer's language, which is to obſolete, that his 
ſenſe is ſcarce to be underſtood; and you have likewiſe more than one exam— 
ple of his unequal numbers, which were mentioned before. Yet many of 
his verſes conſiſt of ten ſyllables, and the words not much behind our preſent 
Engliſh : as for example, theſe two lines, in the deſcription of the carpenter's 
young wife: 


Wincing ſhe was, as is a jolly colt, 
Long as a maſt, and upright as a bolt. 


I have almoſt done with Chaucer, when I have anſwered ſome objections 
relating to my preſent work. I find ſome people are offended that I hare 
turned theſe tales into modern Engliſh; becauſe they think them unworthy 
of my pains, and look on Chaucer as a dry, old-fathioned wit not worth 
reviving. I have often heard the late earl of Leiceſter fay, that Mr. Cowley 
himſelf was of that opinion; who, having read him over at my lord's requeſt, 
declared he had no taite of him. I dare not advance my opinion againſt the 
judgment of ſo great an author: but 1 think it fair, however, to leave the 
deciſion to the public: Mr. Cowley was too modeſt to ſet up for a dictator; 
and being ſhocked perhaps with his old ſtile, never examined into the depth 
of his good ſenie. Chaucer, I confeſs, is a rough diamond, and mult {irlt 
be poliſhed, ere he ſhines. I deny not, likewiſe, that living in our early 
days of poetry, he writes not of a piece: but ſometimes mingles trivial thing; 
with thoſe of greater moment. Sometimes allo, though not often, he runs 
riot, like Ovid, and knows not when he has ſaid enough. But there ar? 
more great wits beſides Chaucer, whote fault is their exceſs of conceits, and 
thoſe ill ſorted. An author is not to write all he can, but only all he ougit. 
Having obſcrved this redundancy in Chaucer (as it is an eaſy matter for a man 
of ordinary parts to find a fault in one of greater), I have not tied myſelf toa 
literal tranſlation; but have often omitted what I judged unneceſſary, or not 0! 
dignity enough to appear in the company of better thoughts. I have preſume! 
farther, in ſome places, and added ſomewhat of my own where I thought my 
author was deficient, and had not given his thoughts their true luſtre, for 
want of words in the beginning of our language. And to this I was the more 
emboldencd, becauſe (if I may be permitted to ſay it of mvſelf) I found I had 
a ſoul congenial to his, and that I had been converſant in the ſame ſtudies. 
Another poct, in another age, may take the ſame liberty with my writings; 
if at leaſt they live long enough to deſerve correction. Ic was allo neceflary 
ſometimes to reſtore the ſenſe of Chaucer, which was loſt or mangled in the 
errors of the preſs: let this example ſuflice at preſent ; in the ſtory of Palamor 
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and Arcite, where the temple of Diana is defcribed, you find theſe verſes, in 
all the editions of our author: 


There faw I Dane turned into a tree, 
I mean not the goddets Diane, 
But Venus daughter, which that hight Dane: 


Which aſter a little conſideration I knew was to be reformed into this ſenſe, 
that Daphne the daughter of Peneus was turned into a tree. I durſt not 
make thus bold with Ovid, left tome future Milbourne thould arife, and lay,” 
| varied from my author, becauſe I underitood him not. 

zut there arc other judges who think I ought not to have tranſlated Chaucer 
into Engliſh, out of a quite contrary notion: they ſuppoſe there is a certain 
veneration due to his old language; and that it is little leſs than profanation 
and facrilege to alter it. They are farther of opinion that ſomewhat of his 
good ſenſe will fufter in this transfulion, and much of the beauty of his 
thoughts will infallibly be loft, which appear with more grace in their old 
bit, Of this opinion was that excellent perſon, whom I mentioned, the 
late carl of Leicetter, who valued Chaucer as much as Mr. Cowley defpiſed 
him. My Lord diſſuaded me from this attempt, (for I was thinking of it 
ſome years before his death) and his authority prevailed fo far with me, as 
to defer my undertaking while he lived, in deference to him: yet my reaſon was 
not convinced with what he urged againſt it. If the firtt end of a writer be 


to be underſtood, then as his language grows obſolete, his thoughts mult 
grow obſcure : 


« Multa renaſcentur qu jam cecidere; cadentque, 
„% Qu nunc ſunt in honore vocabula; ſi volet uſus, 
« Quem pencs arbitrium eſt, & jus & norma loquendi.“ 


When an ancient word for its ſound and ſigniſicaney deſerves to be revived, 
| have that reaſonable veneration for antiquity, to reſtore it. All beyond this 
is ſuperitition. Words are not like Jandmarks, ſo ſacred as never to be 
removed; culloms are changed; and even ſtatutes are ſilently repealed, when 
the reaſon ceaſes for which they were enacted. As tor the other part of the 
argument, that his thoughts will loſe of their original beauty, by the inno- 
vation of words; in the firſt place, not only their beauty, but their being is 
lolt, where they are no longer under{tood, which is the preſent caſe. I grant 
that fomething muſt be loſt in all transfuſion, that is, in all tranſlations; but 
tne ſenſe will remain, which would otherwiſe be loſt, or at leaſt be maimed, 
when it is ſcarce intelligible z and that but to a few. How few are there 
who can read Chaucer, ſo as to underſtand him perfectly! And if imper- 
fcctly, then with leſs profit and no pleaſure. It is not for the uſe of ſome 
old Saxon friends, that I have taken thefe pains with him: let them neglect 
my verſion, becauſe they have no need of it. I made it for their fakes who 
underſtood ſenſe and poetry as well as they, when that poetry and ſenſe js 
put mto words which they underſtand. I will go farther, and dare to add, 
that' what beauties I loſe in ſome places, I give to others which had them not 
originally: but in this I may be partial to myſelf ; let the reader judge, and 1 
ſubmit to his decifion. Yet I think I have juit occaſion to complain of them, 
who, becauſe they underſtand Chaucer, would deprive the greater part of 
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their countrymen of the ſame advantage, and hoard him up, as miſers do 
their grandam gold, only to look on it themſelves, and hinder others from 
making uſe of it. In ſum, I ſeriouſſy proteſt, no man ever had, or can have, 
a greater veneration for Chaucer, than my{c!*, I have tranſlated ſome part 
of his works, only that I might perpetuate his memory, or at lealt refreſh it, 
amongſt my countrymen. If I have altered him any where for the better, 
I muſt at the ſame time acknowledge, that I could have done nothing without 
him: „ Pacile eſt inventis addere,” is no great commendation; and I am not 
ſo vain to think I have deſerved a greater. I will conclude what I have to 
ſay of him ſingly, with this one remark: a lady of my acquaintance, who 
keeps a kind of correfpondence with ſome authors of the fair ſex in France, 
has been informed by them, that Mademoiſelle de Scudery, who is as old as 
Sybil, and inſpired like her by the jame god of Poetry, is at this time tran- 
ſlating Chaucer into modern French. From which I gather, that he has been 
formerly tranſlated into the old Provengçal (for how the ſhould come to 
underſtand old Engliſh I know not). But the matter of fact being true, it 
makes me think that there is ſomething in it like fatality ; that, after certain 
periods of time, the fame and memory of great wits thould be renewed, as 
Chaucer is both in France and England. If this be wholly chance, it is 
extraordinary, and I dare not call it more, for of being taxed with ſuper- 
itit:on, f 

Boccace comes laſt to be conſidered, who, living in the ſame age with 
Chaucer, had the ſame genius, and followed the ſame ſtudies : both writ 
novels, and each of them cultivated his mother tongue. But the ꝑrcateſt 
reſemblance of our two modern authors being in their familiar ſtile, and 
pleaſing way of rclating eomical adventures, I may pafs it over, becaule 
I have tranilated nothing from Boccace of that nature. In the ſerious part 
of poetry, the advantage is wholly on Chaucer's fide ; for though the Englith- 
man has borrowed many tales from the Italian, yet it appears that thoſe of 
Boccace were not generally of his own making, but taken from authors of 
former ages, and by him only modelled : ſo that what there was of invention 
in either of them, may be judged equal. But Chaucer has reſined on Boc- 
cace, and has mended the ſtories which he has borrowed, in his way of 
telling; though proſe allows more liberty of thought, and the expreſſion 15 
more eaſy, when unconfined by numbers. Our countryman carries weight, 
and yet wins the race at diſadvantage. I defire not the reader to take my 
word: aud therefore 1 will ſet two of their diſcourſes on the ſame ſubject, in 
the ſame light, ſor every man to judge betwixt them. I tranſlated Chaucer 
firſt, and, amongſt the reſt, pitched on the Wife of Bath's tale; not daring, 
as 1 have ſaid, to adventure on her prologue, becauſe it is too licentious: 
there Chaucer introduces an old woman of mean parentage, whom a youthful 
knight of noble blood was forced to marry, and conſequently loathed her : the 
crone being in bed with him on the wedding-night, and tinding his averſion, 
endeavours to win his affection by reaſon, and ſpeaks a od word for herſelt, 
(as who could blame her?) in hope to mollify the (\!en bridegroom. She 
takes her topics from the benefits of poverty, the advantage of old age and 
uglineſs, the vanity of youth, and the filly pride of anceſtry, and titles without 


inherent virtue, which is the true nobility. When 1 had cloſed Chaucer, | 


I returned to Ovid, and tranſlated ſome more of his fables: and by this 
time had ſo far forgotten the Wife of Bath's tale, that, when I took up Boc- 
cace, unawares I fell on the ſame argument of preferring virtue to nobility 0! 
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blood, and titles, in the ſtory of Sigiſmunda; which I had certainly avoided 
for the reſemblance of the two diſcourſes, if my memory had not failed me. 
Let the reader weigh them both; and if he thinks me partial to Chaucer, it is 
in him to right Boccace. | 

I prefer in our countryman, far above all his other ſtories, the noble poem 
of Palamon and Arcite, which is of the Epic kind, and perhaps not much 
inferior to the Ilias or the Æneis: the ſtory is more pleaſing than either of 
them, the manners as perfect, the diction as poetical, the learning as deep 
and various; and the diſpoſition full as artful; only it includes a greater 
length of time, as taking up ſeven years at leaſt; but Ariſtotle has left 
undecided the duration of the action; which yet is eaſily reduced into the 
compaſs of a year, by a narration of what preceded the return of Palamon to 
Athens. I had thought for the honour of our nation, and more particularly 
for his, whoſe laurel, though unworthy, I have worn after him, that this 
{tory was of Engliſh growth, and Chaucer's own: but I was undeceived by 
Boccace; for caſually looking on the end of his ſeventh Giornata, I found 
Dioneo (under which name he ſhadows himſelf) and Fiametta (who repre- 
ſents his miſtreſs the natural daughter of Robert king of Naples) of whom 
theſe words are ſpoken, « Dioneo e la Fiametta granpezza contarono inſieme 
d' Arcita, e di Palamone :” by which it appears that this ſtory was written 
before the time of Boccace; but the name of its author being wholly loſt, 
Chaucer is now become an original; and I queſtion not but the poem has 
received many beauties by paſſing through his noble hands. Beſides this tale, 
there is another of his own invention, after the manner of the Provencals, 
called The Flower and the Leaf; with which I was fo particularly pleaſed, 
both for the invention and the moral, that I cannot hinder myſelf from re- 
commending it to the reader. | 

As a corollary to this preface, in which I have done juſtice to others, 
I owe ſomewhat to myſelf: not that I think it worth my time to enter the 
liſts with one Milbourn, and one Blackmore, but barely to take notice, that 
ſuch men there are who have written ſcurrilouſly againſt me, without any 
provocation, Milbourn, who is in Orders, pretends amongſt the reſt this 
quarrrel to me, that I have fallen foul on prieſthood : if I have, I am only to 
aſk pardon of good prieſts, and am afraid his part of the reparation will come 
to little. Let him be ſatisfied that he ſhall not be able to force himſelf upon 
me for an adverſary. I contemn him tco much to enter. into competition 
with him. His own tranſlations of Virgil have anſwered his criticiſms on 
mine. If (as they ſay, he has declared in print) he prefers the verſion of 
Ogilby to mine, the world has made him the ſame compliment: for it is 
agreed on all hands, that he writes even below Ogilby: that, you will ſay, is 
not eaſily to be done; but what cannot Milbourn bring about? I am ſatisſied, 
however, that while he and I live together, I ſhall not be thought the worſt 
poet of the age. It looks as if I had defired him underhand to write ſo ill 
againſt me: but upon my honeſt word I have not bribed him to do me this 
ſervice, and am wholly guiltleſs of his pamphlet. It is true, I ſhould be glad, 
if I could perſuade him to continue his good offices, and write ſuch another 
critique on any thing of mine: for I find by experience he has a great ſtroke 
with the reader, when he condemns any of my poems, to make the world 


have a better opinion of them. He has taken fome pains with my poetry; 
Vol. III. Aa 
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but nobody will be perſuaded to take the ſame with his. If T had taken to the 
church (as he aſſirms, but which was never in my thoughts) I ſhould have 
had more ſenſe, if not more grace, than to have turned myſelf out of my 
benefice by writing libels on my pariſhioners. But his account of my man. 
ners and my principles are of a piece with his cavils and his poetry: and o | 
have done with him for ever. 

As for the City Bard, or Knight Phyſician, I hear his quarrel to me is, 
that I was the author of Abſalom and Ackitophel, which he thinks 1s a little 
hard on his fanatic patrons.in London. 

But I will deal the more civilly with his two poems, becauſe nothing ill 
is to be ſpoken of the dead: and therefore peace be to the Manes of his 
Arthurs. I. will only ſay, that it was not for this noble knight that I drew 
the plan of an Epic poem on king Arthur, in my preface to the tranſlation 
of Juvenal. The guardian angels of kingdoms were machines too ponderous 
for him to manage; and therefore he rejected them, as Dares did the 
whirlbats of Eryx, when they were thrown before him by Entellus. Yet 
from that preface he plainly took his hint ; for he began immediately upon 
the ſtory ; though he had the baſeneſs not to acknowledge his benefactor; 
but inſtead of it, to traduce me in a libel. : 

I ſhall ſay the leſs of Mr. Collier, becauſe in many things he has taxed 
me juſtly; and I have 'pleaded guilty to all thoughts and expreſſions of 
mine, which can be truly argued of obſcenity, profaneneſs, or immorality; 
and retract them. If he be my enemy, let him triumph; if he be my friend, 
as I have given him no perſonal occaſion to be otherwiſe, he will be glad of 
my repentance. It becomes not me to draw my pen in the defence of a bad 
cauſe, when I have ſo often drawn it for a good one. Yet it were not 
difficult to prove, that in many places he has perverted my meaning by his 
gloſſes, and interpreted my words into blaſphemy and baudry, of which 
they were not guilty ; beſides that he is too much given to horſe- play in his 
raillery; and comes to battle like a dictator from the plough. 1 will not 
ſay, the zeal of God's houſe has eaten him up; but I am ſure it has deyoured 
ſome part of his good manners and civility, It might alſo be doubted 


whether it were altogether zeal, which prompted him to this rough manner . 


of proceeding ; perhaps it became not one of his function to rake into 
the rubbiſh of ancient and modern plays; a divine might have employed 
his pains to better purpoſe, than in the naſtineſs of Plautus and Ariſtophanes; 
whoſe examples, as they excuſe not me, ſo it might be poſſibly ſuppoſed, 
that he read them not without ſome pleaſure. They who have written com- 
mentaries on thoſe poets, or on Horace, Juvenal, and Martial, have 
explained ſome vices, which, without their interpretation, had been un- 
known to modern times. Neither has he judged impartially betwixt the 
former age and us. : 

There is more baudry in one Play of Fletcher's, called The Cuſtom oi 
the Country, than in all ours together. Yet this has been often aQted 
on the flage in my remembrance. Are the times ſo much more reformed 
now, than they were five and twenty years ago ? If they are, I congratulate 
the amendment of our morals. But I am not to prejudice the cauie of my 
fcllow-poets, though I abandon my own defence: they have ſome of them 
auſwered for themſclves, and neither they nor I can think Mr. Collier 10 
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formidable an enemy, that we ſhould ſhun him. He has loſt ground at the 
latter end of the day, by purſuing his point too far, like the prince of Conde 
at the battle of Senneph: from immoral plays, to no plays; “ ab abuſu 
« ad uſum, non valet conſequentia.” But being a party, I am not 
to erect myſelf into a judge. As for the reſt of thoſe who have written 
againſt me, they are ſuch ſcoundrels, that they deſerve not the leaſt 
notice to be taken of them. Blackmore and Milbourn are only diſtinguiſhed 
from the crowd, by being remembered to their infamy. 


„ Demetri, Teque Tigelli 
« Diſcipulorum inter jubeo plorare cathedras.” 
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Mabau, 
NE bard who firſt adorn'd our native tongue 

I. Tun'd to his Britiſh lyre this ancient ſong: 
Which Homer might without a bluſh rehearſe, 
And leaves a doubtful palm in Virgil's verſe . 
He match'd their beauties, where they moſt excell; 
Of love ſung better, and of arms as well. 

Vouchſafe, illuſtrious Ormond, to behold 
What pow'r the charms of beauty had of old; 
Nor wonder if ſuch deeds of arms were done, 
Inipir'd by two fair eyes, that ſparkled like your 

own. 

If Chaucer by the beſt idea wrought, 
And poets can divine each otlier's thought, 
The faireſt nymph before his cyes he ſet ; 


And then the faireſt was Plantagenet; 


Who thtee contending princes made her prize, 
And rul'd the rival nations with her eyes: 

W ho leit immortal trophies of her fame, 

And to the nobleſt order gave the name. 

Like her, of equal kindred to the throne, 
You keep her conqueſts, and extend your own : 
As when the ſtars in their ethereal race, 

At length have roll'd around the liquid ſpace, 

At certain periods they reſume their place, 

From the ſame point of heav'n their courſe advance, 
And move in meaſures of their former dance ; 
Thus, after length of ages, ſhe returns, 

Reſtor'd in you, and the ſame place adorns; 

Or you perform her office in the ſphere, 


+ Born of het blood, and make a new Platonic year, 


O true Plantagenet, O race divine, 
(For beauty ſtil! is fatal to the line) 
Had Chaucer liv'd that angel- fact to view, 
Sure he had drawn his Emily from you: 
Or had you liv'd, to judge the doubttul right, 
Your noble Palamon had been the knight : 
And congu'ring Theſeus from his fide had ſent 
Your gen'rous lord to guide the Theban govern- 

ment. 

Time ſhall accompliſh that, and I ſhall ſee 

A Palamon in him, in you an Emily, 


4 


Already have the fates your path prepar'd, 
And ſure preſage your future ſway declar'd: 
When Weſtward, like the ſun, you took your way, 
And from benighted Britain bore the day, 

Blue Triton gave the ſignal from the ſhore, 
The ready Nereids heard, and ſwam before 
To ſmooth the ſeas; a ſott Eteſian gale 

But juſt infpir'd, and gently ſwell'q the fail ; 
Portunus took his turn, whoſe ample hand 
Heav'd up the lighten'd keel, and ſunk the ſand, 
And ſteer'd the ſacred veſſel ſate to land. 

The land, if not reſtrained, had me your way, 
Projeted out a neck, and jutted to the ſea. 
Hibernia, proſtrate at your feet, ador d, 

In you, the pledge of her expeQted lord; 

Due to her iſle; a venerable name; 

His father and his grandſire known to fame: 
Avv'd by that houſe, accuſtom'd to command, 
The ſturdy Kerns in due ſubjection ſtand; 
Nor bear the reins in any foreign hand. 

At your approach they crowded to the port; 
And ſcarcely landed, you create a court : 

As Ormond's harbinger, to you they run; 
For Venvs is the promiſe of the ſun. 

The waſte of civil wars, their towns deftroy'd, 
Pales unhonour'd, Ceres unemp.oy'd, 

Were all fergot; and one triumphant day 
Wip'd all the tears of three campaigns away. 
Blood, rapines, maſſacres, were cheaply bought, 
So mighty recompence your beauty brought. 

As when the dove returning, bore the mark 

Of earth reſtor'd to the long-lab'ring ark, 

The relics of mankind, ſecure of reit, 

Op*d ev'ry window to receive the gueſt, 

And tlie fair bearer of the meſſage bleſs'd ; 

So, when you came, with loud repeated cries, 

The nation took an omen from your eyes, 

And God advanc'd his rainbow in the ſkies, 

To fign inviolable peace reſtor'd 

The ſaints with ſolemn ſhouts proclaim'd the new 
' accord. 
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When at your ſecond coming you appear, 
{For I foretell the millenary year) | 
The ſharpen'4 ſhare ſhall vex the ſoil no more, 
But earth unbidden ſhall produce her tore : 

The land ſhall laugh, the circling-ocean ſmile, 
And heav'n's indulgence blefs the holy iſle. 

Heav'n from all ages has reſerv'd for you 
That happy clime, which venom never knew z 
Or if it had been there, your eyes alone 
Have pow'r to chaſe all poiſon, but their own. 

Now in this interval, which fate has caſt 
Betwixt your future glories, and your paſt, 

This pauſe of pow'r, tis Irelana*'s hour to mourn; 
While England celebrates your ſafe return, 

By which you ſeem the ſeaſons to command, 

And bring our ſummers back to their forſaken land. 

The vanquiſh'd iſle our leiſure muſt attend, 

Till the fair bleſſing we vouchſaſe to ſend ; 
Nor can we ſpare you long, tho' often we may lend, 
The dove was twice employ*d abroad, before 
The world was dry*d ; and the return'd no more. 

Nor dare we truſt fo ſoft a meſſenger, 

New from her ſickneſs, to that northern air; 

Reſt here awhile, your luſtre to reſtore, 
That they may ſee you as you ſhone before : 

For yet, th* eclipſe not wholly paſt, you wade 
Thro' ſome remains, and dimmeſs of a ſhace, 

A ſubject in his prince may claim a right, 

Nor ſuffer him with ſtrength impair'd to fight ; 
Till force returns, his ardour we 1eftrain, 

And curb his warlike with to croſs the main. 

Now paſt the danger, let the learn'd begj 
Th' enquzry, where diſeaſe could enter in; 

How thoſe malignant atoms ſorc'd their way, 
What in the faultleſs frame they {ound to make their 

prey ? 

Where ev'ry element was weigh'd ſo well, 

That heav'n alone who mix d the mals, could tell 
Which of the four ingredients could rebel; 

And where, impriſon'd in fo {ſweet a cage, 

A ſoul migit weil be pleas'd to paſs an age. 

And yet the five materiais made it weak ; 

Porcelain by being pure, is apt to break: 

E v'n to your breaſt the ſickneſs durſt aſpire; 
And iore d from that fair temple to retire, 
Protanely ſet the holy place on fire. 

In vain your lord like young Veſpaſtan mourn'd, 
When the fierce flames tue ſanctuary burn'd; 
And I prepaid to pay in verſes rude 
A moſt deteſted act of gratitude: 

Ev'n this had been your elegy, which now 
I offer*d for your health, the tablet of my vow. 
Your angel ſure our Mo1!ey's mind inſpir'd, 

o find the remedy our ill requir'd; 

As once the Macedon, by [ove's decree, 

Was tauglit to die am an herb for Prolomee 2 
Ur heav'n, which had ſuch over-coſt beftow'd, 
As ſcarce it couid afford to fleſh and blood, 

50 lk d the frame, he would not work anew, 
To fave the charges of another you, 

Or by his middle ſcience did he fteer, 

And ſaw ſome great contin,ent good appear, 

worth a miracle to keep you here. 
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Bleſs d be the pow'r which has at once reſtor'd 
The hopes of loſt ſucceſſion to your lord, 
Joy to the firſt, and laſt of each degree, 
Virtue to courts, and what I long' d to ſee, 
To you the graces, and the muſe to me. 
O daughter of the roſe, whoſe cheeks unite 
The diff ring titles of the red and white 
Who keav*n's alternate beauty well diſplay, 
The bluſh of morning, and the milky wayz 
Whoſe face is paradiſe, but fenc'd from fin: 
For Cod in either eye has plac*d a cherubin. 
All is your lord's alone; ev'n abhient, he 
Employs the care of chaite Penelope. 
For him you waſte in tears your widow'd hours, 
For lum your curious needle paints the flowers: 
Such works of old imperial dames were taught; 
Such for Aſcanius, fair Eliſa wrought, 

The ſoft receſſes of your hours improve 
The three fair pledges of your happy love: 
Al! other parts of pious duty done, 
You owe your Ormond nothing but a ſon: 
To fil in tuture times his father's place, 
And wear the garter of his mother's race. 
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BOOK L 


N days of old, there liv'd, of mighty fame 
A valiant prince; and Theſeus was his name: 


A chief, who more in feats of arms excell'd 


L he rifing nor the ſetting ſun beheld. 

Ot Arhens he was lord; much land he won, 
And added ſoreien countries to his crown: 

In Scythia with the warrior queen he ſtrove, 
Whom firſt by force he conquer'd, then by love; 
He horcht in triumph back the beauteous dame, 
With whom her fiſter, fair Emilia, came. 

With horovr to his home let Theſeus ride, 

Witi love to friene, ard fortune for his guide, 
And his victorious army at his fide. 

I paſs their warlike pomp, their proud array, 


The ſpouſuls of Hippolita the queen; 


An heir from you, who may redeem the falling kind. What tilts, and turneys at the feaſt were ſeen; 


Their ſhouts, their ſongs, their welcome on the way: 


But, were it not too long, I would recite 1 


The feats of Amazons, the fatal fight 


Betwixt the hardy queen, and hero knight. 1 
, The town hefiez'd, and how much blood it coſt 
Ihe female army and th* Athenian hoſt: | 
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The ſtorm at their return, the ladies fear : 

But theſe and other things I muſt forbear, 

The field is ſpacious I defign to ſow, 

With oxen far untit to draw the plow: 

The remnant of my tale is of a length 

To tire your patience, and to waite my ſtrength; 

And trivial accidents ſhall be forborn, 

That others may have time to take their turn; 

As was at firit er join'd us by mine hoſt : 

That he wuoſe tale is beſt, and pleaſes moſt, 

Shouid win his ſupper at our common coſt. 
And theretore where 1 left, I will purſue 

This antient ſtory, whether talfe or true, 

In hope t may be mended with a new. 

he prir.ce I mention'd, full of high renown, 

In thus array drew near ti Ataenian town 

When in his pomp and utmoſt or his pride, 

Marching, be chanc'd to caſt his eye aſide, 

And ſa v aquire of mourning dames, whio lay 

By two and two acroſs the common way: 

At his approach they rais'd a rueful cry, 

And beat their breatts, and held their hands on high, 

Creeping and crying till they ſeiz'd at laſt 

His courſer's bridle, and his feet embrac'd. 
Tell me, ſaid Thefeus, what and wher.ce you are, 

And why this funeral pageant you prepare: 

Is this the welcome of my worthy deeds, 

To meet my triumph in ill-omen'd weeds? 

Or envy you my pra ſe, and would deſtroy 

Wi hgrief my pleaſures, and pollute my joy? 

Or are you injur'd, and demand relief? 

Name your requeſt, and I will cafe your grief. 

The moſt in years of all the mourning train 

- Began ; (but ſounded firſt away tor pain) 

Then ſcarce recover'd, ſpoke: nor envy We 

Thy great renown, nor grudge thy victory; 

* [is thine, O king, th' afflicted to redreſs, 

And fame has fill'd the world with thy ſucceſs: 

We wretched women ſue for that alone, 

Which of thy goodneſs is reſus'd to none: 

Let fall ſome drops of pity on our grief, 

f what we beg be juſt, and we deſerve relief: 
For none of us, who now thy grace implore, 
Ear heid the rank of ſovereign queen betore ; 

Till, thanks to gidely chance which never bears 

7} hat mortal blifs ſhould laſt for length ot years, 

She caſt us headlong from our high eſtate, 

And here in hope of thy return we wait: 

And long have waited in the temple nigh, 

Built to the gracious goddeſo Clemency. 

But rev'rence thou the power whoſe name it bears, 
Relieve th' opprefs'd, and wipe the widows tears. 
I. wretched-1, have other fortune ſeen, 

The wife of Capaneus, and once a queen : 

At Thehes he fell; curs'd be the fatal day 

And all tlie reſt thou ſceſt in this array, 

To make their moan, their lords in battle loſt 
Before that town befteg'd by our confedrate hoſt: 
But Creon, old and impious, who commands 
Tae Theban city, and uſuips the lands, 

Denies the rites of fun'ral nires to thole 

Whoſe breathleſs bodies yet he calls his ſocs. 
Uypburn'd, unbury'd, on a heap they he 

Such is their fate, and ſuch his-tyranny ; 

No f:iend has leave to bear away the dead, 

But with their liteleſs limbs his hounds are fed; 
At th's the ſhriek'd aloud, the mourntful train 
Ealo'd ner grief, and grov'ling on the plain, 
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With groans, and hands upheld, to move his mind, 
Beſought his pity to their hetpleſs kind! 

The prince was touch'd, luis tears began to flow, 
And, as his tender heart would break in two, 
He figh'd; and could not but their fate deplore, 
do wretched now, fo fortunate before. 
Then l:;ghtly from his loity ſteed he flew, 
And 7aifing one by one the fuppliant crew, 
To comtort each, full ſolemnly he ſwore, 
That by the fait! which knights to knighthood bore, 
And what e'er elſe to Chivalry belongs, 
He would not ceaſe, till he reveng'd their wrongs: 
That Greece ould ſce per ſorm'd what he declar'd, 
And cruel Creon find his juſt reward. 
He faid no more, but ſhunning all delay, 
Rode on; nor enter*'d Athens on his way 
But left his tifter and his queen behind, 
And wav*d his royal hanner in the wind: 
Where in an argent field the god of war 
Was drawn triumphant ow his iron carr ; 


Red was his ſwor.! and Mield, and whole attire, 

And all the godhead ſeem'*d to glow with tire; 

Even the ground glitter'd where the ſtandard flew, 

And the grexi graſs was dy'd to ſanguin hue, 

High on his po.nted larice his pennon bore 

His Cre an fight, the conquer'd Minotaure: 

he folders ſhout around with generous rage, 

And in that victory, their own preſage. 

He prais'd their ardour : inly pleas'd to ſee 

His hoſt the flow'r of Grecian chivalry. 

All day he march'd; and all th' enfuing night; 

And ſaw the city with returning light. 

The proceſs of the war I need not tell, 

How Theſeus conquer*d, and ho Creon fell: 

Or atter, how 5 ſtorm the walls were won, 

Or how the victor ſack'd and burn'd the town : 

How to the ladies he reſtor'd again 

The bodies of their lords in battle lain : 

And with what ancient rites hey were interr'd; 

| All theſe to fitter time ſhall be deferr'd: 

I ſpare the widows tears, their woful cries 

And howling at their huſband obſequies; 

How Theſeus at theſe fun'rals did aſſiſt, 

And with what giſts the mourning dames diſmiſs'd, 

Thus when tie victor chief had Creon lain 

And conquer'd Thebes, he pitch'd upon the plain 

His mighty camp, and when the day return'd, 

The country waſted, and the hamlets burn'd 

And left the pillagers, torapine bred, 

| Without controul to ſtrip and ſpoil the dead, 

| There, ina heap of flain, among the reſt 

, wo youthful knights they found beneath a load 
oppreſs*d 

Of flavghter'd foes, whom fir to death they ſent, 

The trophies of their flrength, a bloody monu- 
ment, 

Noth fair, and both of royal blood they ſeem'd, 

Whom kinſmen to the crown the heralds deem d; 

That day in equal arms they fought for ſame; 

Their ſwords, their ſhields, their ſurcoats were the 
ſame. 

Clofe by egch other laid they prefs'd the ground, 

Their manly boſoms pierc'd with many 3 griefly 
wound; 

Nor well a ive, nor wholly dead they were, 

But ſome faint figns of icebie life appear: 

The wandring breath was on the wing to part, 

Weak was the pulſe, and hardly heav'd the heart 
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Theſe two were ſiſters ſons; and Arcite one, 
Much fam'd in fields, with valiant Palamon. 
From theſe their coſtly arms the ſpoilers rent, 
And ſoſtly both convey'd to Theſeus' tent 
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Then look'd below, and from the caſtle*s height 
Zeheld a nearer and more pleaſing fight : 

The garden, which before he had not ſeen, 7 
In ſpring's new livery clad of white and green, 


Whom known of Creon's line, and cur'd with care, | Freſh flow'rs in wide parterres, and ſhady walks 


He to his city ſent as pris*ners of the wa, 
Hopeleſs of ranſom, and cordemn's to lie, 
In durance, doom'd a ling'ring death to die. 

This done, he march'd away with warlike found, 
And to his Athens turn'd with laurels crown'd, 
Where happy long he liv'd, much lov'd and more 

renown'd, | 
But in a tow'r, and never to be loos'd, 
The woful captive kinfmen are enclos'd. 

Thus year by year they paſs, and day by day, 
Till once, ('twas on the morn of chearful May) 
The young Emilia, fairer to be ſeen 
Than the fair lily on the flow'ry green, 

More treſh than May herfelt in bloſſoms new 
(For with the roſy colour ſtrove her hue) 

Wak'd as her cuſtom was before the day, 

To do th* obſervance due to ſprightly May: 

For ſprightly May commands our youth to keep 


between. 

This view'd, but not enjoy'd, with arms acroſs 
He ſtood, reflectirg on his country's loſs ; 
Himſelf an object of the public ſcorn, 
And otten wiſh'd he never nad been born. 
At laſt (for fo his deſtiny requir'd) 
With walking giddy, and with thinking tir'd, 
He thro? a little window caſt his ſight, 
Tho? thick of hars, that gave a ſcanty light 4 
But ev*n that glimm'ring ſerv'd him to deſcry 
TH inevitable charms of Emily | 
S arce had he ſeen, bur ſeiz'd with ſudden ſmart, 
Stung to the quick, he ſelt it at his heart; 
Struck blind with overpow*ring light he ſtood, 
Then ſtarted back amaz'd, and cry'd aloud. 

Young Arcite heard; and up he ran with haſte, 
To h-1þ his friend, and in his arms embrac'd ; 
And aſk'd him why he look*d fo ceatly wan, 


The vigils of her night, and breaks their fluggard|{ And whence, and how his change of cheer began? 


ſleep: 

Fach gentle breaſt with kindly warmth ſhe moves; 
Inſpices new flames, revives extinguiſhed loves ; 
In this remembrance Emily ere day 
Aroſe, and dreſs'd herfelt in rich array; 
Freſh as the month, and as the morning fair; 
Adown her ſhoulders fell her length of hair: 
A ribband did the braided treſſes hind, 
The reſt was looſe, and war:ton'd in the wind: 
Aurora had but newly chas'd the night, 
And purpPd o'er the ſky with bluſhing light, 
When to the garden- walk ſhe tcok her way, 
To ſport and trip along in cool of day, 
And offer maicen vows in honour of the May. 

At ev'ry turn, ſhe made a little ſtand, 
And thruſt among the thorns her lily hand 
To draw the roſe and ev'ry roſe ſhe drew 
She ſhook the tal, and bruſh'd away the dew ; 
Then party-colour'd flow'rs of white and red 
dhe wore, to make a gar land for her head: 
This done, ſhe ſung and caroll'd out fo clear, 
That men and angels might rejoice to hear, 
Ev'n wond'ring Philomel forgot to fing ; 
And learn'd from her to welcome in the ſpring. 
1 de tow'r, of which before was mention made, 
Within whoſe keep the captive knizhts were laid, 
Built of a large extent, and ſtrong withal, 
* 45 One partition of the palace wall: 
e garden was enclos'd within the ſquare 
hen young Emilia took the morrins air. 

It happen'd Palamon the pris*ner knight, 
Retlefs tor woe, aroſe before the ligt, 
And with his jailor's leave deſir'd to breathe 
A ar more woe me than the damps beneath, 
uus granted, to the tow'r e took h.s way, 
C cer q with the promiſe of a ziorious day: 
hen caſt a lan wiſhing regard around, 
And ſaw with hateful eyes the temples crown'd 
* th golden ſpires, and all the boſtile ground. 
fle fich d, and turn'd his eyes, becauſe he knew 
Las but a larger jail he had in view : 


Or who had done th' offence ? but if, ſaid he, 

Your eriet alone is hard captivity; 

For love of heav'n, with patience undergo 

A curcleſs ill fince ſate will have it ſo: 

So ſtood our horoſcope in chains to lie, 

And Saturn in the dungeon of the ſky, 

Or other baleful aſpeR, rul'd our birth, 

Wien all the lriendiy ſtars were under earth: 

Whate'er betides, by deſtiny *tis done; 

Ard better bear like men, than vainly ſeek to ſhun. 

Nor of my bonds, faid Palamon again, 

Nor of unhappy planets I complain ; 

But when my mortal anguiſh caus'd my cry, 

hat moment 1 was hurt thro” either eye: 

Pierc'd with a random-ſhaft, I faint away 

And periſh with inſenfible decay: 

A glance of ſome new goddeſs gave the wound, 

Whom, like Acteon, unaware I found. 

ook how ſhe walks along yon ſhady ſpace, 

Not Juno moves with more majeſtic grace; 
\nd all the Cyprian queen is in her face. 

I thou art Venus, (or thy charms confeſs 

| That face was form'd in heav'n) nor art thou leſs; 

| Diſzuis'd in habit, undiſguis'd in ſhape, 

O help us captives from our chains to ſcape 3 

But if our doom he paſt in bonds to lie 

For lifc, and in a loathſome dungeon die; 

Then be thy wrath appeas'd with our diſgrace, 

And ſhew compaſſion to the I] heban race, 

Oppreſs'd by tyrant pow'r ! while yet he ſpoke, 

Arcite on Emily had nx'd his look 

| The fatal dart a ready paſſage found, 

And deep within his heart infix d the wound: 

So that it Palamon were wounded fore, 

| Arcite was hurt as much as he, or more: 

| Then from his inmoit foul he figh'd, ard ſaid, 

| The beauty 1 Hel old has ſtiuck me dead: 

'Urknowinvly the ſtrikes ; and Kills by chance; 

' Poiſon is in her eves, and death in ev'ry glance. 

0, Ii muſt aſx; ror aſk alone, but rove 

| Her mind to mercy, or mult die tor love. 
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Thus Arcite : and thus Palamon replies, 
{Eager his tone, and ardent were his ey es.) 
Speak ſt thou in earneſt, or in jeſting vein ? 
Jeſting, ſaid Arcite, ſuits hut ill with pain. 

It ſuits far worſe, (faid Palamon again, 

And bent his brows) with men who honour weigh, 
Their faith to break, their triendthip to betray ; 
But worſt with thee, of noble lineage born, 

My kinſman, and in arms my brother ſworn. 
Have we not plighted each our holy oath, 

That one ſhould be the common good of both? 
One ſoul ſhould hoth infpire, and neither prove 
His tellow's hindrance in purſuit ot love? 

To this before the gods we gave our hands, 
And nothing but qur death can break the bands. 
This binds thee, then, to farther my detign ; 

As l am bound by vow to farther thine : 

Nor canſt, nor dar*ſt thou, traitor, on the plain 
Appeach my honour, or thy own maintain, 
Since thou art of my council, and the triend 
Whoſe faith I truft, and on whoſe care depend: 
And wouldit thou court my lady's love, which I 
Much rather than releaſe, would chuſꝭ to die? 
But thou, talſe Arcite, never ſhalt obtain 

Thy bad pretence ; I told thee tirft my pain: 
For firit my love began ere thine was born; 
Thou, as my council, and my brother ſworn, 
Art bound t' aſſiſt my ekderſkin of right, 

Or juſtly to be deem'd a perjur'd kn:zlit, 

Thus Palamon: but Arcite witi diſdain 
In tau ghty language thus reply'd again: 
Forſworn thyſeif: the traito:'s odious name 
I nrſt return, and then diſprove thy claim. 

If love be pation, and that patſion nurſt 

With ſtrong deſires, I lov'd the lady tirtt. 
Caunſt thou pretend deſire, whom zeal inflam'd 
To worſhip, and a pow'r celeſtial nain's * 
Thine was devotion to the bleſt above, 

I] ſaw the woman, and deſir'd her love; 

Frſt own'd my paiſion, and to thee commend 
Ti” important ſecret, as my choſen friend. 
Suppoſe (which yet I grant not) thy deſire 

A moment elder than my rival nue; 

Can chance of ſeeing firſt thy title prove? 
And know'ſt thou not, no law is made tor love? 
Law is to things which to free choice relate; 
Love is not in our choice, but in our fate: 
Laws are but poiitive : love's pow'r we ſce 

Is nature's ſanction, and her firſt decree. 

Each day we break the bond of human laws 
For love, and vindicate the common cauſe, 
Laws for deſence of civil rights are plac d, 


Love throvs the tences down, and makes a genera! 


waſte; 
Maids, widows, wives, without diſtinqtion (a!l ; 


The fweeping deluge, love, comes on, and cover: 


all. 


If then the laws of friendſhip I tranſzrefs, 2 


I keep the greater, while I breaꝶ the leſs; 


And both are mad alike, fince neither can poſſeſs. ) 


But hopelefs to be ranfom'd, never more 
To ſee the ſvn but as he paſſes o'er. 

Like Eſon's hounds contending for the hone, 
Each pleaded right, and would be lord alone: 
The fruitleſs fight continu'd all the day; 

A cur came by, 111 ſnatch'd vuc prize away 
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As courtiers therefore juſtle for a grant, 
And when they break their frieadſhip, plead thei 
want, 
So thou, if tortune will thy ſuit advance, 
Love on; nor envy me my equal chance: 
For I muſt love, and am reſolv'd to try 
My fate, or falling in th' adventure die. 
Great was their ſtrife, which hourly was re- 
new'd, | 
Till each with mortal hate his rival view'sd : 
Now friends no more, nor walking hand in hand; 
But when they met, they made a ſurly ſtand; 
And glar'd like angry lions as they paſs'd, 
And wifh'd that ev'ry look might he their laſt. 
It chanc'd at length, Pirithous came, t' attend 
This worthy Theſeus, his familiar friend: 
Their love in carly iniancy began, 
And roſe as childhood ripen'd into man. 
Companions of the war; and lov*d fo well, 
That when one dy'd, as ancient ſtories tell, 
His fellow to redeem him went to hell. 
But to purſue my tale ; to welcome home 
His warlike brother, is Pirithous come: 
Arcite of Thebes was known in arms long fince, 
And konour'd by this young Theſſalian prince. 
Theieus, to gratify his friend and gueſt, 
Who made our Arcite's freedom his requeſt, 
Reſtor'd to liberty the captive knight, 
But on theſe hard conditions I recite: 
That if hereatter Arcite ſhould be found 
Within the compaſs of Athenian ground, 
By day or niglit, or on whate'er pretence, 
His head ſhould pay the forteit of th' offence. 
To this, Pirithous for his friend, agreed, 
And on his promiſe was the.pris'ner freed. 
Unpleas'd and penfive hence he takes his wayy 
\t his own peril; for his life muſt pay. 
Who now but Arcite mourns his bitter fate, 
Finds his dear purchaſe, and repents too late? 
What have I gain'd, he ſaid, in priſon pent, 
If ] but change my bonds for haniſhment? 


And baniſh'd from her ſight, I ſuffer more 
In freedom, than J felt in bonds before; 

| Forc'd from her preſence, and condemn'd to live: 
Unwetcome freedom, and unthank'd reprieve : 
| Heav*n is not but where Emily abides, 

and where ſhe's abſent, all is hell beſides. 
Next to my day of birth, was that accurſt 
Which bound my friendhip to Pirithons firſt: 
Had I not known tliat prince I ſtill had been 
In bondage, and had ſtill Emilia ſcen: 

For tho” I never can her grace deſerve, 

is recompence enough to ſee and ferve, 


O Pelamon, my kinſman ard my ſriend, f 
[How much more happy fates thy love attend 
Thine is the adventure; thine the victory: 
Woll has thy fortune turn'd the dice for thee: 
Thou on that angel's face mayſt feed thy eyes, 
In priſon, no; but bliſ f paradiſe! 

Thou daily ſeeſt that ſon of beauty ſhine, 

And lov'i at leaſt in love's extremeſt line. 

| mourn in abſence, love's eternal night, 

And who can tell but ſince thou haſt her fight, 
And art a comely, young and valiant knight, 
Fortune (a various pow'r) may ceaſe to frown, a 
And by ſome ways unknown thy wiſhes cron 
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But I, the moſt ſorlorn of human kind, 

Nor help can hope, nor remedy car find; 

But doom'd to drag my loathſome life in care, 

For my reward muſt end it in deſpair. 

Fire, water, air, and earth, and force of fates 

That governs all, and heav*n that all creates, 

Nor art, nor nature's hand can eaſe my grief, 

Nothing but death, the wretch's laſt relief: 

Then farewel, youth, and all the joys that dwell 

With youth and life, and life itſelf farewell, 
But why, alas! do mortal men in vain 

Of fortune, fate, or providence complain ? 

God gives us what he knows our wants require, 

And better things than thoſe which we deſire: 

Some pray for riches; riches they obtain; 

But watch'd by robbers, for their wealth are lain: 

Some pray from priſon to be freed; and come 

When guilty of their vows, to fall at home; 

Murder*d by thoſe they truſted with their life; 

A favour'd ſervant, or a boſom wife. 

Such dear-bought bleſſings happen ev'ry day, 

Becauſe we know not for what things to pray. 

Like drunken ſots about the ſtreets we roam; 

Well knows the ſot he has a certain home; 

Yet knows not how to find th* uncertain place, 

And blunders on, and ſtaggers ev'ry pace. 

Thus all ſeek happineſs; but few can find, 

For far the greater part of men are blind. 

This is my caſe, who thought our utmoſt good 

Was in one word of freedom underſtood : 

The fatal bleſſing came: from priſon free, 

] ſtarve abroad, and loſe the fight of Emily, 
Thus Arcite; but if Arcite thus deplore 

His ſuft*rings, Palamon yer ſuffers more. 

For when he knew his rival freed and gone, 


He ſwells with wrath; he makes outrageous moan: 
He frets, he fumes, he ſtares, he ſtamps the ground; 


The hollow tow'r with clamours rings around: 
With briny tears he bath'd his fetter'd feer, 

And drop'd all o'er with agony of ſwear. 

Alas! he cry'd, I wretch in priſon pine, 

Too happy rival, while the fruit is thine: 

Thou liv'ſt at large, thou draw'ſt thy native air, 
Pleag'd with thy freedom, proud of my deſpair: 


Thou may*ſt, fince thou haſt youth and courage join'd, 


A tweet behaviour, and a ſolid mind, 
Aſſemble ours, and all the Theban race, 
Jo vindicate on Athens thy diſgrace. 
And aſter (by ſome treaty made) poſſeſs 
Fair Emily, the pledge of laſting peace. 
do thine ſhall be the beauteous prize, while I 
14 . * « .* . 
aft anguiſh in deſpair, in priſon die. 
dus all th* advantage of the ſtrife is thine, 


ty portion double joys, and double ſorrows mine. 


the rage of jealouſy then fir'd his ſoul, 
Aud is face kindl'd like a burning coal: 
Now cold deſpair, fucceeding in her ſtead, 
o lig paleneſs turns the glowing red. 
His blood ſcarce liquid, creeps within his veins, 
Like water which the freezing wind conſtrains. 
Ihen thus he ſaid ; Eternal deities, 
Vo rule the world with abſolute decrees, 
And write whatever time ſhall bring to paſs 
With pens of adamant, on plates of braſs ; 
* dat 15 the race of human kind your cafe 
Beyond what all his fellow-creatures are? 
He with the reſt is liable to pain, 


A ! Vi 4 * . 
55 a. like the ſheep, his brother. beaſt, is ſlain. 
e. . 1. 


Cold, hunger, priſons, ills without a cure, 

All theſe he muſt, and guiltleſs oſt, endure: 
Or does your juſtice, pow'r, or prefcience fa l, 
When the good ſutier, and the bad prevail? 
What worſe to wretched virtue could befall, 
If fare, or giddy fortune govern'd all? 

Nay, worſe than other beaſts is our eſtate? 
Them, to purſue their pleaſures you create; 
We, bound by harder laws, muſt curb our will, 
And your commands, not our cefires fulfill: 
Then when the creature is unjuſtly flain, 

Yet after death atdeaſt-he feels no pain; 

But man in life ſurcharęd with woe before, 
Not freed when dead, is doom'd to ſuffer more. 
A ſerpent ſhoots his ſting at unaware 

An ambuſh'd thief forelays a traveller; 


This let divines decide; but well I know, 
Juſt, or unjuſt, I have my ſhare of woe: 
Through Saturn ſeated in a luckleſs place, 
And Juno's wrath, that perſecutes my race; 
Or Mars and Venus in a quartil, move 

My pangs of jealouſy for Arcite's love. 

Let Palamon oppreſs'd in bondage mourn, 
While to his exil'd rival we return. 

By this the Sun declining from his height, 
The day had ſhortned to prolong the night: 
The lengthen'd night gave length of miſery 
Both to the captive lover, and the tree. 

For Palamon in endleſs priſon mourns, 

And Arcite forfeits life if he returns. 

The baniſh'd never hopes his love to ſee, 
Nor hopes the captive lord his liberty: 

"Tis hard to ſay who ſuffers greater pains; 
One ſees his love, but cannot break his chains: 
One free and all his motions uncontroul'd, 


hold 
Judge as you pleafe, for I will haſte to tell 
What fortune to the baniſh'd knight betel. 
When Arcite was to Thebes return'd again, 
The loſs of her he lov'd renew'd his pain; 
What could be worſe, than never more to ſee 
His life, his ſoul, his charming Emily ? 
He rav'd with all the madneſs of deſpair, 
He roar'd, he beat his breaſt, he tore his hair. 
Dry ſorrow in his ſtupid eyes appears, 
For wanting nouriſhment, he wanted tears: 
His eye-balls in their hollow fockets fink, 
Bereft of ſleep; he loaths his meat and drink. 
He withers at his keart, and looks as wan 
As the pale ſpectre of a murder'd man: 
That pale turns yellow, and his face receives 
The faded hue of ſapleſs boxen leaves: 
in ſolitary groves he makes his moan, 
Walks early out, and ever is alone. 


But ſighs when ſongs and inſtruments he hears: 
His ſpirits are ſo low, his voice is drown'd, 
He hears as from afar, or in a ſwound, 
Like the deaf murmurs of a diſtant found ; 
Uncomb'd his locks, and ſqualid his attire, 
Unlike the trim of love and gay cefire 
But full of muſeſul mopings, which preſage 
The loſs of reaſon, and conclude in 1 age. 

This when he had endur'd a year and more, 


Now wholly chang'd from what he was before, 
E b 
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The man lies murder'd, while the thief and ſnake, 
One gains the thickets, and one thrids the brake. 


Beholds whate'cr he would, but what he wou's be- 


Nor mix'd in mirth, in youthful pleaſures ſhares, 
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It happen'd once, that ſlumb'ring as he lay, 

He dreamt (his dream began at break of day) 
That Hermes o'er his head. in air appear'd, 

And with ſoft words his droopir fpirits cheer'd : 
His hat, adorn'd with wings, diſclos'd the god, 
And in his hand he hore the ſleep=compelling rod: 
Such as he ſcem'd, when at his ſire's command 
On Argus' head he laid the ſnaky wand; 

Ariſe, he ſaid, to conqu' ring Athens go, 

There fate appoints an end of all thy woe. 

The fright awaken'd Arcite with a ſtart, 
Againſt his Fofom bounc'd his leaving heart; 
But ſoon he ſaid, with ſcarce recover'd breath, 
And thither will I zo to meet my death, 

Sure to he ſlain ; but death is my defire, 

Since in Emilia's fight I thall expire. 

By chance he ſpy'd a mirrour while he ſpoke, 
And gazing there beheld his alter'd look; 
Wond'ring, he ſaw his features and his hue 

So much were chang'd, that ſcarce himſelf he knew, 
A ſudden thought then ſtarting in his mind, 
Since I in Arcite cannot Arcite find, 

The world may ſearch in vain with all their eyes, 
But never penetrate through this diſguiſe. 


In low eſtate I may ſecurely live, 

And ſee unknown my miſtreſs day by day: 

He faid; and cloatli'd himſelf in coarſe array; 

A lab'ring kind in ſhew: then forth he went, 

And to th Athenian tow'rs his journey bent: 

One ſquire attended in the ſame diſguiſe, 

Made conſcious of his maſter's enterprize. 

Arriv'd at Athens, ſoon he came to court, 

Unknown, unqueſtion'd in that thick reſort ; 

Proff ring for hire his ſervice at the gate, 

To drudge, draw water, and to run or wait. 
So fair befel him, that for little gain 

He ferv'd at firit Emilia's chamberlain ; 

And watchful all advantages to ſpy, 

Was ſtill at hand, and in his maſter's eye; 

And as his bones were big, and finews ſtrong, 

Refus'd no toil that could to ſlaves belong; 

But from deep wells with engines water drew, 

And us'd his noble hands the wood to hew, 

He paſs'd a year at leaſt attending thus 

On Emily, and called Philoſtratus. 

But never was there man of his degree 

So much eſteem'd, ſo well belov'd as he. 

So gentle of condition was he knou n, 

That through the court his courteſy was blown : 

All think him worthy of a greater place, 

And recommend him to the royal grace; 

That exercis'd within a higher ſphere, 

His virtues more conſpicuous might appear. 

Thus by the general voice was Arcite prais'd, 

And by great Theſeus to high favour rais'd ; 

Among his menial ſervants firſt enrell'd, 

And largely entertain'd with ſums of gold: 

Beſides what ſecretly from Thebes was ſent, 

Of his own income, and his annual rent. 

This well employ' d, he purchas'd friends and ſame, 

But cautiouſly conceal'd from whence it came. 

Thus for three years he liv'd with large increaſe, 

In arms of honour, and eſteem in peace; 

To Theſeus' perſon he was ever near, 

And Theſeus for his virtues held him dear. 


THE END OF THE FIRST BROOK, 
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\ HILE Arcite lives in blits, the Gory turns 
Where hopeleſs Palamon in priſon mou. ny 

For ſix long years immur'd, the captive Knight 

Had &ragg'd his-chains, and ſcarcely ſcen the light; 

Loſt liberty, and love at once he bore ; 

His priſon pain'd him much, his paſſion more : 

Nor dares he hope lus fetters to remove, 


Thanks to the change which grief and ſickneſs give,' Nor ever wiſhes to be free from love. 


But when the fixth revolving year was run, 
And May. within the twins receiv'd the tun, 
Were jt by chance, or forceful deſtiny, 
Which forms in cavſes firſt whate'er ſhall be, 
Aſſiſted by a friend one moonleſs night, 
This Palamon from priſon took his flight: 

A ple:ſant beverage he prepar d before 

Of wine and honey mix'd, with added Nore 
Of opium; to his keeper this he brought, 
Who ſwallow'd unaware the fleepy draught, 
And ſnor'd ſecure till morn, his ſenſes bound 
In lumber, and in long oblivion drown'd. 
Short was the night, and careful Palamon 

| Sought the next covert ere the riſing ſun. 


A thick ſpree! foreſt near the city lay, ? 
To this with lengthen'd ſtrides he took his way, ( 


(For far he could not fly, and fear'd the Gay :) 


Till the brown ſhadows of the friendly night 
To Thebes might favour his intended flight. 
When to his country come, his next deſign 
Was all the 'Theban race in arms to join, 

And war on Theſeus, till he loſt his life, 

Or won the beauteous Emily to wile. . 
Thus while his thoughts the ling'ring day begui.e, 
To gentle Arcite let us turn our ſtile; 

Who little dreamt how nigh he was to care, 
'Till treach'rovs fortune caugꝭ t him in the ſnare. 
The morning-lark, the meſſenger ot day, 
Saluted in her ſong the morning gray! 

And ſoon the ſun aroſe with beams fo bright, 


Saſe from purſuit, he meant to ſhun the light, 


ſight; 
He with his tepid rays the roſe renews, 
| And licks the dropping leaves, and dries the dews; 
When Arcite left his bed, reſolv'd to pay 
Obſervance to the month of merry May : 
Forth on his fiery ſteed betimes he rode, 
That ſca cely prints the turf on which he trod: 
At eaſe he ſeem'd, and prancing o'er the plains, 
Turn'd only to the grove his horſe's reins, 
The grove I nam'd before ; and lighting there, 
A woodbind garland ſought to crown his hat; 


That all th' horizon laugh'd to ſee the joyous . 
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Then turn'd his face againſt the riſing day, 
And tais'd his voice to welcome in the May. 


For thee, ſweet month, the groves green liv'ties wear, 


If not the firſt, the faireſt of the year 

For thee the Graces lead the dancing hours, 
And Nature's ready pencil paints the flowers: 
When thy ſhort reign is paſt, the ſev'riſn ſun 


The ſultry Tropic fears, and moves more flowly on, 


So may thy tender bloſſoms ſear no blite, 

Nor goats with venom'd teeth thy tendrils bite, 
As thou ſhalt guide my wand'ring ſcet to find 
The fragrant greens 1 feek, my brows to bind. 


His vow; addrefs*d, within the grove he ſtray' d, 


Till Fate, or Fortune, near the place convey'd 
His ſteps where ſecret Palamon was laid. 
Full little thought of him the gentle knight, 


Who flying death had there conceal d his flight, 
In brakes and brambles hid, and ſhunning mortal 


ſight. 

Ant lefs he knew him for his hated foe, 
But ſcar'd him as a man he did not know, 
But as it has been ſaid of ancient years, 

hat field 
For this the wiſe are ever on their guard 
For, unforeſeen, they ſay, is unprepar d. 
CUncautious Arcite thought himſelf alone, 
And leſs than all cuſpected Palamon, 


Who liſt ning heard him, while he ſcarel'd the 


Frove — 5 
And loudly ſung his roundelay of love. 
But on the fudden ftopp'd, and ſilent food, 


(As lovers often muſe, and change their mood ;) 


Now high a5 hrav 'n, and then as low as h ell ; 
Now up, now down, as buckets in a well: 


For Venus, like 
Ani ſeldom ſhall ve fee a Friday c ear. 

Thus Arcite having ſung, with alter'd hue 
Sunk on the ground, and from his boſom drew 
A deſp'rate ſigh, accuſing heav'n and fate, 

And angry ſuno's unrelenting hate, 


1 


Cui he the day when firſt I did appear; 
Let it be hlotted from the calendar, 
Le 45 


Still y „In the le . queen put rſuc our race? 
Cadmus is dead, the Theban city Was: 

Vet ceaſes not = hate : for all who come 
From Cadmvs are involv'd in Cadmus' doom. 
i fuffer for my blood: unjuſt decree 

That puniſhes another's crimes on me. 


ly 


man eftate I ſerve my mortal foe, 
die man who caus'd my country's overthrow. 
1145 is not all; for Juno, to my ſhame, 


Has forc'd me to forfake my former name; 
"cite I was, Philoſttatus lam. 


That fide of heav'n is all my enemy : 

Mars ruin'd Thebes; his mother ruin'd me. 
; 1 41 The royal race remains but one 
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Wiom Theſ-us holds in bonds, and will not free; 
Without a crime, except his kin to me. 
- ct theſe, and all the reſt 1 could endure ; 
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$ 2 malady without a cure: 
Fierce love — pierc'd me with his ftery dart, 
He tries within, and hiſſes at my heart. 
You & brig ny Mm. ily, my 1 tate zurſue ; 
| ſuffer tor tlie ret, I dic for you. 
Of ſuch a godelef e le: 
» NO time IVES TEC ord, 


\ L. 
Vio bura'd the temple where ce vas 


And let it burn, I never will complain, 
|Pleas'd with my ſuff rings, it you knew my 


pain : 
At this a fickly qualm his heart affail'd, 
His ears ring inw ard. and his ſenſes fail'd. 

No word miſs d Palamon of all he ſpoke, 

But ſoon to deadly pal» he chang'd his look: 
He trembl'd ev'ry limb, and felt a ſmart, 
As if cold ſteel had glided through his heart; 
Nor longer ſtaid, but ſtarting from his place, 
Diſcover'd ſtood, and ſhew'd his hoſtile face: 

Falſe traytor Arcite, traytor to thy blood, 
Bound by thy ſacred oatſi to ſeek my good, 
Now art thou found forſworn, for Emily ; 
And dar'ſt attempt her love, for whom | die. 
'So haſt thou cheated Theſeus with a wile, 
{Againſt thy vow, returning to beguile 
Under a horrow'd name: as falſe to me, 
'So falſe thou art to him who ſet thee free: 
But reſt aſſur'd, that either thou ſhalt die, 
Or elſe renounce thy claim in Emily: 
For though unarm'd I am, and (freed by chance) 
Am here without my ſword or pointed lance; 
Hope not, baſe man, unqueſtion'd hence to go, 
For I am Palamon, thy mortal foe. 

Arcite, who heard his tale, and knew the man, 
His ſword unſheath'd, and fiercely thus began: 
Now by the gods, who govern heav'n above, 
Wert thou not weak with hunger, mad with love, 
That word had heen thy laſt, or in this grove 
This hand ſhould force thee to renounce thy love. 
Phe ſurety which I gave thee, I defie; 

"ool, not to know that love endures no tie, 5 

And [ove but laughs at lovers perjury, 

Know I will ſerve the fair in thy deſpight; 

But fince thou art my kinſman, and a knight, 

Here, have my faith, to-morrow in this grove 

Our arms ſhall plead the titles of our love: 

And heav*n fo help my right, as I alone 

Will come, and keep the cauſe and quarrel both un- 

known 

With arms of proof both for myſelf and thee; 

Chuſe thou the beſt, and leave the worſt to me. 

And, that at better eaſe, thou maiſt abide, 

Bedding and clothes 1 will this night provide, 

And needful ſuſtenance, that thou maiſt be 

A conqueſt better won, and worthy me. 

His promiſe Palamon accepts ; ; but pray'd, 

To kerp it better than the firſt he made. 

Thus fair they parted till the morrow's dawn, 

For each had laid his plighted fa:th to pawn. 

Oh Love” £ thou ſternly doſt thy pow'r maintain, J 
Ant wilt not hear a rival in thy reign, p 
Tyrants and thou all fellowſhip difdain. 3 

This was in Arcite prov'd and Palamon, 

Both in deſpair, yet each would love alone. 

Arcite return'd, and, as in honour ty'd, 

His foe with bedding, and with food ſupply' d: 

Then, ere the day, two ſuits of armour fought, 

Which born before him on his ſteed he brought: 
goth were of ſhining ſteel, and wrought ſo pure, 

As miglit the ſtrokes of two ſuch arms endure. 

Now, at the time, and in th' appointed place, 

"The challenges, and challeng'd, face to face, 
Approach; each other from afzr they knew, 


| And from afar their hatred chang'd their hoe. 
do Nands the Thracian herdſman with his ſpear, 
Bull in the gap, and hopes the haunted bear, 
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And hears lum ruſtling in the wood, and ſees He gaz d with wonder on their £qual migl:t, Ai! dog 
His courte at diſtance by the bending trees ; Look d eager on, but knew not either knight: Fes. 
And thinks, here comes my mortal enemy. Reſolv'd to learn, he ſpur d his fiery ſteed What « 
And either he muſt fall in fight, or I: With goring rowels, to provoke his ſpeed. Two yo 
This while he thinks, he lifts aloft his dart; The minute ended that began the race, The ma 
A gen'rous chilneſs ſeizes ev'ry part; So ſoon he was betwixt em on the place; And los 
The veins pour back the blood, and fortifie the And with his ſword unſheath'd on pain of life der thei 
heart. Commands both combatants to ceaſe their ſtrife From | 
Thus pale they meet; their eyes with fury burn; | Then with imperious tone purſues his thrrat; Kings t 
None greets; for none the greeting will return: What are you? why in arms together met ? But lov 
But in dumb ſurlineſs, each arm'd with care 4 How Carcs your pride preſume againſt my laws, 
His foe proteſt, as brother of the war: As in a liſted field to fight your cauſe ? This the 
Then both, no moment loſt, at once advance Cnaſk'd the royal grant ; no marſhal by, Such pit 
Azainit each other, arm'd with ſword and lance: As kni ghtly rites require ; nor judge to try Ther let 
They laſh, they ſoin, they paſs, tlicy ſtrive to bore | Then Palamon with ſcarce recover'd breath, From th 
Their ne, and the thinneit parts explore. Thus haſty ſpoke; we both deſerve the death, He pt 
Thus two long hours in equal arms they ſtood, And both would die; for look the world around, ect 
And wounded, wound; till both were bath'd in| A pair ſo wretched is not to be ſound. In 
blood; Our life's a load; encumber'd with the charge, 7 
And not a foot of ground had either got, We long to ſet tii' impriſon'd ſoul at large. 955 
As if the world depended on the ſpot. Now as thou art a ſovercign judge, decree : Then 
Fell Arcite like an angry tiger far'd, The rightful coom of death to him and me, ( Hs naffi 
And like a lion Palamon appear d: Let neither find thy grace; for grace is cruelty. And eit 
Or as two boars whom love to battle draws, Me firſt, O kill me firſt; and cure my woe: Hic 
With rifing briſtles, and with froathy jaws,: Ihen ſheath we ſword of juitice on ed foe : Ihe 
Their adverſe hreaits with tuſks.obligue they wound; Or E m firit j for when his name is head, Lorn fre 
With grunts and groans the foreſt rirgs around.. | He torer noſt will receive his due rev rand, Was pe 
So fought the knights, and fighting muſt abide, { Arcite of 1 bes is he; thy mortal for, Thus po 
Till fate an umpire ſends their diff rence to decide, On vom thy grate did liberty beſtow, rd fas 
The pow'r that miniſters to (God's decrees, But firit contraded. that if ever found 7 
And executes on earth what heaven fort ſecs, | By Cay ot night upon th' Atkenian ground, Ard wit 
Call'd provid dence, or chance, or fatal ſway, | lis head ſhould pay the forfeit : ſee ene Coarſe 
Comes with reſiſtleſ force, and finds or make: a. he perjur'd knight, His oath and honour ſcom's 
WAY. : j Cor this 15 he, who with 2 korron'd name Toro re 
Nor kings, nor nations, nor united pow'r And proficr'd ſe vice, to thy palace came, A deal 
One moment can retard th appointed cur. Now cali'd Pliloſtratus: wa in'd by ther, 7 Fr al 
And ſome one day, ſome wondrou chan Ct appears, A traitor tru fied, and in high deer ( 
Which happen'd not in centurics of years: Alp ring to the bed of keattegus E 2 ily 2400 
For ſure, hate et we mortals hate or love, My part remains: from T! 5 6% z my b birth lonn, 
Or hope, or ſcar, depends on pow'rs above ; | And call myſelf t; unhappy Palen on. tr ; 
. They move our appetites to god or 111, {Think me not Ike that mar; ſince no diſrrace F.ules, 
4 And by ſoreũeht neceiſitate the WIII. : Can force me to renounce the 3 of my race. py <2 
b In Theſeus this appears; whoſe youthſul joy now me from what I am; 1 broke thy clan, + 
1 Was beaits of chaſt in fort ſts to deſtroy; Not promis'd I thy pris ner to remain: po / 
be; This gentle knight, inipir d by joily May 7 N ove of liberty with life is giv'n, Br is 1 
- Forſook his cafy couc! * carly ae : And lite itſeli th' inferior giit of heaven. f 
7 And to the wood and wilcs purſu d lis way. 5 ' Thus without crime ! fied ; but farther know, [7 
& Beiide him rode Hippo the queen, I with this Arcite am thy mortal for : 42 
And Emily attir'd in brei xreen : Ihen give me death, ſince | thy life purſue, £ . 
With horns, ard hounds, and all the tuneſul cry, For ſaſt guard of thyſelf, death is my due f 
To hunt a royal hart within the covert nigh: More culd'ſt thou know? I love bright Emi, 11 K 
And as he foilow's Mars beſore, fo now Ard for ker ſake, and in her ſight will die 
Hie ſerves the gocoets of the friver bo. But kill my rival ton; for he ro leſs 
The way that Iheſeus took was to te wook Deferves; and I thy rizintcous doom will! leſs, * 24g 
Where the two knights in cruc! battle ftood :; Aſſut d that what I loſe, he never ſhall poſſes. / * 
The lawn on wWhicuthey fought, th” appointed place Io 115 reply'd the fem Athenian prince, l 
In which th' encoupi'd hounds began the ciace. Ard lowrly ſm;l'd, in owing your offence . 
Thither forth-right be rode to roufe the prey, You juege yourſelf; and I bet keep record 
That ſnaded hy the fern in l artour lay; n piace of law, while jeu pronounce the wo p 
And thence diilodg d, was wont to leave the wood, |Tzke your deſert, the death you have decrets 
For open ficlds, and croſs the cry ital Yo. . 1 ſeal your doom, and ratify the deed 
Approach'd, and jooking underneath tie ſun, By „ars, the patron of my arms, you die 
He ſaw proud Arcite, and fierce Palamon, e ſaid; dumb ſorrow ſeiz'd the Stancers ©} 75 
In mortal battle doubling blow on biker, The queen above the zeſt, by nature ZH, 
. Like lightening fla ud their iauc on to and fro, Thie pattern form'd of perſect u nοον 
F And ſhot a dreafiul gieam; fo ſtrong they ſtrook, for tender pity wept : when (he began, | EY 
'T here ſeem d lei: force requir d to iel an 01% : Tliecugli the bright quite th ir ſectiou: vuntue 5 
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all drop'd their tears, ein the contended maid ; 

Ang lus Amon themſelves they ſott ly laid ; 

* eyes can ſuffer this unworthy fight | 

Fo youths of royal blood, renown d in figlit, 

hie maſterthip of heaven in face and mind, 

And lovers, Hat beyond their faithileſs kind ; 

det their wide ſtreaming wounds; they neither came 

From pride of empire, nor defire of tame : 

fight for kingcoms, madmen for applauſe ; 

But love, for love alone; that crowns tlie lover's 
cauſc. 

Tei thought, which ever bribes the brauteous king, | 

Yacti pity wiguegth t in ev'ry lady 5 mind, 

They leſt their ſeeds, and pic rs on the place, 


From tae fierce king, implor d th' offenders grace. 
He baue d a while, ſtond ſilent in us mood, 
For yet, hu ragt was boiling in his | _ 


But ſoon his render mind tht impreſſion felt, 
As ſctelt ks arc Not ſlo: WW 16 melt, 

And pity ſooneſt runs in gentic mit des: 

Jen reafons with himfclf; and firſt be finds 
2 miſt before tus ſenſe, 

And enhet made, or magnily'd th' offence 


In Datllion Call 


Oficrce | of what? to om? 
Ie pris er freed himfelf by nature's. laws: 
n tice, he fought lus right ; the man lic freed 
uid, but his love excus'd the deed!: 
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This both by others and myſelf 1 know. 

[For I have ferv'd their ſovereign long aro, 

Ot hae been caught within the winding train 

Ot ſemate ſnares, and felt the lover's pain, 

And learn'd how far the god can human hearts 

conſttain. 

To this remembrarce, and the pray rd of thoſe 

W for ti offerding warriors interpole, 

| give their lorieit lives 3 on this accar 1 

1 0 do me homaye as their ſov'reizn lord; 
and as my vaffals, to their utmoſt might 

Ash my þp4 fon, and aſſert niy right 

Knights 


* 


| This, freely fworn, their grace obtain'd 
[Ihen thius thic k Kine „ explain d 
If wealth, or honsur, Or ait0yal race, 

Or eacli, or all, may win a lady's grace, 
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Ihe lot of both be left to de oy. 

[2 OW Hicar th aware, and happy may it prove 
To her, and Wig beit deferves Hd 

| Depart from hence in peace, and fi 

wide Work, 4140 


10e. 
ee Ab Ai 
| vcarc Uthe erte 
hut on the day when this returning Sun 
1 Q UNe LANMc point rl 08H EY 17 iu 
Ihen cac 


Las run, 

rity ſhall bring, 
In royal Lifts, to fipiit Leſorc the King ; 
ALY, g k * Il, fi . , : Ta r, Wo #54 # 140 Cf W/ cluarice 


7 
Hal! WII +4 8 1 13 e ty 


| F 
lurngied ky 


1 you L113 


ICT 19 veto J 4 
trace his arms 10 far in equal 


1 4 
* » d — . * 1 " 8 11 
F rom vut $57 « ar 1010 Fo. L440 4p 1 Cy 


Mot „ 


; 


you picale repair ; 


" , 1.9 . I 1 
(Or Kill, or :riake tim recrtart on the plain, 
' 1 F * 4 
4 E ULIIZC 01 VacOUT d ON ieee If; 3} LL #531 , 
FF 
X $ '# 4 
4 C yy 1] 4111. 4 144" F TE / G44 & * 1 $ i 1 10 1 
4221 7 , * 71 Ox * e 7 
4 4 al 4 4 af 14 ” $ 43 TS, * <A 
*' 4 1 
1 1 7 s g 
- 1 * ££ Le 14 if 4 l +% IT 1 ' 
FX : 5 o * * 
; * 20 - © * + 4 7 1 n 
4 e C77 <4 re 8} Sv al 3 107 238173 £33 4 # 103 10 7 Fi 43 
4 
And Take te Patrons ple 07 Gim is 
« 14 
1 * : by yeh 411 < 1 ' # . " 4 4 F ; 
s + 4 a ; 2 ; 
41. - 144 7 C3 Lc 1 0 5 4 1 4 244 Fa 8 
| 4 N. 
1 
14 ' — ET $ . ; bk 4 
i * 1 rf t5 * Hy ;! 4 "4 9 
I 
# : ty ? 9 1 * 1 * # 7 is £5 C373 4 ; 4 # CG . 
: V., Oos du 1 ON Ex 1 » 3Y 
7 — p : f 4 ” 
11. FAY L q is £ "- þ — 0 4. . g f * } 
- N 7 : 4 1 
. - 9 - 41 * * 4 = 
# 4 A Ad #% 41. Frith . ? . # : «© « 2 NE} * 
* 
4 
PAO GH, zward, and on their Knee tlicy ich 
. 
7 #4 1 pu ” 
3 3 Wei þ * * aCiUUS x *. 1 L 8 WITT Ade 
+ # 289 1 1 * 1 - 4 * '4 # i - ad ECE * 
4 ee ** 1 « 5% Is # +4 <6 * * 
9 4 4 * \Y1739 Ef 140 at 20 i? # # F ; A 
* 
4 4 ö 1 
A 2 4 Le: 897 2 e 4 : 44 4 ik CY OX . 
js * 1 „ * Tho &% 7 4 * £ 7 77 9 ei = 4217 
[4 I * 1 © « # 4 * # 3 * * * es: „ W „ , 
* , 
- «if & +} - ' « 4 Fi. , 
14 0 Froese £358 C1 at! * #7 »w #4 - CT fi # # 
16 * a 4 - of > 
' 4 1144 0 25 GEE: 2 (M1 # 437 1.1110 441 * at, 
U f - ” 4# 4 a " 
Or too much negligence, or want of wt, 
17 Fg n 
: „ . ©: 4 „ 
1. * LOT; — 1 41 114 L J 8 
5 i Jy ll Pp 4 : 
Oi royal I iigicus, ard tis Iarget CXPEnce 
. 
„ # 7 ' * 7 
4 v; 5 ' 1 | > : , p 
. Fic 44 rat ET 438 2 10 * Ts "> FEA # © : i G 4 o 
IT. 1 7 : ; 4 
Li WAG CI CUMICICNTE U 81131 afOURd 5 
7 1 20 a 4 ot ; 
| & # E 107 13 Wa CTC a 41. 1 1 Gar 


„ 


= % 7 'F * 1 # 2 - . 
Aeneon Was funk, to migat Ht piact avout, 


© 7 " ' 
i # * Fj Cp - „ 1 4 — 1 . 1 
YY | Mt, 4 61.59 a$ * 8 Tre 237 £4 5 
of 
* * * 7 * EE. 7 ' - 1 2 * 
#*. 445 {4 ib 2 4 Te) þ 4 7 142 2 * 
— „ * 


* 


n 


n 
* 


* 


0 


4 


os 


3% © 


10 


* 


„ 


7 


1 = = 


pagan, rae 


5 ů ˙— OD 


= 88 h = \ - . — Fe 8 

1 EN = 3 þ 4 —— > 

* > * — = * * 40 — — — — * 

— > — bo — f ums * N 2 — 4 _ * 
p — a * — 4 „ * 4 = L 
ol — * * rr n — * : — Be 
— 2 — OE > * - - 
4 ** A wy ve, 5 * . 4 


7 
* 


— 2 
Cm * 
** 


— 2 


* 
——— «c — os 


— x —õ⁵[ C4 — = 2 ⁵˙ ” 


24 = 


— — —— 


190 


That when a man was plac'd in one degree, 
Height was allow'd for him above to ſee. 
Eaſtward was built a gate of marble white; 
The like adorn'd the weſtern oppoſite. 

A nobler object than this fabric was, 


Rome never ſaw ; nor of ſo vaſt a fpace. 


For, rich with ſpo.ls of many a conquer'd land, 
All arts and artiſts Theſeus could command; 
Who told ſor hire, or wrought for better fame: 
The maſter-painters, and the carvers cume. 

So roſe within the compaſs of the year 

An age's work, a glorious theatre. 

Then o'er its eaſdern g gate was rais'd above 

A temple facret to the queen of love ; 

An altar ſtood below ; on either hand 
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he goddeſs ſelf, ſome noble hand had wrenghy ; 
Smiling ſhe ſeem'd, and.full of pleafing thought: 
From ocean as the firſt hegan to riſe, 
And ſmooth'd the ruffled feas, and clear'd the ſkies; 
She trode the brine, all bare below the breaſt, 
And the green waves hut ill conceal'd the reſt; 
A lute ſhe held; and on her head was feen 
A wreath of roſes red, and myrtles green: 
Her turtles fann'd the buxom air above; 
And by his mother, ſtood an infant love: 
With wings unfledg'd, his eyes were banded o'er; 
His hands a bo, his back a quiver bore, 
Supply*d with arrows bright and keen, a deadh 

ſtore. 
But in the dome of mighty Mars the red, 


A piieft with roſes crown'd, who held a myrtle With diffrent figures all the ſides were ſpread: 


wand. 
The dome of Mars was on the gate oppos d, 
And on the north a turret was enclos'd, 
Within the wall, of alabaſter white, 
And crimſon coral, for the queen of night, 
Who takes in ſylvan ſports her chaſte deligit, 
Within theſe oratories might you ſee 
Rich carvings, portraitures, and imagery : 
Where ev'ry figure to the life exprefs'd 
The godhead's pow'r to whom it was addreſs'd 
In Venus' temple, on the ſides were ſeen 
The broken flumbers of enamour*d men: 
Pray*rs, that ev'n ſpoke, and pity ſeem'd to call, 
And iſſuing fighs that ſmoak' d along the wall. 
Complaints, and hot defires, the lover's hell, 
And ſcalding tears that wore a channel where they 
fell : 
And all around were nuptial bonds, the ties 
Ot tove's <Turance, and a train of lies, 
That, made in luſt, conclude in perjuries 
Beauty, and youth, and wealth, and luxury, 
And ſprightly hope, and ſhort-enduring joy; 
And forceries, to raiſe th* infernal pewr's, 
And ſigils fram'd in planetary hours: 
Expence, and aſter-thought, and idle care, 
And doubts of motley hue, and dark deſpair : 
Sulpicions, and fantaſtical ſurmiſe, 
And jealouſy ſuffus'd, with jaundice in her eyes; 
Diſcolouring all ſhe view'd, in tawney drets'd; 
Down-look'd, and with a cuckow on her tit, 
Oppos'd to her, on t'other fide, advance 
The coſtly feaſt, the carol, and the dance, 
Minſtrels, and muſic, poetry, and play, 
And balls by night, and tournaments by day. 
All theſe were painted on the wall, and more; 
With acts, and monuments of times belore : 
And others added by prophetic doom, 
And lovers yet unborn, and loves to come: 
For there, th' Idalian mount, and Cytheron, 
The court of Venus, was in colours drawn : 
Before the palaceegate, in careleſs dreſs, 
And looſe array, fat portreſs idlene!s : 
There, by the fount, Na: ciſſus pin'd alone; 
There Sampſon was; with wifer Solomon, 
And all the mighty names by love undone : 
Medea's charms were there, Circean featts, 
With bowls that turn'd enamour*d youth to heafts, 
Here might he ſeen, that beauty, wealth, and wit, 
And proweſs, to the pow'r of love ſubmit: 
The ſpreading ſnare for all A is laid; 
And lovers all betray, and are betray d. 


This temple, lefs in form, with equal grace 
Was imitative of the firſt in Thrace: 
For that cold region was the lov'd abode, 


And ſov'teign manſion of the warrior god. 
The landſca; x was a foreſt wide and bare; 

| Where neither beaft, nor human tind repair 
The fowl, that ſcent afar, the borders fly, 


A cake of fcurf lies baking on the ground, 
And prickly ſtubs, inſtead of trees, are ſound; 
Or woods with knots, and knares deform'd and 
old; 
Headleſs tlie moſt, and hidedus to heliold : 
A rattling tempeſt through the branches went, 
That ſtripp'd them bare, and one ſole way they 
bent. 
Heav'n froze above, ſevere, the clouds congeal, 
And thre the cryſtal vault appear'd the ſtanding hail 
Such was the face without, a mountain ſtood 
Threat'ning from high, and overlook'd the wood: 
Beneath the low ring brow, and on a bent, 
The temple ſtood of Mars armipotent: 
The frame of hurniſh*d feel, that caſt a glare 
From far, and ſeem d to thaw the freezing air. 
A ſtreight, long entry, to the temple led, 
Blind with high walls, and horror over kead : 
Thence iſſu'd ſuch a blaſt, and hollow roar, 
As threaten'd from the hinge to heave the coor; 
In, through that door, a northern light there ſhone; 
Twas alt] it had, for windows there wer none. 
The gate was adamant; eternal frame 
Which hewed by Mars himſelf, from Indian quarries 
came, 
The labour of a god ; and all along 
Hough iron plates were clench'd to make it ſtrong, 
A run about, was ev*ry pillar there; 
A polith*d mirror ſhone not half fo clear, 
There ſaw I how the ſecret felon wrought, 
And treafon lab'ring in the rraitor's thought ; 
And midwife time the ripen'd plot to murde! 
brought. 
[T} here, f en anger dar'd the pallid fear; 
[Next ſtood nypocriſy, with holy lear : 
Soft, ſmiling, and demurely looking down, 
[on hid rhe dagger underneath the gown : 
 aſſaMnating wife, the houſhold fiend ; 
Fred far the blackeft there, the traitor- frend. 
On rother fide there ſtood deſtruction bare; 
Unpuniſh'd rapine, and a waſte of war. 
Conteſt, with ſharpen'd knives in cloy ſters drawn 
And all with blood beſpread the holy lawn. 


And ſhun the hitter blait, and wheel about the ſky. | 


lond n 
And ha 
Till fen 


The fla 
The go 
With © 
And pri 
In midi 
And glo 
And m 
. And arr 
There v 
Ard vio 
The cit) 
- uccefs] 
dlups by 
And the 
Ihe nes 
And the 
All Ils © 
The gat 
Ot his o 
And inte 
The wWhe 
All trage 
Were thy 
W ho for 
1 e ſcar 
Wit V fol, 
48 
Sufta n d 
1 here 1. 4\ 
T . ſeer 
Ile laſt + 
And Ant 
Theſe, an 
1 tear tate 
copie. 
00 the re 
The form 
All th eat! 
1 VO geo 
Aloye lis 
Une wher 
Tir'd v 
Io the thi 
A ſylvan f 
Shades on 
The filver 
Purſu'd tl 
| 
Cilitho ti 
And turn” 
He: on iy 
J 1 the co! 0 
The Aa 4 
The naked 
His hound 
The ch: ice, 
Peneian D 
Apollo's lo 
Th adjoin 
And hunt iu 


— — eto 


y 


D FUEM TS 191 
Lond menaces were heard, and foul diſgrace, Oenices valour, and his cnvy'd prize; 
And bawling infamy, in language baſe; The fatal pow'r of Atal:nta's eyes; 
Till ſenſe was loſt in ſound, and ſilence fled the ( Dtana's vengeance on the victor ſhown, 
place. The murdreſs mother, and conſuming ſon, 
The flayer of himſelf yet ſaw I there, Ihe Voiſcian queen extended on the plain; 
The gore congeal'd was clotted in tus hair: The treaton puniſh'd, and the traitor ſlain. 


With eyes half clos'd, and gaping mouth he lay, Ihe reft were various huntings, well deſign'd, 
And grim, as when he breath'd his ſullen foul away, And ſalvage beaſts deſtroy'd, of ev'ry kind: 


* 


In midſt of all the dome, misfortune ſat, | The graceful goddefs was array'd in green z 
And gloomy diſcontent, and fell debate: About her ſect were little beazles teen, 
And madneſs laughing in lis ireful mood lat watch'd with upward eyes the motions of 
And arm'd complaint and theft; and cries of blood. their queen, 
There was the murder'd corps, in covert laid, Her legs were butkin'd, and the left before, ? 
And violent death in thouſand ſhapes difplay'd:; In act (o ſhoot, a Liver bow ſhe bore, 
The city to the ſoldier's rage reſign'd : ; And at her back a painted quiver wore. 
bucceſsleſs wars, and poverty behind: She trode a wexing mocn, that ſoon wou'd wane, 
Ships burnt in tight, or forc'd on rocky ſhores, And drinking borrow'd light, be tiil'd again; 
And the raſh hunter ſtrangled by the boars : With down-caſt eyes, as ſeeming to ſurvey 
Ihe re. born babe by nurſes overlaid ; The dark dominions, her alternate ſway. 
And the cook caught within the raging fire he made. Before her ſtood a woman in her throws, 
All inis of Mars his nature, flame and ſtcel: And call'd Lucina's aid, her burden to diſcloſe. 
Ihe gaſping charioteer, beneath the wheel All theſe the painter drew with ſuch command, 
Ot his own carr ; the ruin'd houſe that falls That nature ſnatch'd the perciſ from his hand, 
And intercepts her lord betwixt the walls: Aſham'd and angry that his art could feign 
The whole diviftion that to Mars pertains, And mend the tortures of a mother's pain. 
All traves of death that deal in ſteel for gains, | Thefeus beheld the ſanes of ev'ry god, 
Were there: the butcher, armourer and ſmith, And thought his mighty coſt was well heſtow's : 
Who forges ſharpen'd tauchions, or the ſcythe, So princes now their poets ſhould regard; 
The ſcarlet conqueſt on a tow'r was plac'd, | But few can write, and fewer can reward. 
With ſoldiers ſhouts, and acclamations grac'd: | The theatre thus rais'd, the liſts enclos'd, 
A pointed ſword hung threat'ning o'er his head, And all with vaſt maenificence dispos'd, 
vuſtain'd but by a flender twist of thread. We leave the monarch pleas'd, and haſte to bring 
There ſaw ] Mars his ides, the capitol, The kniglits to combat; and their arms to ling. 
The ſeer in vain foretelling Cæſar's fall, 
Tiz laſt triumvirs, and the wars they move, THE EXD CF THE SECOND BOOK. 


And Antony, who loſt the world for love. 
Theſe, and a thouſand more, the fane adorn ; 
Their fates were painted ere the men were born, ——— . — — 
All copied tom the heav'ns, and ruling force * 

Uf tlie red (tar, in his revolving courſe. 


The form of Mars high on a chariot ſtood, PF AL A MM GY 


Al heatl''d in arms, and gruffly look'd the god : 


1 


% gromantic figures were diſplay'd AND 
Alger Is } 1 a 7 4 2 a 2 

"Ow ins head, a warrior and a maid, 

1 4 . * 10 
One when direct, and one when retrograde. A KC T 
_ Tire with deformities of death, I haſte : 

To the third temple of Diana chaſte ; 1 OR, 

n lyvan ſcene with various greens was drawn, 

[, * : 3 . 3 * * ” * 
Maves on the Hides, and on the midit a lawn: THE KN1-GHT's © a nn 
[ne beer Cynthia with her nymphs around, 

Purſu'd the flying deer, the woods with horns re- *®OO0XR Mt 

found : 
C: thy tl R . 
tho there ſtood manifeſt of ſhame , . s 
FRF eG Ty f 7 HE day approach'd when fortune ſhou'd decide 
nd turn'd a be he therm ſtar be . | 
car, dhe northern ſtar became: s: 1 . | : 

Her fon anne F'h* important enterprize, and give the brice 

er on Was next, and by peculiar grace 5 3 5 
In the cold c l e For now, the rivals round the world had fought, 
an the cold circle held the ſecond place: And each his number, well appointed, brought 
The ſtag Acteon in the ſtream had py'd * 8 K „ 
The naked! yy i : The nations far and near, contend in choice, 

e naxed huntreſs, and, for ſeeing, dy'd : a eee : 

His hound p 5 And ſend the flow'r of war by public voice; 

0 uncis, unknowing of his change, purſue , VR 

The chace. and the wt 5 That after, or before, were never known 
ace, and their miſtaken maſter flew = MA at 

peneian Dani Such chicts; as each an army ſeen d alone: 

2 apune too was there to ſee Feſices the champions; all of high degree 
Apollo's love he ore, and now his tree: e e cg os l 1 


"In adorn; . 4 f : 
b achoining ſane th* aſſembl'd Greeks expreſs'd, 
nd hunting of the Caledonian beaſt, 


Who knizhthood lov'd, and deeds of chivalry, 
Throng'd to the liſts, and envy'd to behold 
The names of others, not their own, inroll'd. 
— Nor ſeems it ſtrange; ſor ev'ry noble knight, 
Who loves the fair, and is endu'd with might, 
® Rubeus, et Puella. * ſuch a quarrel wou'd be proud to fight, 
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DRYDEN'S 


There breathes not ſcarce 2 man on Britiſh ground 
(An ifle for love, and arms of old renown'd) 
But would have fold his life to purchaſe fame, 

To Palamon and Arcite ſent his name: 

And had the land ſelected of the beſt, 


Half had come hence, and let the world provide the 


reſt. : 
A lwndred kniglits with Palamon there came, 
Approv'd in fight, and men of mighty name; 
Their arms were ſev'ral, as their nations were, 
But furniſh'd all alike with fword and ſpear. 
Some wore coat-armour, imitating ſcale ; 
And next their ſxins were ſtubborn ſhirts of mall. 
Some wore a breaſt-plate and a light juppon, 
Their horſes cloath'd with rich capariſon : 
Some for defence would leathern hucklers uſe, 
Of folded hides ; and others ſhields of Pruce. 
One hung a poleax at his ſaddle- bow, 
And one a heavy mace, to ſtun the foe : 
One for his legs and knees provided well, 
With jambeaux arm'd, and double plates of ſteel : 
This on his helmet wore a lady's clove, 
And that a fleeve embroider'd by his love. 


With Palamon, above the reſt in place, ? 


Lycurgus came, the ſurly king of "Thrace ; 


Black was his beard, and manly was his face: $ 


The balls of his broad eyes roll'd in his lead, 

And glar'd betwixt a yellow and a red: 

He look'd a lion with a gloomy {lare, * 

And o'er his eye-brows hung his matted hair: 
Big- bon'd, and large of limbs, with finews ſtrong, 


His awful preſence did the crowd ſurprize, 
Nor durſt the raſh ſpectator meet his eyes, 
Eyes that conteſs'd him born for kingly ſway, 
So fierce, they flaſn'd intolerable day. 

His age in nature*s youthful prime appear'd, 
And juſt began to bloom his yellow beard, 


1 Whene'er he ſpoke, his voice was heard around, 


Loud as a trumpet, with a filver ſound. 
A laure] wreath'd his temples, freſh, and green; 
And myrtle-ſprigs, the marks of love, were mix'd 
between. ? 

Upon his fiſt he bore, for his delizht, 
An eagle well reclaim'd, and lilly: white. 

His hundred knights attend him to the war, 
All arm'd for battle; fave their heads were bare, 
Words, and devices blaz'd on ev'ry ſhield, 
And pleaſing was the terror of the field. 
For kings, and dukes, and barons you might ſee, ? 
Like ſparkling ſtars, though diff rent in degree. 
All for th' increaſe of arms, and love of chivalry | 
Before the king, tame leopards led the way, 


| A ind troops of tons innocently play. 

So Bacchus through the conquer'd Indies rode, 
And beaſts in eambols friſk'sd before their honeſt god. 
| In this array the war of either fide, 

Fara Athens paft with military pride. 

At prime, they enter d on the ſunday morn ; 

| Rich tap'ſtry ſpread the ſtreets, and flow'rs rhe pots 
| adorn 

The town was all a jubi lee of feaſts ; 

So Theſeus will'd, in honour of his gueſts: 


Broad ſhoulder'd, and his arms were found and Himſelf with open arms the kings embrac'd, 


long. 

Four milk- white bulls (the Thracian uſe of old) 
Were yok*d to draw his car of burniſh'd gold. 
Upright he ſtood, and bore aloft his ſhield, 
Confpicuous from afar, and over - Icolt'd the ficld 
His ſurcoat was a bear- Kin on his back; 

His hair hung long behind, and gloſſy raven-black 
His ample fo: chead bore a coronet 

With ſparkling diamonds, and with ruhies fer : 
Ten brace, and more, of greyhounds, ſnowy fair, 


Then all the reſt in their degrees were grac'd 
No harbinger was needſul for the night, 
| For ev'ry houfe was proud to lodge a knight, 
5 paſs the royal treat, nor muſt relate 
1 4d e gifts beſtow*d, nor how the champions fate; 
Who firſt, who laſt, or how the knights addreſs 

| Their vows, or wlio was faireſt at the feaſt ; 

| Whoſe voice, whoſe graceful dance did moſt ſurpriſe, 
| Soft am'rous ſighs, and ſilent love of eyes. 

The rivals call my muſe another way, 


Ard tall as ſtags, ran looſe, and cours'd around | ; To ſirig their vigils for th* enſuing day. 


his chair, 
A match for pards in fiight, in grappling, 
bear : 


'Twas ebbing darkneſs, paſt the noon of night; 


for the + | | Ard Phoſpor on the confines of the light, 


With golden muzzies all their mouths were bound, 1 The tunc ſul lark already ſtretcht her wing, 


And collars of t e fame their necks ſutround. 
Thus thro' the fields Lycurgus took his way; 


His hundred knights attend in pomp and proud 


array. 


To match this monarch, with ſtrong Arcite came To Venn : 


Emetrius king of Inde, a mighty name, 
On a bey courſer, gcodly to behold, 


Promis'd the ſun, ere day began to ſpring 
And fiick'ring on her neſt, made ſhort cflays * 
4 ſing | 
d When wakeful Palamon, preventing day, 
; Took, to the royal lifts, his early way, ( 
at her ſane, in her own houſe to pra 


falling on his knees before her ſhrine, 
G1V vine 


There, 
He thus implor'd with pray rs her p.] &Mh 


3 
The trappings of his horſe emboſs d wWIunx barb'rous|Creator Venus, genial pow'r of love, 


gold. 
Not Mars beſtrode a ſteed with greater 2 
His ſurcoat o'er * arms was cloth of Thrace, 
Adorr'd with pearls, * orient; rour d, and great z 
His ſaddle was of gold, with emerald ; fer. 
His ſhoulders large, a me ufc did attire 
With rubies thick, and ſparkling as tie fir e: 
His amber - colour d locks in ringlets rur, 
With graceful negligence, ard ſhone againſt the fur 
His noſe was aquiline, his eyes were blut 
Ruddy lus Ups, and freſh and fair his hue: 


2 r LY Fo Sa as # 

Some ſpriniled freckles on lus ſace were ſeen, 
1 Fo , — . 1 SE 3 

Wiſe fuk ſct 02 the . CEE Ci + 2 {Kin 


{The blifs of men below, and gods above, 
| Beneath the ſliding ſun thou runn ſt thy race, 
[Doft fairer ſhine, and beſt become thy place. 
{For thee the winds their eaſtern blaſts forbear, 
; Thy mouth rev eals the ſpring, and opens all the 3c 
ee, god %* ee the Norms of winter f, 
Earth ſn tes with flovrs renewing ; laughs Us 
|; fl 7 
nd kirds to ** of love their tuneſul notes apf 
For thee the lion loaths the taſte of blood, 
— unts +4 * word 
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ant, good, or fair: 
| ie Fly e Ca . 
of the workin 


4 Cytheron, 
On ot the tun; 
ten ſer heart, 
Have pity, 2o4defs, for thou know'Nt the ſmart: 
| lav not words to tell my rie 5 
o wou'd be ſome relief: 
Light ſuff 'r.nz5 Ve us leiſure to Sn 
Ve groan, bot canrot ſpeak; in greate! Pain, 
0 70 c! R tel! thy fel wth 1 | 0 ] { ſlay, 
Thou krow'ſt it, and I feel too much to pray. 
uit, as ] enforce my might, 
In love to be thy champion, and thy knight; 
Al ant to th. f X, 4 ſlave 1 to thee, 


A toe pioteſt to barren chaſtit 
Nor at | fame cr torour of the fell, 
Nor chuſe I more to vanquiſh, than to yield: 
In my divine Emilia make me bleſt. 
Let tate or partial chance, diſpoſe the reſt * 
Find the manner, and the means prepare; 
Voſſe ſſton, more, than conqueſt, is my care. 
1. > Is THE War nor $ 00 . If hum it LES, 
Gr n he tavours, to conter the prize; 
V. Ine at . you 1 ent / Nove 
I! th orb, ard tuviethe reaim of love. 
it only ſpin the coarſer clue, 

(te fincit of the wool is left for you. 

eint hut one ſma I ort. on of the twine, 
; e liſters cut he. your line: 


tamen the rurhilh may they rweep, 


{ to the yarn of ſoine CO miler's licap 
ty 4 0 ＋ en 
bs Py Ti I [ 17 4 71 
* | LN a! 2 He 1 $19, TALL 4 
* x7ip try 1 . i me 1 arm 
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enced he; then, with obit: 


vance due, 
el in cenſe on 


her wy thiew : 
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193 
Her ſhining hair, uncomb'd, was looſly ſpread, 
4 crown of maſticſ; eak ad den ' her head: 

Ihen tothe ſſirine approach'c the ſnotiels maid, 
Had Kindl nz fires on either altar laid : 
(the rites were ſuch as were obſerved of old, 
Ey Statius in his 1 hehan ſtory nes 
Ihen kneeling with her han 25 acroſs 
ils low!y ſhe 


her breaſt, 
| preferr'd her chaſte requeſt. 
O goddeſs, haunter of the woodland green, 
| lo whom bot ind carth and ſcas are ſcen 3 
r ſkies, where half the year 
Ih fler, beams deſcend, and light the gloomy 
ſp'icre ; 
091515 of maids, and con ſcious of our hearts, 
So kee ep me trom the vengeance of thy darts, 
| Which Niohe's devoted iffue felt, 
| When hiſſing through * {kies the ſeatler d deaths 
were dealt: 
As I debire to live a virgin liſe 
[Nor now the name of mother or of wife. 
Thy votref; from my tender years I am, 
ove, like thee, the woods and ſylvan game. 
Likedeath, thou 0 it, | loath the nuptial ſtate, ? 
man, the tyrant of our tex, I hate, 
y ſervarit, but a lofty mate. 5 
Where love is dut 


4 b av 
Queen of the ne: 


| 


ih * 


y, on the female fide ; ; 

On theirs mere ſenſual guſt, and ſought with ſurly 
price 

Now by thy triple ſhape, as thou art ſeen 

In heav'p, carth, hell, and ev'ry where a queen, 

Grant this my firſt deſire; let diſcord ceaſr, 

And make betwixt the rival lat ting peace: 

Quench their hot fire, or far from me remove 

Ine flame, and turn it on ſome other love. 

Or it my frowning ftars have fo decreed, 

That one muſt he rejected, one ſacceed, 

Make him my lord within whoſe faithful breaſt 

Is fixd my image, and who loves me beſt. 


But, oh! ev'n that avert! I cliufe it not, 


ng moe mounts heavy irom the fires; But tac it as the leaſt unhappy lot. 
at length it catches flame, and in a blaze expires z aid 1 am, and of thy virgin train; 
the gracio oddefs ge the ſign, m, let me ſtill that ſpotleſs name retain! 
| tue ſhook, and trembl' all the ſhrine Frequent the ſoreſts, thy chaſte will obey, 
"d | non the tardy Omen took: Ara en make the heatls of chage my prey 
the flames purſu'd tle tra ling ſmoke, The flames aſcend on either altar roy 
; , a> gran? Hh t the e 17 While thus the diam cleſs maid addreſs'd her prayer 
= and joy aczourn'd witli long de- Wien lo the burning fire that ſhone © fo bright, 
Jlew off, all ſudden, vith extinxuiſh'd ligtit, 
b mern wett. roſy light had ſtreak'd the fry, And left one altar Cark, a little ſpace; 
n, and vp roſe Em, Which turn'd ſelf Kindl d, ard renew*'d the blaze : 
ſte ps to Cyrthia's ſane, That other victor- flame 2 moment ſtuod, 
Ef, 4 ; er Nia a I's J he ell, and | fclefs left th extin zuith'd N wood 3 
Fore! eſts that hols r require, For ever loft, th' irrevocable ligiu 
e, ou, cu and cover'd fire, Forfook tlie black*ning coal! 1 ſunk to niglit: 
p ns with pl aſant meal tley At either end it whiſtl'd as it flew, 
ron, And as the brand were green, ſo dropp'd the 
Nor wanted out beſides in onour of the moon. dew ; 
vie de temple ſinoak'd with hallow'd Infeted as it fell with ſeat of ſanzuine hue. 
6 a 
2 ſteam, | The maid from tit ii! omen turn'd her eyes, 
1 vaſn the virgin in a living ſtream; And with lo:d ſhriek; and clamour rent the ſkies, 
ret ctremonies I conceal : Nor knew what fiznify'd tle hoding fign, 
„ perhaps unlawful to reveal: But found the-pow'rs difpleas'd, and feat d the wrath 
kkre . © a5 Piaf uſe requir'd, | 2 vine. 
7 omen when tie men retir'd, Then ſhook the ſacred ſhrine, and ſudden light 
e proiane, their chaſte myſterious rites Sprung through the vaulted roof, and mace the 
> fca il, or Ohſcene delizhit: r ie brizht 
nk no harm: but for the reſt, The po e, behold ! the pow r in zlory Mane, 
the, pervert, and filence is the beſt. BE ter Tent bo, and her keen arrows Known 
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The reſt, a huntreſs iſſuing from the wog 


- } 5 : = | 
Recl.nins on her cornel ſocat h- Bond 
* 


1 ben STACICUT tau LEZAnN ; difinifs thy ear: Lo be tlie moni IV t and hour mit ©, : 
And keaven's uncheg'd decrees attentive hear“ | palm and honour of the corqueſt tlune { 
* . 
More pow'rtul god have torn tlice from my tide, nen fhatll the war, and Reman dchate, and itrue 
, ths * N 0 « ' 
non eg to ien, and donne Leide: Inntal. be the ku nets of mn lite ; 
The to contcnding knivlits are verght d ee: Ard in thy tare, the duſty ſpoiis among, | ' 
1 * * * 11 5 k $1 
O: e Mas Þ otecta, md one the qwecwot love! Hig ti on tlie burniſfh'd 1001, ny banner mall be = 
Put which the man, is in tee thund®iers breaſt, fung; 3 aum 
1 his be ponounc'd, tis hg who does thee beit. Rank'd with my champions bucklers, and below | 88 
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— * a. 1 , | 5 11 ö [ : ) 74 1 
1 he fear Of arrows hoo and rate d int Cale. Ih frioakine altar mall be fat with tooda 


\ - - 1 1 ' 2 5 
Aghaſt at this, the royal virem food, Gt in cre, and the grateſul {team oi blood; 


Difchainnd, and io ro mat a fer oft le wood, Burnt off rings morn and ev'ning {hall be tine; 

Hut to the parting godeety thus the pray G; Ad res eternal .n thy temple hin 5 

Prop tious till be pieſent to my aid, , - T1445 both of yellow beard, this length of hair, 5 Hog 
Nor quite ab andon your once favor Fd nail ) ich from my tarth inviolate | hear, * . 
Then lighing ſhe returned; but fa Pd beoint, Gu.l'icf. of fte, and from the razour frees * 8 
Wi hopes and tears, and! os with ſorto vs. mixt. Shall tall a plemcous ct eſerv'd tor tlic. : 
Ihe veFr 4c tart nz 11.1 EA 800 85 j f Aras Wii Yi 4 be ' vit, 5 : 
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C 110 1 | ” 1 5 : * 5 * F : 5 — g f , | l 7 k * 
Hs ſteps boid Arcite tote tet 5:1 gent. le Campion ce, d; tneie icho nad in 5 
1 4 „ 
* 4 
\ i 4 
4 doe with paran rites tlie r nimipotent: Cloſe 
V. * is 4 , » „ 1 ? 3 C 
ien pro 4 de FT * 0 [ # | 14 | by p x 31 - FrOgmn, nurn 19 ” 4 Tt Ar! 4 1 
4 1 , 3 * 
And ra:s'd ius manly vorce, an; thus beg m to pray | tines of 1'N, that on tl DUTz Were nul z, 
Sfron?z god ot arms, wink irem ente cars 0 Gut a arrin found. an Illy rung 
þ l — 4 'E * 2 k 1 1 * 1 * * 6 ly 1 
£ „ Eo is f * : a #, - | 
| 1 "tf 1180 zung ro 1 i, mc FH, 1564 \ a I 4 . * 1 Warts 7 0 + 4 te! lalt, Ko 4 
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Where ftand my neee, and thoßg art lonodur'd he flames were b.. N alide, vet mone T1 1 
1 N a | os al a 29 , 
170 a hy dlie Win, at} Lave a rum. d . V 
* my 
„ 17 1 5 11 2 1 i - 9 : F ; 
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The marching troops through Athens bane their, Two troops in fair array oe moment ſhow*'d SH The 31 
Way, | The next, a field with fallen bodies ſtrow' dy E Who | 
The great earl. marſhal orders their array. {Not half the number in their ſcats ate tound, j Bade ces 
The fair from high the paſting Pur be hold; But men and fteeds lie grov'ling on the ground. ; Arcite 0 
A rain of flow'rs is from the windows roll'd. The points of ſpra's are ſtuck vv ithin the ſhicld, 1 | the four 
The caſements are with golden tiffue ſpread, | The ttceds without the'r riders ſcour the field. and ro 
And horſes hoots, 10r ea:tiz, on filken tap'Itry tread. | The knights unhors'd, on tcot renew the fight; = Arcite of 
The king goes midmoit, and the rival. ride "The glut'ring ſauchionrs caſt a eleaming light : : EC Th. 
In equal rank, and cloſe his either ide Hau berks and helm s are hew'd with many a wound; 5 All own 
Next aſter theſe, tlicre rode the royal wife, Out ſpits the ſtreaming blood, and dyes the ground. Hh Weite 18 
With Emily, the cauſe, and the reward of ſtrife, Ihe mighty maces with ſuch latte defcerd, be And con 
The following cavalcade, by three and three, They break the bones, and make the folid armout = <lavgh 
Proceed by titles marthal'd in degree. | bend. = And [or 
Thus through the ſouthern care th 1Ey take their way, Th.s thruſts amid the throng with furious force ; SY Lawzhd 
And at the liits arriv'd ere pr:me of day. Pow n goes, at once, the horſeman and the horſe ad allt 
There parting from the king, __ chiets divide, That courſer ſtunibles on the fallen ſteed, But Ve 
And wheeling eaſt ahd weit, before their mar ERR! And Roune”rirtg, throws the rider o*cr dis head, 6 te 
Tir Athenian monarch mounts his throne on high, One rolls along, a foot-ball to his fors ; Wir will 
And alter him the queer, and Emily: ne with a broken trunchcon deals his blows. and in h 
Next theſe, the kindred of the crown are grac'd This halting, this diſabl'd with his wound, = li Sau 
With nearcr feats, and lords hy ladies plac'd. in triumph led is to the pillar bound, = The bluf 
Scarce were they ſeated, when with clamours loud | Where by the king's Ward he muſt abide : = His boo 
In ruſh'd at once a rude promiſcuous crowd: There goes a captive led on t'other fice. Hot lost. 
The guards, and then each oth- r ovefbare, By fits they ceaſe; and leaning on the lance, = Thy ov 
And in a moment throng the ſpacious theatre. Lahe breath a while, and to new fight advance = To pleaſe 
tow chang'd the jarring noiſe to whiſpers lov, Full oft the rivals met, and neither ſpar'd F Now 
As winGs torſaking teas more ſoftly blow ; His utmoſt force, and sach forgot to ward. = And Arz: 
en at the weillern gate, on which the car The head of this was to the ſaddle bent, awc! 
Is plac'd aloft, that bears the gud of war, That other backward to the crupper (ent : „ F 
Proud arcite ent'ring at m'd befoie his train, Eoth were by turns unhors'd; the jealons blows q ue VIE 
Stops at the harrier, _ divides the plain. Tall thick and heavy, when on ot they clote. RO 
Re was his banner, and diſplay'd abroad, So deep their ſauchlons bite, that ev'ry frrone y Dare-lieq 
The | ens Colours of huis pation gorl. Fierc'd to the quick; and equal wounds they gave I dd paid 
At that Selt moment enters Palamon, and took. 1 
The vate ot Ver us, and the ritivg ſun; Porn ſar aſunder by the tides of men, a 
Wav'd by the wanton winds, his banner fies, Lik ada: nant ard ſteecl they meet avain. F Euros hi 
All maicen wh. te, and ſhares the people's <v do when a tyser ſucks the bullock's blood, | 4 " ce Ne 
From eaſt to weſt, look ali the wor id arourc, A jan;(h*d lion iffoing from the vo N 1 en pal 
Two troops fo match'd, were never to &e ound: YJRhoars lerdly ferce, ana challenges the ſcod. \ \ tr 
Such bodies built for ſtrength, of cqual age, Each claims poiſe Ton, neither will ot ey, of Wor 
In ſtature fix'd ; fo proud an equipage: wut both their paws are faſten'd on their prey: | Milt to] 
The niceſt eye could no diſtinction make, [hey bite, they tear; and while in vain they ſtrive, St then, 
Where lay tu' advantage, or what lice to take, he ſwalns come arm'd ketween, and both todiſtance 1 Pluto 
Thus rang'd, the herald for the laſt proclaims drive, : | © art 
A ſilence, while they anſwer'd to their names: At length, as fate ſoredoom'd, and all things f aud hou 
For ſo the king decreed, to ſhun with care tend 1 orwa d | 
The fraud of muiters falſe, the common bane o!|By courſe of time to their appointed end; He quivet 
war. So when the ſun to welt was ſar declin'd, 
The tale was juſt, and then the gates were clos 'd; And both afreſh in mortal battle join'd, For allt 
And chief to chief, and troop to troop oppos'd. ihe ſtrong Emetrius Carne m Arcite's aid, e was 
The ieralds laſt Noc c and loudly cry'd, And Pajamen with odds was overlaid : And ton 
The fortune of the field be fairly try'd. For turning ſkort, he ſtruck with all his might en lang 
At this, the challenger with fierce defy / Full on the helmet of tli' unwary knight. BR £4 
His trumpet ſounds, the challepg'd makes reply : ( Decp was the wound; he ſtagger'd with the blow, 
With clangor rings the field, reſounds the vauited { | And turn'd him to his unexpected for ; | {1 bru 
ſky. | I [Whom with ſuch force he ſtruck, he ſell'd him a 1 
Their vizors clos'd, their lances in the reſt, down, t 
Or at the helmet pointed, or the creſt And cleſt the circle of his golden crown. 7th 
They vaniſh from the barrier, ſpeed the race, But Arcite's men, who now prevail'd in fight, © word 
And ſpurring ſee decreaſe the middle ſpace. Twice ten at once ſurround*the firgle knight: 1 
A cloud of ſmoke envelops either hoſt, O*'erpow'r'd at length they force him to the ground, ; * 11h 
And all at once the combatants are loſt : Unyiclded as he was, and to the pillar bound; en led 
Darkling they join adverſe, and ſtock unfeer, And king Lycurgus, while he fought in vain 8 trie 
Courſers with courſers juſtling, men with men: His friend to free, was tumbl'd on the plain. ure d 
As lab' ring in eclipſe, a while they ay, Who now laments but Palamon, co mp ell'd 8 Dale 
Till the next blaſt of wind reſtores the day. No more to try the fortune of the fiele ts that v 
They look anew : the beavteous form of ficht And worſe than death, to view with hateful eyes F **Qughn 
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1m weeping, on the liſts dift:11'd her te ars; 


Her will es n, which grieves a woman m of; 


Ce ts OWN d ey” 


And in her Champion foil'd, the cauſe of love is loſt, 
Saturn ſaid, lair davgh ter, row by: lll, 

The bluſt' ring too: has fat if y'd his wilt: 

His boon is given; his knight has gam ' the day, 
But loſt the prize; thy v rears ae yet to pa. 

Thy hour is come, and mine the care ſhall be 

10 pleaſe iy Knight, and fet t! y promile fee. 


No wile the heralds run the lifts 
And Arcite, Ears heuv'n an 
4 


around, 
et: refound ; 


Niracle {ror leis it cou Id be e call'd}) 
Their jo th unexpected forrow [ wn 
Victor diet c has laid his tb; elm aide 
Part for his _ the -reater part for pride e: 


der beadecd, popularly low he bo w'd. 


fd paid the ſalutations of the crowd, 


un ſhurring at full | ſpeed, ran endlon on 
\ re Trefer fat on tits imperial throne ; 

| he drove, and upward calt his cye, 
Were next the queen was plac'd his Emily; 
Lit paſſing, to the Iacidie-bow he bent, 
feet regard the gracious virgin lent: 


Women, te ) the br. Ive an eaf; 


prey, 
* 1 i * p 
WH follow lortune, WI 


ere ſhe leads the way :) 
lt then en, rs n earth fp rung o t a flaſhing fire, 
"»y riuto font, at Saturn? ; bad deſire; 

te e fla ng ſteed was ſciz'd with ſy dden fright, 
uch Founding, o'er the pummel caſt the knight: 
| d he ſlew, and pitching on his head, 


' g — 0 1 
Ie e Fg T9 7 
l «Ms WIT his icet, and lay for dead. 
us COUNtNAnCE in a little ſpace, 
r all the biood was gather'd in his face. 


ß Was at hand; they rear'd him trom the grou 
And from his cumbrous arms his limbs unbound 13 
da vein, and watch 4 returning breath: 
l ne, but cloge 'd with ſy y mptoins of his death, 
Ce-bow the noble parts had preſt, 


Jan. 


fr. d and mortify'd his manly breaſt. 
4 i entranc'd, and in a litre r laid, 
e from eld, and to his hed convey'd. 
= | e wak'd, and with a feeble cry, 

© wet | lie firſt pronounc'd was Emily. 

can time the kü ing, though invw ardly he mourn id, 
m pomp tri impl: int to the town return 'd, 
* n d OD) Tho chiefs, who fought the field: 

* rien mix 'd, 


c and in one troop compell d. 
Ipos'd his! KA oke Was counterfeited cheer, 


A = 
And hace them 
5 


eee 3 for Arcite's life to ſear. 
np, that weh gladded all tlie Warrior train, 


ough mold were e fore! ty wounded, none were lain. 
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The ſurgtons ſoon de eſp old them of their arm. * 


And fore with ales, [ 


they Cure, and foine with 


Foment the bruiſes, and the pains a(Twace, 

Ind th 41 their NnWwa:id hurts 
Ot! abe 

| The king in pet ſon 


[© omiorts tle 


*C/ OUTS, the eres Cine! 


* 3 1 * 2 e 1 

tits all around, 
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The vent'rous 1:nivh cle thrown ; 
Nut tis the fault of fortuy e, not his own. 

It crowns and pauns the co qu ring ide acorn, 
The vigor under better itars was born: 

The brave ni. in ſeeks not pow Jar applauſe, 

| Nor OVETROW 1 0 \ ily ams, deſerts his CT auie; 
Unſham'd, tho” foil'd, he does the beit 
T orce is of hrutes, bh: 


e can; 

it honour is ot man. 

1hus Theſeus fn1il'd on all with equal grace; 
And each was ſet accot Ging to his place. 

With eaſe were reconcil'd the diff ring parts, 

' For envy never dweils in robe 


W 

At le ngth they took their cave, the time expil 'd; 

[ Well pleaz'd, and to their fev'ral home: retir'd. 

| Mean while the health oi Arcite iti! Iimpairs: 
[From bad procteds to w orte, and mocks the leeches 
cares: 

Sv oln is his breatt, his inward Pars increaſe, 

| 4 II means are 

[ The CIOT 

| 


C onupts, 


O 


md ail without ſucceſs. 
d blood lies heavy on his heart, 

* * there } EIN: 

 Nor-breathinz ven 


us 4, 


ins in ſpite of art: 
nor cupping will prevail; 
All outward TONER and inward fail: 
Lhe mol Of nature's fabric 
ee vellels di F 'ompos'd, her V irtue void 

e bello ns to ſwell: 
FN out of frame is ev'ry 68 cell, 
Nor c an the gcod receive, ror bad expel. 
Thoſe breathing organs thus within oppreſt, 

Wit ii verom ſcon diſtend the 2 ws cf his breaſt. 
[Nought profits An to fave abancdon's lite, 
Nor vomits upward aid, Nor cownward 4 laxatife, 

| The midmoſt region 2 ter” 4 and deſtroy 05 
When nature cannot work „ th' effect of art is void. 


is def! roy d, 


0 J 


S Ol tus | ung PO 


For pliyſic can but mend oui crazy ſtate, 
Patch an A0 build! Ng, not a new create, 


| Ar cite is doomꝰd to die in ail his pride, 
youth, and yield his beauteous 
5 bride, 

0. ain'd hardly, againſt t right, and unenjoy . 
When 'twas declar'd, all h ope of lile was paſt, 
* onſcience, that of all phyſic works the laſt, 
Caus'd him to ſend for En lily in hafte. 

With h er, at his defire, came — 

Then on his pillow rais'd, he thus be zun. 

No language can expreſs the ſmalle ſt part 

Of what I teel, and fuffer in my he 5 

For you, whom beſt I love and value moſt ; 


{ to your ſervice I bequeath my ghoſt; 


Which from this mortal body when unty'd, 


) |U nieen, unheard, thall hover at your ide'; 


Nor fright you waking, nor your ſleep offend, 
But wait olbcious, and your ſteps attend: 

How I have lov'd, excuſe my faltring tongue, 
{My ſpirits fecble, and my pains are ſtrong : 
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He perſect, ſtable; but imperſed we, 
Subject to change, and ditt rent in degree. 
Plants, beaſts, and man; and as our organs are, 
We more or leſs of tis pertection ſhare. 
Put | y a long deſcent, thi” etherial fire 
Corrupts ; and torms, the mortal part, expire: 
As he witncraws his virtue, fo they paſs, 
And the fame niatter n, abhes another. mats : 
This law ti” omniſcient pow'r was pleas'd to give, 
That ev'ry kind thould by ſucceſſion live, 
"That individuals dic, his will o:dains ; 
The propagated ſpecies ſtill remains. 
The monarch oak, the pairiarcl: of the trees, 
Shoots riſing up, ad ſprcads by Now deviecs ; 
Three centuries he grows, an! three he ſtays, 
Supreme in ſtate; and in three mare Geciys : 
So wears the paving pebble in th. est, 
And towns and tow*rs their tztal periods mect 
So rivers, rapid once, vow naked lie, 

Cry. 
So man, at firſt a Mop. dilates with heat, 
Then ſorm d, the little heart begins to beat; 
Secret he feeds, vnknowing in the cell; 
At length, for hatching ripe, he breaks the ſhell, 
And ſtruggles into breatt;, and cries tor aid; 
Then, belpleſs, in his mother s lap iy laid, 
He creeps, he walks, and ifluing into man, 
Grudges tier lile, from whence his own began. 
Retchleſs of laws, affe&s to rule a.onc, 
Anx10us to reign, and reſtleſs on the tone. 
Fi: It vegetive, then feels, avd reziors liſt ; 
Nich of tinec ſouls, and lives all thier to waſte, 
Some thus; but thouſands more in flow'r of age: 
For few arrive to run tie latter ſtage 
Sunk in the firſt, in battle fome ave ain, 
And others whe!med bencath the Rormy main. 
What makes all this, but jupiter the King. 
At whoſe command we periſh, and we ſpring ? 
Then 'tis our beft, fince thus ordaink to die, 
To n ake a virtue of neceflity, 
Take what he gives, ſince to rebel is vain ; 
The bad grows better, which ve well ſeſtain : 
And cou*'d we chuſe the time, and chute arigat, 
Tis beſt to die, our honour at the height. 
When we have done our ancetors no ſhame, 
But ſerv'd our friend, and well ſe ur'd dur fame; 
Then ſhould we with our happy life to cloſe, 
And leave nc more tor joitorc to diſpoſe: 
So ſhould we make our death a glad relief, 
From future ſhame, from ſickneſs, and trom grief: 
Enjoying while we live the preſent hour, 
And dying in our excellence, and fiow 'r. 
Then round our death-b:d ev*ry friend ſhou'd tun, 
And joyous of our conqueſt, carly Won: 
While the malicious world with envious tears 
Shou'd grudge our happy end, and wiſh it theirs, 
Since then our Arcite is with honour dead. ? 
Why ſhould we mourn, that he ſo ſcon is freed, © 
Or call untimely, what the gods decreed? © d 
With grief as juſt, a friend may be deplo d, 
From a foul priſon to tree air reſto*d. 
Ought he to thank his kinſman, or his wite, 
Cou'd tears recall him into wretched Ute 
Their ſorro hurts themſceives ; on kim | 
And worſe than both, offends his happy glwlt. 
What then remains, but after paſt anroy, 
To take the good viciſſitude of joy * 
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Forſaken of their {prings; and leave their channels 
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To thank the gracious gods for what they give, 
| Pottef> our fouls, and while we live, to live? 

| Ofda:n we then two ſorrows to combine, 

| And in one point th” extremes of grief to join; 
That thence refuiting joy may be renew'd, 

| As jarring no#ts in harmony conclude, 

{Chen 1 propote, that-Palamon ſhall be 

In marriage jom'd with beautcous Emily; 

F or which already I have gain'd th' aſſent 

Of my tres people in full parliament. 

eng love to her has bone the faithful knight, 
(And well deſerv'd, had fortune done him right ; 
lis time to mend her fault; ſince Emily 

By Arcitc's death from former vows is free: 

it yOu, fair ſiſter, ratify th' accord, 
\nd take him for your huſband, and your lord. 
is no diſhonour to confer your grace 

On one de ſcended from a royal race: 

And were he lefs, yet years of ſervice paſt 
From eratcſul fouls exact reward at laſt: 

Pity is lieav*n*s and yours: nor can ſhe find 
A throne to ſoſt as in a woman's mind. 


» He ſaid; ſhe hluſh'd; and as o'eraw*d by miglit, 


Scem'd to give I hefeus, what the gave the kniglit. 

hen twinning to the DTheban, thus he ſaid ; 

„mall arguments are needſul to perſuade 

Your temper to comply with my command; 

And ſpeaking thus, he gave Emilia's hand. 

Smil'd Venus, to behold her own true kr.ight 

Obtain the conqueſt, though he loft the fight, 

And blels'd with nuptial blits the ſweet laborious 
night. 

Eros, and Anteros, on either fide, 

One fu'd the bridegroom, and one warm'd tit 
bride ; 

Ard long aitending Hymen from ahove 

Showi'd on the bed the whole Idalian grove. 

All of a tenor was their aſter- life, 

No day diſcolour'd with domeitic ſtrife ; 

No jealouſy, but mutual truth believ'd, 

Secure repoſe, and kindneſs undecerv'd, 

Thus heav'n, beyond the compaſs of his thouglit, 

Sent him the bleſſing he ſo dearly bougit, 

So may the queen of love long duty bleſs, 
And all true lovers find the ſame ſucceſs ! 
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RE liv'd, as authors tell, in days of yore, 
A widaw ſomewhat old, and very poor: 
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Deep in a cell her cottage lonely ſtood, 
Well thatch'd, and under covert of a wood, 

This dowager, on whom my tale 1 found, 
Zinc: lait ſhe laid her huſband in the ground, 

A ſimple ſober life in patience lech, 

5 Aud had but jutt enough to buy her bread : 

S But houſewifing the little heaven had lent, 
She duly paid a groat for quarter rent 

And pu actd her belly with her daughter too, 
ing the yea about with much ado, 

The cattle in ker homeſtead were three ſows, 
an ewe call'd Mally; and three brinded cows, 
Her Þ rlour window ſtuck with . around, 
Of Her (mel ; and ar ſtrew'd the ground. 
A maj 0 eſſer, in her hall ſhe had, 
full AT a flender meal ſhe made: 
clicious morſel paſs'd her throat; 

_ to her cloth ſhe cut lier coat: 
No povnant ſauce the knew, no coftly treat, 
Her | en vr gave a reliſh to her meat: 
A ſparing diet did her health affure ; 
Or fick, a pepper .pofſet was her cure. 
] tlie day was done, her work the ſped 
And never went by candle hight to bed: 
Vit evercife the ſweat ill humours our, 
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= Her Garicing was not hinder'd by the gout. 

2 a 

= Her poverty was glad: her heart content, 

= Nor now ſhe what the ſpleen or vapours meant. 

tine ſhe never taſted through the vear, 
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= Ut wie and black was all her homely cheer ; 
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= read. and milk 
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bowls) 
And r1hers of ting*d bacon, on the coals. 
= 0! toly days, an egg or two at molt ; 
þ on ae each'd toroatt. 
4 | ſhe had, w vit p ales encios*d about, 
= Some high, and a dry ditch without. 
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homettearl, liv'd without a peer 

rowing loud, the noble Chant:icleer : 
5 WNT ber cock, Whole inging did zurpa ifs 
le merry notes of organs at tlie maſs. 
dere certain was the crowing of this cock 
4 number hours, than is an abbey -clock ; 
U nd tuoner t matin-bell was rung, 


nes upon his rooſt, and fung 
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twas one at nicht. 
| and coral red witha!, 

Y '5 embattPd hke a caitle-Wall; 
3 {1 %1 Was raven-black, and ſhone like jet, 
3 £1 hi legs, and orient were his teet ; 
: | ke filver to behold, 
litft'ring like the burniſh'd col. 
ntie cock, tor ſolace ot his lite 
> had beide h. 
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Ardent in love, outrageous in his play, 
He ſeather'd her a hundred times a day: 
\nd the mt was not only paſſing fair, 
But was withal diſcreet, and debonnair, 
Refolv'd the paſſive doctrine to tulfill 
Pho" ioath ; and let him work his wicked will; 
\t board and bed was atfable and kind, 
According as their marriage-vow did hind, 
An as the church's precept had enzoin'd. 
Ev'n fince the was a fennight old, they ſay, 
Was chaite, and humble to her dying day, 
Nor chick nor hen was known to difobey 

By this her huſhand*s heart ſhe did obtain, 
What cannot beauty, join'd with virtue, gain! 
She was his only joy, and he her pride, 
She, when lie walk'd, went pecking by his fide 
It ſpurniny, up the ground, he ſprung a corn, 
The tribute in his bill to her wes born. 
But oh ! wit joey it was to hear him ting 
In ſummer, when the day began to ſpring, 
Stretching l 15 N eek, and wa: bling in his tluoat, 
Solus cum ſola, then was all his nx 
{For in the days of yore, the bicds of parts 
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Were bred to fpeak, and ung, and lkarn the lib'ral 


arts. 
| Jt happ'd that perching on the parlour- beam 
Amidſt his wives he had a deadly dream; 
0 uit at the dawn, and ſign'd, and 
| taſk, 
As cv'ry breath he drew wou'd be his laſt. 


rroan'd 


ve 


(but firit the txim'd her Dame Partlet, ever neareſt to his fide, 


| Heard all his piteous moan, and hov ke cry'd 
1 or We; from gods and men: and fore aghaſt 
e peck'd and pull'd, and waken'd hier at laſt. 
Dear heart, ſaid ſhe, for love of heav'n declare 
k Your pai n, and make me partner of your care. 
You groan, fir, ever fince the morning-liglit, 
As ſomething had diſturb'd your noble ſpright. 
And Madam, well I might, faid Chantictecr, 
Never was Shrove-tide-couk in ſuch 2 fear. 
Even ſtill I run all over in a ſweat, 
My princely ſenſes not recover d yet. 
For ſuch a dream 1 had of dire portent, 
That much I fear my body will be ſhent: 
It bodes I ſhall have wars and woful itrife, 
| 


| 
Or in a -oathiome dungeon end my lite. 
| Know, dame, I dreamt within my troubled breaſt 
That in our yard, | faw 8 murd'rous heaſt, 
hat on my body wou'd have made arreit, 
| With waking eyes I ne'er beheld his fellow, 
Hts colour Was be r xt A rec | and ye low: 
Tip Wd was his tai] ig A! ad both his pticking Cars 
With black; and much unlike his other hairs: 
he reft, in ſhape a bea i le's whelp tlougtout, 
With broaget forehead, and a thai per mout: 
Leep in his tront were ſunk his glowing eye 
That yet thinks I fee him with ſurprize. 
Rrach out your hand, I diop with clammy wee 
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\nd lay it to my heart, and tcel it heat. 
Now ty tor thame, quot 11 re by heaven ahop 


ou hatt for ever lot? thy |: 
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idy's love 3 
nan can endure arecreant knight, 

He mult be bold by day, and tree by night. 
Our fex defires a huſhand or a friend, 
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No braggin? coxcomb, yet no baffled krighe, 

How da ſt thou talk of love, and dar'it rot tight ? 

How da 'ſt thou tell thy dame thou wrt affer d, 

Haſt thou no manly heart, and haſt a heard 
It ought from fearful dreams nay be divin'c 

They fignify a cock cf dunghill kind. 

All nne, a3 in old par [ have read, 

Are from repletion and complexion red: 

From riſing fumes of 8 food, 

And noxious humourst that inſe ct the blood: 

Ind ſure, my lord, it — read aright, 

Theſe fooliſh ſanci es you have had to niebe, 

Are certain ſymptoms {in the canting ſtyle) 

Of! boilin choir, and abounding bile 

Tuis yellow gaul that in your ſtomach floats, 

Ingenders all theſe viſionary thoughts. 

When clioler overflows, taen dreams are bred 

f fames and all the family of red; 
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Maintain, with ſounder ſenſe, that dream 
bode; 
or Homer plainly ſays they corne from God, 
Nor Cato ſaid it: but ſome moriern foo), 
mpos'd in Cato's name on boys at ſchool 
zelieve me, Weg. morning dreams fore! 
events of things, and ſuture well or woe ; 
ome truths are not by reaſon to be try'd. 
But we ha ve ſure experience for our guide, 
kn ancient author, equal with the beſt, 
_—_ i is tale of dreams among the reſt. 
wo friends, or brothers, 
On fome far pilgrimage toperher wen 
t happen.'d ſo that when the fun was down, 
The y juſt arriv'd by twilight at a town 
hat day had been the baiting of a bull, 
a feaſt, and every inn ſo ſull: 
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And but one ſorry bed was to te found : 
And that fo little it would hold but one, 


I Houph till this hour they never lay alone 
So were they d to part, ore ſtay'*d behind 
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ſald he; reel is late, 
The deed is done; but thou revenge my ſate 
Tardy of aid, unſeal thy heavy eyes, 

awake, and with the dawning day ariſe: 
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Let this fuffice, that plainly I foreſee 


POE MS. 


And ev'n this day, in more delight ab . 
My dream was bad, and bodes adverſity . Shan Gare I TO e r e g. l 
But neither pills nor laxatives | like, The time ſhall come when Chanticleer ſhall with — 
1 hey only ſerve to make a well-man ſick: His words unſaid, and hate his boaſted bliſs : EPR 
Of theſe his gain the ſharp phyſician makes, The creſted bird ſhall by experience know, 4: 
And often gives a purge, but ſeldom takes: Jove made not him his maſter-piece below ; That ot! 
They not correct, but poiſon all the blood, And learn the latter end of joy is woe. : ard ag 
And ne'er did any but the doctors good. The veſſel of his bliſs to dregs is run, W 25 
Their tribe, trade, trinkets, I defy them all, And hieav'n will have him taſte his other tun, RY 
With ev'ry work of *pothecary's hall. Ye wiſe draw near, and hearken to my tale, ad 
Theſe melancholy matters 1 forbear : Which proves that oft the proud by flatt'ry fall: And pre! 
But let me tell thee, Partlet mine, and ſwear, The legend is as true I undertake bs S 
That when I view the beauties of thy face, As Triſtram is, and Launcelot of the Lake: | not 5 
] fear not death, nor dangers, nor diſgrace: Which all our ladies in ſuch rev'rence hold, TRE 
So may my ſoyl have bliſs, as when I ſpy As if in Book of Martyrs it were told. 8 
The ſcariet red about thy partridge eye, A fox full fraught with ſeeming ſanctity, 32 
While thou art conſtant to thy own true knight, That fear'd an oath, but like the devil, would lie, = ee 
While thou art mine, and I am thy delight, Who look'd like Lent, and had the holy leer, 4 at 85 
All ſorrows at thy preſence take their flight. And durſt not fin before he ſaid his pray'r: Uri ah 
For true it is, as in principio, This pious cheat that never ſuck'd the blood, " EN 
Mulier eſt hominis contuſio. Nor chew'c the fleſh of lambs hut when he cou'd, | 9 
Madam, the meaning of this Latin is, Had paſ>*d three ſummers in the neighb'ring wood, 8 
That woman is to man his ſovereign blits. And muſing long, whom next to circumvent, 5 2 
For when by night I feel your tender ſide, On Chanticleer his wicked fancy bent: 2s 
Though for the narrow perch I cannot ride, And in his high imagination caſt, = 8 
Yet 1 have ſuch a ſolace in my mind, {By ſtratagem to gratify his taſte 4 We 
That all my boding cares are caſt behind: The plot contriv'd, before the break of day, 15 ah 
And ev'n already 1 forget my dream Saint Reynardt hrough the hedge had made his wav; pig 
He ſaid, and downward fiew from off the beam. The pale was ett, but proudly with a bound _—_ 
For day-light now began apace to fpring, He leapt the fence of the forbidden ground ; 0 
The thruth to whiſtle, and the lark to ſing. Yet fearing to be ſeen, within a bed EE 
Then crowing clapp'd his wings, th' appointed call [Of coleworts he conceal'd his wily head; A 
To chuck his wives together in the hall. There ſculk'd till aſternoon, and watch'd his time, = 
By this the widow had unbarr'd the door, (As murd”rers uſe) to perpetrate his crime. Ya 3 
And Chianticleer went ſtrutting out before, O hypocrite, ingenious to deſtroy, ee 
With royal courage, and with heart fo light, O traitor, worſe than Sinon was to Troy; | - 
As Thew'd he ſcorn'd the viſions of the night. () vile ſuhverter of tlie Gallic reign, ' 1 
Now roaming in the yard he fpurn'd tae ground, | More ſalſe than Gano was to Charlemaign * | 
And gave to Partlet the firſt grain he found. O Chanticleer, in an unhappy hour Bot 1 
Then often ſeather'd her with wanton play, Did'ſt thou torfake the ſafety of thy bow'r: Pe 
And trod her twenty times ere prime of day; | Better for thee thou hadit believ'd thy dream, aha 
And took by turns and gave fo much delight, And not that day deſcended from the beam : 58 
Her ſiſters pin'd with envy at the fight. | But here the doctors eagerly diſpute: | 3 
He chuck*d again. when other corns he found, Some hold predeſtination abſolute: * ak 
And ſcarcely deign's to ſet a toot to ground Some clerks maintain, that heav'n at firſt foreſeei 255 15 
But Faeger'd luke a lord about his hall, And in the virtue of foreſ glit decrees. " } | 
And his ſev'n wives came running at his call, It this be fo, then preſcienet binds the will, 5 94 
'I'was now the month in Which the world be- And mortals are not free to good or ill: NE : 
San, For what he firſt foreſaw, he mult ordain, 8 0 
(Ur March beheld the firſt created man:) Or its eternal preſcien. e may be vain : a 
And tince the vernal equinox, the Sun, As had tor us as prefcience had not hien: 
In Arics twelve degrees, or more had run, | For firſt, or laſt, he's autlior of the hn. ; 
When caſting up his eyes againſt the liglit, And who ſays that, let the blafpleming man | 
Both month, and day, and hour be meaiur'd right; | Say worte evn of the devil, if lie can. 
And told more truly, than th* ephemeris, For how can that Eternal Pow*'r be juſt 
For art may err, but nature cannot mils. To puniſh man, who fins becauſe he muſt ? ; 
Thus nyumb'ring times, and ſeaſons in his breaft, | Or, how can he reward a virtuous deed, N | 
His ſecond crowing the third hour confeſs'd. Which is not done hy us; but firit decreed 7 8 
Then turnine, ſaid to Partlet. ſee, my dear, | cannot boult this matter to the bran, 2 
How laviſh nature has adorn'd the year ; As Bradwardin and holy Auſtin can: | 
How the pale primroſe, and blue violet ſpring, It preſcience can determine actions 10 8 
And birds eſſay their throats diſusꝰd to ſing: that we mult do, becauſe he did toreknow. 1 
A chiefe are ours; and i with pleaſure fee Or that foreknowing, yet our choice is free, 5 
Man ſtrutting on two legs, and aping me! Not fore*| to tin by ſtrict neceſſity : Ig 
An trfiede*d creature, of a lumpith trame, This ftrict neceſſity they ſimple call, Lab 


Indu*- with fewer particles of flame: 
Cut dame fits couring o'er a küchen fire, 
„ Freth air, and nature's works admire 


Another ſort there is conditional. 
7 . FR 1 1 4 1. A 1 
he firit ſo bigds the will, that things forek rows 
By ſpontancity, not choice, are done. 

0 1 4? 9 
} 


r 


Thus galley-flaves tug willing, at their oar, 


Conſent to work, in proſpect of the ſhore ; 
But wou'd not work at all, if not conſtrain'd be- 
tore. 

That other does not liberty conſtrain, 

But man may either act, or may refrain. 

Heav'n made us agents free to good or ill, 

And forc'd it not, tho* he foreſaw the will. 

Freedom was firſt beſtow'd on human race, 

Ard preſcience only held the ſecond place. 
If he could make ſuch agents wholly free, 

| not diſpute ; the point's too high for me; 
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Stay, gentle Gr, not take a falſe alarm, 


For on my ſoul I never meant you harm. 


[I come no ſpy, nor as a traitor preſs, 


To learn the ſecrets of your ſoft receſs: 
| Far be from Reynard ſo profane a thought, 


| But by the ſweetneſs of your voice was brought: 

| For, as 1 bid my beads, by chance I heard, 

The ſongs as of an angel in the yard: 

A ſong that wou'd have charm'd th* infernal gods, 
And baniſh'd horror from the dark abodes : 

Had Orpheus ſung it in the nether ſphere, 


So much the hymn had picar'd the tyrant's ear, 


For lieaven's unſathom'd power What man can The wite had been detain” d, to keep the huſband 


ſound, 
Or put to his omnipotence a hound? 
He made us to his image all agree 7 
That image 15 the ſoul, and that mult be, 
Ot not the maker's image, or be tree, I 


Put whether it were better man had been 
Py nature bound to _—_ not irec to tin, 
| veave, for tear of ſpiitting on a rock, 
"The tale 1 tell is only of a COCK 3 
Who had not run the hazard of his life 
Had he belicv'd his dream, and not his wile: 
For women, with a miſchiet to their kind, 
Pervert, with bad advice, our better mind. 
A woman's counſel hrought us firſt to woe, 
And-made her man his paradiſe forego, 


* 


Ts GS, 4 11 10 Laws 
Where at heart's cate lie liv'd 3 and might have 


been 

A; free from ſorrow as he was from fin. 

what the devil had the:r fex to do, 
That, horn to folly, they płeſum'g to know, 
An1coutd not ſet lle t- pe nt in tlie prals 7 
Lure myſell preſume, and let it paſs. 

nec in times of ſuff'ring is the beſt, 
Ii dang'rous to diſturb a hornet's neil. 
In other authors you may find enough, 
But all they Lay of dames is idle ſtuff. 


* 1 
Legends of ly ng wits together bound, 


title are the words of Chafht icleer, not mine, 
| lonour dames, and think their ſex divine. 
Now 10 continue what my tale begun, 
Loy madam Partlet baſking in the ſun, 
Breaſt high in ſand ; her fiſters in a row, 
Injoy'd the beams above, the warmth below. 
{lie cock that of his fleſh was ever free, 
ung merrier than the mermaid in the ſca: 
: 10 betel, that as he caſt his eye, 
NT the leworts, ON A butterfly, 
ſav falle Reynart { where he lay full ] 19% 
not tivvear he had no liſt to crow: 
t ery'd cock, cock, and gave a ſudden tart, 
dilimay*d and trighted at his heart. 
is and heaſts. een by nature, know 
nds oppoltte to theirs, and fly their ſoe. 
; „Caanticlecr, nies never ſaw a ſox, 
net unnd lum as a ſailor ſhuns the rocks. 
bit tlie falſe loon, who could not work his will 


LAG ry Coram , ! v2 $9 R 
en 101 e. empioy Q his Hatten (kill 
j - 4} » 


pe, my lord, ſaid 105 not oitend, 
Ae YOU afraid of me, that am your friend ? 
obe a beat indeed to do you wrong, 


„ e lues iov'd, and honout d you ſo long: 


| there. 
My lord, your fire familiarly I knew, 
| A peer deſerving ſuch a ſon, as you : 
| He, with your lady. mother (whom heav*n reſt) 
Has otten grac'd my houſe, and been my gueit, 
| To view his livi ing teatures does me good, 
5 or I am your poor neighbour in the wood : 
And in my cottage ſhou'd be proud to ſee 
| The worthy heir of my friend's ſamily. 
But fince I ſpeak of ſinging, let me ſay, 
As with an upright heart! lately may. 
That, fave yourſeli, there breaths not on the ground, 
One like your father for a filver ſound, 
So ſweetly would he make the winter-day, 
Ihat matrons to the church miſtook their way, 


And thought they heard the merry organ play. 


And he to raiſe his voice with artſul care, 

(What will not beaux attempt to pleaſe the fair ?) 
On tiptoe ſtood to ſing with greater ſtrength, 
And ſtreteh'd his comely neck at all the len th : 

| And while he pain'd his voice to pierce the Kies, 
| As ſaints in raptures uſe, would ſhut his eyes, 
hat the found ſtriving through the narrow tlirou, 
| flis winking might avail, to mend the note. 

[Ny this, in ſong, he never had his peer, 

| | ſweet Cecilia down to Chanticleer ; 

Not Maro's muſe wi fung the mighty man, 


- 
— 
— 


The wite of Path would throvs 'em to the ground Nor Pindar*s heavenly lyre, nor Horace when a wan. 


| Y our anceſtors proceed from race divine, 
From Brennus and Belinus is your line: 
| Who gave to ſov'reign Rome fuch loud alarms, 
| That ev'n the prieſts were not excus d rom arms. 
' Beſides, a famous monk of modern tines, 
| Has lett of cocks recorded in his rhumes, 
That. of a pariſh prieſt the ſon and heir, 
When ſons ot priotis were tro: n the proverb clear) 
Aſfronted once a cock of noble kird, 
And either lam'd his legs, or - ſt uck him blind; 
For which the clerk his father was diſgrac'd, 
And in his bene ſice another plac'd. 
Now ſing, my lord, it not for love of me, 
Yet for the ſante oi ſwettt Saint Charity 3 
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do much tle more as from a Uttle ell, 
He had a higzli opimon ot hum 
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Ye princes, rais'd by poets to the gods, 

And Alexancer'd up in lying odes, 

Believe not ev'ry flatt'ring nave” s report, 
There's many a Reynard lurking in tlie court; 
And he ſhall be rece ivd with more regard 
Anct liſten'd to, than modeſt truth is heard. 

This Chanticleer, of wiom the ſtory ſings, 
Stood high upon his toes, and cia; PP" "> his wings ; 
Then ſtretch'd his neck, and wink d 41th both his“ 

eyes 
Ambitions, as he ſought the Olympic prize, 
But while he pain'd himſelf to raife his note, 
Falſe Reynard ruſh'd, and cauglit him by the throat 
Then on his back he laid the precious load, 
And fought his wonted ſhelter of the wood ; 
Swiſtl/ he made his way, the cg py done, 

Ct all unheed ed, and purſu'd by non 

Alas, what ſtay i is there in * man "mY 
Or who can ſhun inevitable fate? | 
The doom was written, the decree was paſt, 

Ere the foundations of the worked were caſt: 
In Aries though the ſun exalted ſtood, 

Elis patron planet to procure his good; 
Vet Saturn was his mortal ſoe, and he 
In Libra rals'd, oppos'd the ſame dceree: 
Ihe rays both good and had, of equal pc 
Lacht th warting of! er made a mingled hour. 

On Friday- morn he dream 2 7 78 5 
Croſs to the worthy native, in his fc 
Ah bliſsful has , eoldeſs of deli ligh = 
He coule*fſt thou ſuffer thy devoted knizht 
Or thy own day to fall by foe oppreſs d. 
The wizhkt of all the w orla who ferv'd thee leſt ? 
Who true te love, Was all for recxeation, 

And minded rot the work of propazation. 
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The vicar firſt, and after him the crew, 
With forks and ſaves the felon to purſue. 
Ran Coll our dog, and Talbot with the band b 
And Malkin, with her diſtaff in her hand ; 

N an cow and calf, and family of hops, 
panic horror of purſuing doga, 

With many a deadly grunt and doleful ſqueak, 
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The ſhouts of men, the women in difrr: Jy, 
With ſhrieks augment the terror of the d ay. 
The ducks that heard the proclamation cry'c 
And fear'd a perſecution migh t betide, 
Full twenty mile from town their YO) 
fg cure in ruthes of the | mw lake, 
The ,cefe fly o'er the barn; the bees in arms, 
Dri ive headlong from their wa axen Cells in (warn 
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If [ believe a faint upon his oath 
An bhemeſt man may take a knave's advice, 
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Sal oth me more to ſing with winking eyes, 
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Antlopen mouth, for fear of catching flic 

Who hindfold walks upon a river's brim 

When he ſhouid fee, has he deferv'd to (wim 

cock, let all contention ceaſe. 
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Who twining leaves with ſuch proportion drew, 
They roſe by meaſure, and by rule they grew: 
No mortal tongue can halt the beauty tell; 

For none but hands divine could work fo well, 
Both root and tides were like a parlour made, 

A ſoft receſs, and a cool ſummer ſhade ; 

The hedge was ſet ſo thick, no foreign eye 

The perſons plac'd within it could eſpy: 

But all that paſs*d without with eaſe was ſeen, 

As it nor fence nor tree was plac'd between. 
*['was border'd with a field; and ſome was plain 
With graſs; and ſome was ſow'd with riſing grain. 


POEMS. 


Thus whiile I fat intent to fee and hear, 
And drew perfumes of more than vital air, 
All ſuddenly I heard th* approaching ſound 
Of vocal mutic, on th* inchanted ground: 
An hoſt of ſaints it ſeem'd, ſo full the quire ; 
As if the bleſo d above did all conſpire, 

To join their voices, and neglect the lyre. 
At length there ifſu'd from the grove behind 
A fair aſſembly of the female kind. 

A train leſs fair, as ancient fathers tell, 
Seduc'd the ſons of heaven to rebel. 

[ paſs their forms, and ev'ry charming grace, 


That (now the dew with ſpangles deck'd the} Leſs than an angel wou'd their worth debaſe ; 


ground :) 

A ſweeter ſpot of earth was never found. 
I look*d, and look'd, and ſtill with new delight; 
Such joy my foul, ſuch pleatures fill'd my fight ; 
And the treth eglantine exhal'd a breath, 
Whoſe odours were of pow'r to raife from death: 
Nor ſullen diſcontent, nor anxious care, 
Ev*n tho* brought thirher, could inhabit there: 
Bur thence they fled as from their mortal toe; 
For this tweet place could only pleaſure know. 

Thus, as I mus'd, Icaſt aſide my eye 
And faw a medlar tree was planted nigh ; 
The ſpreading branches made a goodly ſhow, 
And full ot op*ning blooms was ev'ry bough : 
A goldfinch there 1 faw with gaudy pride 
Ot painted plumes, that hopp'd from fice to fide, 
Still pecking as the paſs'd ; and 1till ſhe drew 


The {tweets from ev'ry flow'r, and ſuck'd tlic! A lady of a more majeſtic mien; 


dew: 

Suffic'd at length, ſhe warbled in her throat, 
And tun'd her voice to many a merry note, 
But indiſtinct, and neither ſweet nor clear, 
Yet ſuch as ſooth'd my foul, and pleas'd my ear. 

Her hort performance was no ſooner t.. d, 
Vin the 1 tought, the nightingale, reply'd: 
So tweet, io ſhrill, fo variouſly ſhe ſung, 
That the grove echo'd, and the valleys rung: 
And I fo raviſh'd with her heav'nly note, 
] 1to01 entranc'd, and had no room for tloug lt. 
Put it o'rrow*r'd with extaſy of bliſs, 
Wis im a pleaſing dream of paradiſc ; 
At lenzth I wak'd ; and looking round the how'r 
dtach'd ev ry tree, and pry'd on ev'ry flow'r, 
It any where by chance I might cipy 
1he rural port of the melody: 
But iti methouglit ſhe ſung not far away; 
At laſt 1 tound her on a laurel ſpray, 
Clote by my {:de ſhe fate, and fair in ſiglit, 
Full in a line, againſt her oppolite ; 

Vicſtoo tlie egiintine with laurel tu in'd: 
And both their native ſweets were well comoin'd. 
On thic gicen bank I fat, and liſten'd long; 

(Sitting Kas more convenient for the long ') 
Nor till tier lay was ended could I move, 

But with'd to dwell tor ever in the grove. 

ny methouglit the time too 1wittly pats'd, 
And ev'ry note I ſear'd wou'd be the lait 

My tht, ard ſmell, and hearing were employ'd, 
Ard a't three ſenſes in full euit cih. 

And what alone did ail tlic reit furpa!s, 

J lie ſvacet hotl on of the fairy place; 

Single, and conic.ous to myteif alone, 

Gt Pix 3turcs to tit excluded world uniknovwn, 
P: aſtrcs winch no where elte were to ke found 


o 1 13 22 1 ; - +» 4A % 
Aud all Llylium in a {ct ot ground. 


But their attire, like liveries of a kind, 

All rich and rare is freſh within my mind. 

In velvet white as ſnow the troop was gown'd, 
The ſeams with ſparkling emeralds, ſet around; 
Their hoods and fleeves the fame: and purfled o er 
With diamonds, pearls, and all the ſhining ſtore 
Ot eaſtern pomp: their long deſcending train 
With rubies edg'd, and ſapphires, ſweep the plain; 
High on their heads, with jewels richly ſet 

Each lady wore a radiant coronet. 

Beneath the circles all the quire was grac'd 

With chaplets green on their fair forcheads plac'd, 
Of laurel ſome, of woodbine many more; 

and wreaths of Agnus Caſtus, others bore: 
[Theſe laſt who with thoſe virgin crowns were drefs'c, 
| Appear'd in higher honour than the rett., 


| They danc'd around, but in the midſt was feen 


(By ſtature, and by beauty mark'd their ſoy'reign 
queen. | 
Sie in the midſt began with ſober grace; 
| Her fervants eyes were fix'd upon her face : 
And as ſhe mov'd or turn'd her motions view'd, 
| Her meaſures kept, and ſtep hy ftep purſu'd. 
| Methought ſhe trod the ground with greater gra, 
With more of godhead ſhininz in her face; 
And as in beauty ſhe ſurpaſs d the quire, 
| So, nobler than the reſt, was her attire. 

A crown of ruddy gold incios*d her brow, 
| Plain without pomp, and rich without a how 
A branch of Agnus Caſtus in her hand, 

She hore aloft (her ſceptre of command: 
Admir'd, ador'd by all the circling crowd, 

t or whereſoe'er ſhe turn'd her face, they bow'd : 

And as the danc'd, a roundelay ſhe ſung, 

In lonour of the laurel, ever young : 

She rais'd her voice on high, and ſung fo clear, 7 
The faùns came ſcudding from the groves to Hef 

And all the bending foreſt lent an car. \ 

At every cloſe ſhe mae, tli' attending throng 
'Reply*d, and hore the hurden of the ſong: 

So juſt, lo ſmall, yet in fo ſweet a rote, 

It jcem'd the muſic melted in the throat. 
Thus dancing on, and finging as they cane Gy 
(They to the n iddle of the mead advanc'd : 

Till round my arbour, a new ring they nace, 
| And footed it about the ſecret ſhace: 
|{Q*cr10y'd to fee the jolly troop fo near, : 
But ſomewhat aw'd, 1thook with hotly fear; 
Vet not fo much, but that 1 noted well 
Wo did the moſt in ſong, or dance excel! 
Not lone 1 had obſerv'd, when trom atar 
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And ev'ry damſel wore upon her head Like curteſy was vs'd by all in white, _— 
Of flow'rs a garland blended white and red, Each d: mas a Caine receiv'd, and ev*'ry Enight 2 am 
Attir'd in mantles all the knights were ſcen, Knight : = 0 wad 
That gratity*d the v.ew with chearful green: | The laure]- champions with their ſwords invade, * Your 
Their chaplets of the.r ladies colours were ' The neiglib' ring ſoreits where tlie juſts were made, 3 Want e 
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And due obeiſance tothe daiſy paid. When lo, a bow'r aſcended en the plain, 
And then the band of flute began to play, | With ſudden ſeats adorn'd, and large tor either train 
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And ſtill at ev'ry clofe the wound reprat That! cond hear and fre whatever paſs'd : 11 
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Thy funpic tile to ſuit thy lowly Kind. 
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Or want you ought that here you hope to find, 
Or tr: wel jor tome trouble in your mind? 
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Tio of our ſex are bound to ferve a Kine! 
Perhaps gocd countel may your grief attware, 
Then tell your pan: for wiſdom 18 in age. 
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At court he ihould arrive ere break of day: 
His horſe ſhould * pri way Withot 
She ſaid; with fury they bt gan to rice, 
He on tne midſt the beldam at his fide. 
The horſe, what devil drove I cannot tell, 
3ut only this, they ſped thicir journey well 
And all the way the cron e ee, tlie knight, 
How he ſhoult anſwer the demand 

To court they came: the nes 
Ot his returning to redeem his he ad. 

The ſemale ſenate was atſembled ſoon, 

V:th all the mob of oe n in the ton: 
Th: queen fate lord chief juſtice of the hall, 
And bade the cner cite the crin nal 

Ine knight appcar'd ; and 1lence tliey proclaim, 

3 hen firit the culprit anſwer's to his name: 

And after forms of laws, was latt requir'd 

To name the thing that v omen molt deſir'd. 

Tt” offender, taught lus leon by the way, 
And by his counſel order'd wit to Cay, 
Thus bold began; My lady liege, ſaid he, 
What all your ſex delite is over denty. 
The wife affects her huſhand to command, 

All muſt be hers, hoti monev, rout, and land. 
The maids arc miſtreſlc: ;ev'n in their name; 
And of their ſervants fuli Cominion claim. 

his, at the peril of my head, I fay 

A hunt plain truth, the ſex afpires to fr 

You to rule all ; 3 Wi ile We, . Hav es; ee 

There was not one or widow, maid, or wife, 
But faid the knight had well de ſerv'd his lite. 

Ev n fair Geneura, with a bluin confeſs'd, 
The man had found what women love the beſt, 

Upſtarts the beldame, who was there unſcen, 
And reverence made, accoited thus the queen. 
My liege, ſaid ſhe, before the court ariſe, 

May i poor wretch find ſavour in your eyes : 
To grant my juit requeſt : un | who taught 
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3 faith, and I expect my hire: 

My piomiſe is fulfil d : I fav'd his lite, 

And clainy his debt to take me for his wife. 

ght was afk'd, nor cou'd his oath deny, 

but hop d they would rot force him to comply 

Tre wourn, who would rather wreſt the laws, 

Than let a ſiſter plaintiff loſe the cauſe, 
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ne attent to brothers of rhe bar) 

(Cry donc, and all, the ſuppliant ſtiould have right 
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And all day after hid him as an o l, 
Not able to fuſtain a ſight fo foul. 
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me, Or a grandame taints the blood; 
ntl dom three deſcents conti nue good. 
Vere virtue by deſcent, a noble nam 0 
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r villanize his father” 
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Vut as the "A the laſt of all the line, 
Wou'd lige the ſun even in deſce - ſhine. 
fire; and 1h ear It to the darkeſt | houſe, 
tw;xt |] Arthur's court: 


1d eat 3, 
1 cepart, the flame ſhall py IU remain, 
he bri cht blaze enligliten all the plain: 
; per! it, can decay, 
by nature form'd on things combuſtible to prey. 
ulis not man, who mixing better ſeed 
With worſe, begets a baſe, degenerate breed: 
The bad corrupts the g00d, and leaves behind 
No tra trace of ail the great hegetter's mind. 
The father ſinks within his fon, we ſee 
And often riſes in the third de egree; 
It better luck, a better mother give: 
Chance gave us being, and by chan.e we live. 
atoms were, ev'n ſuch are we, 
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Works as conted rates war, with mingled powers: 
Or man, or woman, which ſoever fat Is: 

And oit ti mne worſe prevails. 
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and a long train of light, to thee deſcending 
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thy eir glories thine ; 
But infamy and villanage are thine. 

ben hat! ſaid before, is lainly Mmow*'d, 
e 110 ality proceeds from Wood — 
By bounty of our ſtar, and grace of heav'n 
Thus from a captive der 
Whom tor his virtue 
ee 3 from the ir 
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the firtt Romans choſe: 
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Whoſe nobic h anc 5 S had exerciy'd tlie plough. 
From * nce, my _— and love, 1 thus conclude, 
[nat thy? my homely anceſtors were rude, 
can as 1 am, vet i may have the grace, 
lo m vou father of a generous race: 
Aud noble then am I, when I begin 
In virtue cloath'd, to caſt the rags of ſin: 
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But the baſe miſer ſtarves amitt wy er. 
1 his gold, and gri 
Sits ſadly Ee 
The! inge d heggar, tho' he wants reliet, 
Has not to loſe, and 
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Want! is a bitter, aud a hateful good, 
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Becauſe its virtues are rot underſtood: 
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| Y et 
i y rcee to full perfection brougiit 
| jaring of the fou! pre ER s from the 
ISharpoeſs of wit, and active diligence : 
prud ence at Once, : torti itude ! 
and it in patience taken mends our lives : 
| For ev*n that indigence that brings me low 
Makes me myſelf, and Him above, to know 
A good which none would challenge, few w: 
chooſe, 
A fair poſſeſſio n, which mankind reſuſe. 
; It we from wealth to poverty deſcend 
Want gives to know the flatt'rer tro; 
If I am old, and ugly, "_ 10 
No lewd adult'rer will my 
Nor jealouſy the hane of marri ied life 
Shall haunt you, for a wither'd 
vor age, and 
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Yet fince I ſce your mind is worldly bent, 
do my heft to turtiier your content. 


And thercto!e of two gifts in my diſpoſe, 


Think ere you ſpeak, 1 zrant you Kae to chuſe: 


Wou'd you } ſhould be ft. detorny'd, 2nd old 
Nauſeous to touch, avd lonthſone to keliol! 
On this condition, to remain jor lite 

A careful, tender and obed;ent Wife 
In all I can contribute to your cue, 
And rot in cred or \ word, or thought Ctifplerſe 
Or would you rather have me voung ard tar 
And tahe the chance that! 
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len pun is are in bear „ and 11 yOour:? 
And low can you depend unon 17 Hu. 
Now v eh the car, "er, Wit: the COU | 
And thank vourſeli, it OUQULY Piould tall am: 
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Sore ſich'd the kt Min, WHOIS long for mon 
At length conſidering all. his heart le che ar'd: 


And thus reply'd, my la Yo ind my wit 
'To your wiſe conduct 11 ri my l. ' 
Chooſe you for me, for well you urd rand 
The tuture good and ill, on either hand: 
But it an humble huſband ms iy reque! 
Provide, and order all things for the belt ; 
Yours be the care to profit, and to pl-aſc : 
Ind let your tubject ſervant take his cafe 
Then thus in peace, quoth the, concludes the 
Since | am turn'd the huſband, you the wile: 
The matrimonial victory is mine, 
Which having faily gain'd, I will reſen; 
Forgive, if I have faid, or done amiſs, 
And fal the barcain with a friend ifs: 
| promis*d you but one content to there 
But now Iwill become both god ant tar, 
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The buhneſs of my lite ſhali be to plate: 
And tor my beauty that, as timt (hall try; 
but the curtain tirit, and caſt vour ene. 

He 1 , and ſaw a creature heel fair, 
In bloom of youth, and of a c:arminy air. 
With jo, he turn'd, and feiz'd her iviry arm; 
\nd like 'ygmalion found tlic ttatve warm. 


Small arguments there needed to pieval, 

A ſtorm of kitles pour'd as thick as bail. 
Thus long in mutual bliſs they las en. „ac'd 
And their firit love continu'd to the 
One fan- ſhine was their life; 
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Nor ever was a kinder couple ſeen. 
Ayd io may all our lives like theirs be 
To 3, Fu 22 1 N 
Heav'n fend the maids young huſbands, ft 
May widows wer as often as the y cans 
And ever for the better change their man. 
And fome devouring plague purſue their lives, 
ay . ; 
WO will not well be govern'd by their wives, 
— — ͤ˙ 2 ——U0Y,PE — 
THE 
CHARACTER 


OF A 
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Pariſh- prieſt, was of the pilerim-train: 
An awtul, revereiid, and religious man. 
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\rd charity itſelf was in his face. 
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As God had cloth'd his own daa 1 
For ſuch, on earth, his bleſs'd Redecmei bor: 
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10 £xty more, but that he liv'd too tatt 


3 
Arge e hin fol "tl r lis 1 
Nei 10 1111 eit 1 77 ul. to cu b fi e 1e; 


moſt a {in of arſtinence. 


— Ie IEPE——e—rS ee IPETDIP 


x ET, f {its 11! a, * : PO! i E | eve 2 
. 5 

16 | [ ! C 5 [ romis d him fHncere 

Notiung rector v © dg or ſullen s to ſee 


' 25 a 1 3 a C2 ws < 
Hut {weet-rezarcs, and picating lanc! ty: 
8 WA ae lic an ax i 18 2 free 

z* » 10 111 ICC 1245 al S 3 AIC +; On * 


* 1 % 
SELLS ata fic e rr wry 
14 i LE INNALE 11445 \ 13 * ** 22 11111 


— I te +4 s>awanaggs 
— 


5 
* 

, I ; , ' - os i i 

ant“ e Precept, yet the preache 


' 18 1 ' © OW + . E , 
„ Or letting con the golden chan ITOM hin, 
c o S © ; x x * 
1 . F*Y $3 oe Ae 1CNCP p Ard 10 che | * 
i ! * +} ; 4" * * s by * *.4 SILLS 
| a FICT Ta V ith holy Nennt, h \ 1 N. 1111 1 
o 1 « : —_ iz A 1 : KEE " : "a | __ j 
| \ Muſic more mecocious than the ipheres 
! vY ! ! * * 1 % n 17 | \ Fi ® "T2, 
| i «\ 1 ein aim, WHEN NIE WL b fO 1 Ly 
aL vie; and afrer him, he ſung the bett. 
; >» i 54 . X BY « * N = 
ie bore his ereat commiſſton in his look 
Lut Iveerty. temper ag awe; and fotten vl 
| 1 Okt. 
0 , 7 * 11 
le-preaciid the joys of heav'n, and pains « 
ivy 10 WwWaln 914 IC unnt! \ $4.15 4 eon! 83 £C i 
unt 1 eter: ' \ 4 2 IT th 1 TI 
1101 0 . £ e. 14 Int Rh 303% £ Gel. 


, il 1 : 1 F of j : 
ie taught the goſpel rather than the law 
: 
4 b 3 3 = - i x ; . A 3 
And fo c' 3 to drive; but lov'd to 
17 8 — 8 5 : 1 ; y 1 l 
Vor fear t freezes minds; but love. | het 


o 


ales the 8 fubl me, to ſcek her native ſe 


F * * { Na 3 | 
| lo threats, the ſtubborn inner ot is tare: 
ET ; j 4214 1 13 e $3 
[But, wien the milder beams of mere, TAC 
4 mens. and fijiroOWwWs his CUM rOHNS C1041 4 | ; 
g | 0 am X f? 1 1 
Liehtnings and thunder (heaven's arti! 
As harbinzers betore th' 


* 
— 
— 


— Meinen, 

| | Lofe, but proc I: im his ſtile, and diſappear; 
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6 The tythes, his pariſh freely paid, 55 a 
Nut never ſu'd; or curs'd with bell a 


Since every man is free to loſe his own. 
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he country churls, according to their h. d, 
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WW 10 grudge their Cues, and love to he he 
Ine iefs he fought * ſuff *rings, pinch' d: 
| And prais*d a prieft contented to be poor. 

| Yetof his little he had ſome to . 
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bed: Jo feed the famiſh'd, and to cloath the ba! 


ror mortify*d he was, to that degree, 

A poorer than himſelf, he would rot fee 

[T1 ue prieſts, he ſaid, and preachers of the wo! 
en only ſtewards ＋ bon cir ſovereign 1 513 
Nothing was theirs t all the public itore 
Intruſted ri ches, to * eve the poor. 

w ho, ſhou?d they ſteal, for want of his relic 
d himſelf accompli ce with the th 
e was his pariſh 3 nor contracted c. 


1 s, but here and there a ſtraggling hob! 


* et ſtill he was at hand, without requeſt 
o ſerve the ſick; to ſuccour the d {t! eſs 
Fempting, on {20 , alone, without affright, 
Ihe dangers of a dark tempe ſtuous night 

All this the good old man P. rtorm'd alone. 
Nor ſpar'd his pains; for curate he had none 
. durſt he truſt another with his cart; 
Nor rode himſelf to Pauls, the public fair, 
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Rich was hi ſoul, though his attire was Le vat 
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With patience bearing wrong; but oft ing ron 
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Po chaffer for preſerment with his gold, 
Weite biſhoorics, and fine-cures are ſold. 
But duly watch'd his flock, by night and cſs 
And from the prowling wolf iedeem'd the p 
An nety ſent the wily fox away. 
The proud he tam'd, the penitent he chear'd 
Nor to rebuke the rich offend er fear d. 
His preaching much, but more his practice ro 
\ Lving ſermon of the truths he taught; 
this by rule ; ſevere his life he {quar's : 
tall miglit fee th. > doen which they heard. 
For 's, h e ſaid, are patterns for the reft : 
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The prelate, for his holy hte he priz'd; 
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himſelf he though t ; but Little "ITY 
his henefice forſoo! 
the land, his cure of 
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| prin tive apoſtle preach'd. 
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J gave the charities himſelt recth'd. 
*, while he taught ; and edify'd the more, 
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He went not, with the crowd, to fee a ſhrine; 

But fed us by the way, with food divine. 

| In deference to his virtues, I forhear 

To ſhew you, what the reſt in orders were: 

This brilliant is ſo ſpotleſs, and ſo bright, 

He needs no foyl: but ſhines by his own proper 
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* AILE Norman Tancred in Salerno reign'd, 
V The title of a gracious prince he gain'd ; 
Till turn d a ty rant in his latter days, 
He loſt the luttre of his former praiſe ; 
And from tle bright meridian where he ſtood, 
Deſcending, dipp'd his hands in lovers blood. 
This prince, of tortune*'s favour long poſſeſs'd, 
| Yet was with one fair daugliter only bleſs'd; 
And bleſs'd he might have been with her alone 
But oh! how muci more happy, had he none! 
Sa Was A 5 care, his hope, and his delight, 

Moſt in his thought, and ever in his fight ; 
Next, n nay beyond his life, he held her dear; 

: iv" d by him, and now he liv'd in her. 

ripe for marriage, he delay'd 
her long a maid, 


For this, when 
Her e band, and kept 
s envying any clie ſhouid ſhare a part 

of . was his, and claiming all h o heart, 
At length, 23 public decency requir'd 


And all his vatſals eagerly deſir d, 


| With mind averſe, he rather underwent 
(His people's will, then gave his own 

vas the torn, as from a lover's fide, 
| An made almot t in his deſpite a a bride, 


conſent ; 


| Short were her marriage Joys; for in the prime 
Of youth, her eee d before his time: 

And to her father's court, in little ſpace * 
| Reftor'd anew, the held a higher place; 


More lov'd, and more rakes into grace. 
Th's princeſs, f Gow and young, and fair, and wiſe, 
The worthi pp d it ws 
Did all her ſex in . 
And had more wit befide th 
Ycuth, health, ts aſc, at 
mind, 


To ſecond nuprials had her thoughts inclin'd: 


of her father's eyes, 

2 grace exceed, 

an women need. 

1d moſt an amorous 


fouls he And former joys had left a ſecret ſting behind. 


But Coal in ev'ry other grant, 

Her tire leſt unſupply'd her only want; 

And ſhe, betwixt her modeſty, and pride, 

Her wiſhes, which ſhe could not help, would hide. 
Reſolv'd at lait to loſe no longer time, 

And yer to pleaſe her ſelf without a crime, 

She caſt her eyes azonnd the court, to find 

[A worthy ſubject ſuiting to her mind, 
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To him in holy nuptials to Le ty” d, 
A: eming widow, and a ſecret hri- 
Amon > the train of courtiers, one {h 
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t found 
With all the 2:tis of bounteous nature crown, 
Of gentle hiood; but one wioſe niggard fate 
Had ſet him tar below ler 11h eftare; 
Gu.ſcard his name wa; call a, of hloo ming age, 
Now any to Tancreq, and before his page: 
Jo him, the cho'ce of ali the thinins crowd, 
He as heart the nobie Sigiſmonda vow'd. 
Yet hitherto ſhe kept her jove conceai'd, 
And with cloſe g! ances ev'ry day be eld 
ie gracetvl youth ; and ev'r day inc! ea5%d 
Ie razing fire that Toe within her brcait: 
cine ſecret charm did all his acts attend, 
And what his een eee her's coul. 
Jill, as the fire will force its outward way, 
Or, in the priſon pent, confume the prev ; 
So long her earneſt eyes on his were fet, 
At length their twiſted rays together nit 
And he, ſurpriz'd with humble joy. fur ve; d 
One ſvreet regard, ſhot by the royal maid : 
Not weil aſſur'd, while dovh' ful hopes he 3 
A ſecond glance came gliding }:ke the irg 
And he who ſaw the ſharpneſs ot the dart, 
Without defence receiv'd it in ſus 
In publick though their ; aan wanted ſpeech, 
vet mutual looks interpret 
I me, Ways, and maus of meeting were 
Pur all thoſe Wants i pgenious love ſupp! *\. 
Th invemive who never tails in pat, 
Infpires the wit, When once he warms the hurt. 
A hen Guiſ-ard next was in the ei cle fron, 
Where Sigiſmonda held the place of queen, 
A hollow cane within her hand the brovght, 
Put in the concave had en los'd a not 
With tis the feem'sd to play, and, a+ in ſport 
Tol;'d to her love, in preferice of the 
Take it, Ge ſaid; rok d when your n. 
This little brand will ſerve to lighit 
He took it with a Low, and foon divin'd 
Tit teeming toy was not for rounhr oVefven'd ; 
Fut when et. d, fo long with cyrious eyes 
He vew'd the preſent, that he found the prize. 
Much was in little writ ; and all convey'd 
With cautious care, for fear to he hetray'd 
By ſome falſe contident, or fav'riie maid. 
1he time, the place, the manner how to meet, 
Were all in punctua! order plainly writ : 
But fince a truſt muſt be, ſhe thought nt beſt 
To put it out ot laymens pow'r at leaft, 
And for their folemn vows prepar d a prict. 
Guiſcard, {her fecret purpoſe vuderttood ) 
With jay p:epar'd to meet the coming good; 
Nor pains nor danger was reſolv'd to ſpare, 
But uſe the means appointed by tlic fair. 
Near the proud palace of Salerno ſtood 
A mount of rough afcent, and thick with wood ; 
Through this a cave was dug with vaſt expence, 
ke work it ſcem'd of lome ſuſpicious prince, 
Who, when abuſing pow'r with low! il; might, 
From public juſtice would ſecure is fligh 
Tue pallage made by many a winding way, 
Reach'd ev'n the room in which the tyrant lay. 
Fit for his purpoſe, on a lower floor 
ie lodg'd, whoſe iſſue was an iron door, 
From whence, by ſtairs deſcending to the ground, 
the blind grot a ſate retreat hie found, 
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The cavern only to her tatiier known 

By him was to hie er n 

Neglected lone ſhe jet the ſccret reſt, 
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And lunte J as the wa heavn defign po 

J be ten je nicans he tal ug! Its to bl 

vy need inſpi 

ation fires ! 
vention found, 

ground. 

, to f 


4 iariing d u2ht 


y by | 
Cl her, by tl 
Ot Won 
| their wit, or love their incl 
 Theugk jealouſy of ſtate th' ir 
| Yet iove refin'd upon iS 

Flat way, 


IEN CC, Wien! 
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urme 

the tyrant had referv*c 
us ſuipg hate, now ſerv? 
Ihe d me; W150 o long in vain had kept tie 
old b „explor d the ſecret way; 
Now try the fai 5, and wading thre ugh the 
10 cetls, Al c. ia d NL Thi 
ſo well explain'd, 


c: lehre 


— 


Scitec o ' all the deep 
| All this her Jett tad 
* inftrucied youtt; 
Mania: 
Phe cavirn-n out 
ec auſe the path 6 
„ut in what quarter of tic 
His eye by 
et (0 the wood Aged 4 
A Heck of leather o'er his limhs he drew: 
And thins 
Fiil the choak'd entry of the cave he found, 
3 hns, all prepar'd, the promis d hour arri 
50 long expected, and fo well contriv'd : 
With love to. friend, th' impatient lover went, 
Fenc'd from the thorns, and trod the deep del 


ih 


alone was hard to find, 
ont of mind: 
e copſe it lay, 
certain lcvel could ſurvey: 


— 1 
us d. WA 


Stood ready poſted at the poſtern- door: 

he maid; in diſtant rcorns were ſent to reſt, 
And nothing wanted hut th' mvited gueſt. 
He came, and knocking tlirice, without delay, 
the longing lady heard, and turn'd the key; 


[At once invaded him with all her charms, 
And the firſt ſtep he made, was in her arms: 


IThe leathiern out- ide, boiſtrous as it war, 
[Gave v Ts and bent beneath her ſtrict embrac 
On citicr fide the kiſſes fiew ſo thick, 

11 hat nt cithey he nor ſhe had hreath to ſpeak. 


j1 The Holy man amaz'd at what he ſaw, 
11.7 20 e ha aſte to ſanctity the biifs by law 3 
jAnd 1 mutter'd faſt the matrimony o'er, 

u or fear committ ed fin ſhould get before. 
His work perform d, he left the pair alone, 


* ecavſe he knew he could not yo too ſoon ; 
| His | preſence odious, when his taſk was Con: 
| What thoughts he had, beſeems not me to fay ; 


% 


away. 
The ſor once gone, they took their full deligi 


Twas reſtleſs rage, and tempeſt all the night: 

For greedy love each moment would employ, 

And grudg'd the ſhorteſt-pauſes of their joy. 
Thus were their loves auſpiciouſly begun, 


And thus with ſecret care were carricd on. 


Mmountam 8 il 


miglie compaſs what 


e tyrant s den, whoſe uſe though loſt to fame, 


to bring two lovers 


x 
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with thorns he knew? 


provided, ſearched the brake around, 
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The co: ſcious prictt, who was ſuborn'd before, 


© s 


Though ſome ſurmiſe he went to faſt and pray, 
And needed both, to drive the tempting thoughts 
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tealth tefelf did appetite rettore, 
Ok d fo like a tin, it pleas'd the more. 
cave Va now become a conmon way 
get oſten open d, knevy tlie key: 
ted ſecure, and long enjoy d, 
ever eer, and was never cloy'd. 
extremes are ſhort, of ill and good. 
{ rides at higheſt mark regorge tiie fl 900; 
do fue, that could : o more improve then o, 
2 malicious pleaſure to detto 
Tancred, who fondly lov'd, and Whoſe delizhit 
Was plac'd in his fair daughters daily tigt.: 
Of cuitom, when perk E=-ATA!'S WEE done, 
Would ſs | 1% Th ainng hours with TIS alone : 
and, a3 a father's privilege allow'd, 
Without attendance of the omc:.aus crows: 
It happen d ance, that when in heat of da 


12 12 7 \ 5 þ MEET aj #47 
He try'd to ſlecp, as was his miual way, 
47's T Tp ] j 5 7 P 13 9 ' of 1 je 
L ne Bam) U Inide u TH] . Hees, 
ore d hi In, 1 tis © VT5 et ure, 101 tt 
te or! ſaken. to ICHEVE his CAl . 


lie ſous ht the converiation of the ir: 

But with her train of damic ts ilie Was gone, 
In th: 11y walks tlie Korcting h at to fhiun : 
He would not violate that fovect receſs, 


i welcome hezvin 


— 
— 
* 


1 x 
an ound) betid: 
A | 1177 * ** II 
hie Ses: Alice flumber, which fo Of! 
d before to come, now came unforghit. 


1 vp 1 u | x | » 14.4 ” 
Ft Am FE md, behind his dau Diter bed, 
, 2 : : 1.2 bY $3 k7 © 
new” a! wien ſe - Com O, d us if vc! X 
* 
4 was ready, for that uſe def . 
? ö o , Gn a 
2) IlttEds Sp dye talc FOCI (i 0 
urtains cloſely drarvn, the len to ssen. 
e had contriv*d to he unf 
e nad contre a to he untcen;: 
us cover'd with an artificial 22 
C LESS $7 3 8 i C ** 35 
* 10 118 Oltice 100 5 111K It a4 | iy. ® 15 1 Ut. 
VW.n av n averte, in this i-l-omen'd hour 
* 7 9 0 % * $ a 89 3% 0 
Was Guifcard ſummon'd to the ſecret bow er, 
1 | 1 g 
and the fair nymph, wth expectation tr d, 
' + = . 
on m arte | 1 danke 1s W — 3 FETH 1 2 
, true to Jove, the meaſur'd time fo rhe, 


A+ not to miſs one moment of delight, 

he garden, ſcated on the level floor, 

e left behind, and locking ev'ry door, 
+bought all ſecure ; but little did ſhe know, 
Blind to her f.te, ſhe had inclos'd her toc. 
Atenung Guiſcard, in his lenthern frock, 


1 
x4 Ft 


ady, with his thrice-repeated Knock: 
Thrice with a LOO bund the 'arring grate 
* me deal. d hol! ow, and Pretag "7 their tate. 
The doo! ee d. toknown delight they haſte, 


nd panting in each others arms, ermbrac'd 
h to the conſcious bed, a mutual freight, 
hecelleſs preſs it with their wonted weight, 
ne ſudden hound awak' d the Ale ping hire, 
Aud ned a fight no parent can deſire: 
Ho opening eyes at once with odious view 
The love cover nh, and the lover knew : 
He would have cy; but hoping that he dreamt, 


Amazement ty'd his tongue, and ſtopp'd the at- 


tempt 
Tt enſuing moment all the truth declar'd, 
But now he Rood collec ted, and prepar'd; 


For Malice and revenge had put him on bis gus 
5 


Dit ſſernbl: ne 
With 


Alternate, kindl'd, and then quench'd their fires; 
| the thades of death they play'd, * 
themſelves, them a ves alone ſmvey d, 
f APY too ſecure, were by theinfelves betray*d. i 
Long time diſſolv'd in pleaſure thus they lay, 

Fill nature could ro more ſuffice their play; 


Th | N 7 1 8 deine dofoas 
The thonghtleſs pair, indulging their defires, 


| No! think ing in ir 


1 


Then rote the youth, and tough the cave again 
e the princefs mingl'd with her train. 
| Refutn*d lus unripe vengeance to defer 


the conitk Was cle Ar, 
-arden, but retir'd unfeen, 

| cret on his gather*d ſpleen, 

And methocize fevenge : to death he griev'd; 

{ And, but he taw the crime, had ſcarce believ*d. 

L "ty - PO, 3 » £ 0 8 10 * | 

[An' appointment forth enfuirs night he heard; 

And therefore in the cavern had prepar'4 


{lie royal f ** vi un now 
ought not tlie 
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| 1 wobrawny yeomen of his trüfty guard, 

1 . N : n 1 4 

| SCArcce bad unway Guricard tet his coe 
! ' 1 " # 

| VV it Linn & OTCITIONR entrance UE zie tet, 


When thee im tecret armbuth ready lay, 
| 3nd roſhing on the {udden se“ the prey: 

' Encumber'd with his frect „without defence, 
An caly piize, they led the pris ner thence, 

And, as commanded, brouglu betore the prince. 
ic gloomy fire, too fenbble of wrong 
Jo vent his rage in words, reftrain'd his tongue; 
And only ſaid, thus fervants art preſc vd, 

Ane trolted, t us their ſov*reigns they reward. 

| Had | not ſcen, had not theſe eyes receiv'd 

Too clear a proot, | could! not have belie d. 
te haue d, and choak'd the reſt The youth, who ſaw 
lis lorſeit life abando *d to the law, 
n 1 accufer, and th* offence to lim 
| Who liad both pow'r and will t' avenge the crime; 
ence prepaid; but thus reply d, 
The faults of love by love are juſtiſy'd: 
; With unrefiſted miglit the monarch rei ens, 
He levels mountains, and he raifes plains; 

"rence of degree, 


F 
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And not regarding diff 
abas'd your daugliter, and exalted me 

n > bolt return with ſceming patience heard, 

he pris'net was remitted to the guard. 


In e ſullen ryrant .lept not all the night, 


F I 


| Put lonely walking by a winking light, 

Sobb'd, wept, and groan'd, and beat his witlier'd 
$33 EAT 

But would not violate his daugliter's reſt; 


o long expecting lay, for blifs prepar d, 
Liſtnine for poiſe, and griev'd that none {he heard; 
Oft roſe, and oft in vain employ'd the key, 
And oſt accus'd her lover of delay; 
And paſs'd the tedious hours in anxious 1 
away. 

The morrow came; and at his uſual hour 
Old Tancred vifited his daughter's how'r; 
Her clicek, (for ſuch his cuſtom was) he kiſs'd, 
Then bleſs'd her kneeiing, and her maids diſimiſs'd. 
The royal digniry thus far maintain'd, 
Now —4 in private, he no longer ſeign'd; 
But all at once his grief and rage appear d, 

and fiuods of tears ran trickllng down his beard. 


0 Sigiſmonda, he began to ſay: 7 
ard \ 


Thrice he began, and thrice was ſorc'd to ſtay, 


do, ike a lon, that unheeded lay, 7 Till words with often trying four d their way : 
fieep, and watcliiul to betra 
inward rage he med itates ius þ! 7. \ 


thought, O Sig 3 (but how blind 
Are parents eycs, their childrens fav ts to find) 
Fiz 
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Thy virtue, birth, and breeding were above 
mean deſire, and vulzar ſenſe of love. 
Nor leſs than tight and hearing could convings 
do ſond a ſather, and ſo juſt a prince, 
Of ſuch an unſoreſcen, and unbeliev'd offence. 
Then what indie nant ſorrow muſt ! have, 
5 o ſee thee lie ſubjected to my ſlave 
man ſo ſmelling of the people's le 
T e court recciv'd him firſt for charity 
And fince with no degree of {onou: grac * 
BN only ſuffer*d, where he firit was plac d: 
A grov*ling inſet till; and fo deſign'e 
By nature's hand, no be n of noble kind: 
A thin”, by rcither man ror woman pri⸗ 'd, 
And ſcarce! known cnough, to be cefpis'd. 
To what has heav'n referv'd my age? ah! why 
Should man, when nature calls, not chuſe to die, 
ather than ſtretch the ſpan of life, to fina 
Such ills as fate has wiſely caſt hehind, 
For thofe to feet whom fond deſire to live 
Makes oy etous of more than liſe can give! 
Each has his ſhare of good; and when 'tis gore, 
The pucſt, though kung! Y, cannot riſe too ſoon, 
zut l, expect ing more, in my own wrong 
Pio! rating l fe, have liv'd a day too long. 
If yeſterday could be recall'd again, 
vin now would I conclude my happy reign 
But *t's too late, my glorious race is run, 
And a dark cloud o'ertakes my ſetting ſun, 
Had'ſt thou not lov'd, or loving ſav'd the ſhame, 
If not the fn, by ſome illuſtrious name, 
This little comlort had feliev'd my mind, 
*T was fraiity, not unuſual to thy Find : 
Put thy low fall heneath thy royal blood, 
Snews downward appetite to mix with nud: 
Thus ro: the leaſt excuſe is leit for thee, 
Kor the leaſt refuge for unheppy me 
For hi m have reſole d: whom by furprize 
T took, and ſcarce can call it, in dif utic: 
For fuch was his attire, as wi th 18 nt 
Of nature, ſuited to his mean deferrt : 
Tie harder queſtion yet remains bel hind, 
What pains a parent and a prince can find 
To punith an offence of this degenerate kind. 
As ] have lov'd, and vet I love thee more 
Tran ever father lov'd a child before; 
So, that indulgence craws me to forgive: 
Nature, that cave thee liſe, would have thee live. 
Bur, as a pub bc parent of the ſtate, 
My juſtice, And d thy crime. requires tl; V fate. 
Fain would I chooſe a middle courſe to ſteer; 
Nature's too ki _ and juſtice too ſevere : 
Spear for vs both, and to the balance bring 
Can either fide, the father, and the king 
Heav'n knows, my heart is bent to favour thee ; 


Make it but ſcanty weight, and leave the reſt to me 


Here fiop ping with a ſigh, he pour*d a flood 
Of tcai's to make his lat? exprefſian food 

She, who had heard him {peaF, nor jaw alone 
The ſecret conduct of her love was known ; 
Put he was taken who her ſoul poſſeſs'd, 
Felt all the pangs of ſorrow in her bre aſt : : 
And little wanted, but a woman's heart 
With cries, and tears, had teftify'd her ſmart: 
Rut in- horn worth, that fortune can controul, 
New ſſtrung, and ſtiſſer bent he: fotter ſoul; 
"the heroire aſſum'd the woman's place, 


— 


Confirm'd her mind, and mortiſy d her face : 


2 
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Why ſhould ſhe beg. or e could 
When her tern father had condemn'd let [rice 
Her life ſhe might have had; but her deſpair 
[Of ſaving his, 1 ad put it paſt her care 
Rcſolv'd on fate, ſhe would rot Joſe v5 breat 
Put rather than not die, ſolicit death. 
1 ind on this thought, ſe not as women uſe, 
(He! tault by comn. 01 trailty would excuſe 
ut boldly juility'd her inn ben ce, 

\n4 while the fact was on e !, deny*d tl offence 
hen with dry eycs, and with an open look, 
She met his elance mid-way, and thus undaurte: 

{pOKE, 

' Tancied, I neither am diſpos'd to make 
Requeſt for lite, nor offer” d life to take: 
{Much leſs deny the deed; but leaſt of all 
Ben: ath pt etended juſtice weakly fall 
My words to facret truth ſhall be cor fin'd, 
My deeds ſhall ſhew the greatneſs of my mind 
That I have lov'd, I own ; ml fill 1 love, 
I call to witneſs all the pow'rs above: 
Vet more Ion; to Guilcard * | give 
The {mall remaining time I have to live; 
[Ard if beyond this life deſire can be, 
Not tate itſelt ſhall ſet my POR free. 
23 his firſt avow'd; vor folly wrapp*d my m 
Nor the frail texture of the * R's kind 
Pe way F my virtue: tor, too weil I knew 
| What honour was, end hor:cur had his due: 
Ee fore the holy prieſt my vows were 1) ˙0, 


the preter4 


5 


| 


So came 1 not a ſirum} et, but a ride; 

This for my f me: and for the pubke voce: 

[Vet mene, lus nerits juſtiſy'd my choice: 

VV ch kad they not, the fiiſt clection thire, 

. Nat bor d meg d. the next is freely mine: 

8 grant ] end, (which yet J muſt de Y, 

p. rents pow ev'n fccor d vous to te, 

Thy 41. 'tle care to mend my WIGOW 0 mens 7 
las forc'd me to recourſe . ma jape-rites, f 
Io fill an en Py fice, and follow Ly own deliglu ) 
What have J done in this, diet rg blame? 


tate lav S MAY « i] C1 aiutt ' are u 2 {1 Ne 


| 

| bote are udp don * es v.onian Kind, ] 
Made without our conſent, and wanting pow 1 © 
. bind. 

| Thou, Tancred, better ſhovld'ft have under 199% 


That as thy lather gave tlice fleſh and ied,” 

o gav'ſt thou me: not ſiom the quarry hew d, 

ut of. a ſoſter mould, with ſenſe endu'dt; 

{Ev'n ſofter than thy own, of ſuppler kind, 

More exquiſite of taſte, and mort 

| fin d. 

Nos men'Y thou I ) thy dau rlite 

{Though now thy ſprightly | 

TI ou haft been Young; and can{t remember it. 9 

That when thou hadſt the power, thou hacit ce 
will; 

Ard ſrom the paſt experience of thy fires, | 

Canſt tell th what a tide our ſtrong de ſues 


* 
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tmnan mau 
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| y ? 
hiood with age be coli, 


Come ruthing on in youth, and what then — 


requires 
And grant thy youth was exercis'd in arms, 
| When love no leiſure found tor ſofter charms z 
My tender age in luxury was train d, 
With. idle cafe and pageants entertain d; \ 
My hours my own, my pleaſures unteſtra © 
So brec, no wonder if I took the bent 


That ſcem'd ev'n warranted by thy corlentry 
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den the father is too ſondly kind, [The faculties of intellect, and will. 
i feed he fows, ſuch harvett thall he find Diſpens'd with equal hand, dicp o with equal 
Plane then thyſelt, as reaſon's law requires, f ſill, | \ 
nature gave, and thou foment'ſt my fires;) {Like Uherty indulg'd with choice of good or ill. 
Mil thoſe appetites continue ftrone. | Thus born alike, hom virtue firſt began 
o mat conſider, I am yet hut young: The ent rence tha dutlinguiſh man from man: 
Contider too, that having been a wile, [He chuim'd ro tic from decent of blood, 
| mutt have rafted of a better lite, | But that which made lum noble, made him good: 
MN rot fo bg bl nie, it I renew, Warn“ With note LAITICIS Of I wWenty flame, 7 
lawfel means, the jovs which then I fnew. | He wins'd his upward fliglit, and ſoar'd to fame; 
ere was the crime, if pleaſure 1 proc ur d, 1 he refit remain d beiow, a tribe without a name. 
Young, and a woman, and to bl:fs inur'd | This law, though cuſtom now diverts the courſe, 
was my cafe, and this is my deſence; | As nature's inſtitute, is yet in force; 
cad myſelf, I (ſhunn'd incontinence, Uncancell'd, tho' ditus'd: ard he whoſe mind 
Py r2d by ftrong defres, indul'd my frnfe, is virtuous, is alone of noble kind. 
Leit to myſelſ, I muſt avow, I] ſtrove | Though poor in foriunc, of celeſtial race; 
trem public ſhame to ſcreen my fecret love, And he commits the crime, who calls him baſe. 


—— ß 


, well acquainted with thy native pride, Now lay the line; and meaſure all thy court, 
ndcarom'd, v hat 1 couid rot help to hide; By inward virtue, not extern. il port, 


tor which, a woman's wit an caſie way F\ And find whom juitly to prefer above 


ply'd The man on whom my judgment plac'd f my love : 
How this, ſo well contriv'd, ſo clofely laid, So ſhalt thou ſee his A | perſon thine; 
as known to tlice. or * what chance betray'd, And thus com par'd, the reit a baſe dezen'rate line. 
favor my care: to F leaſe thy pride alone, Nor took I, w hen | firſt ſurvey'd thy court, 
„ we t had been ſtin unknown. Ii, valour, or his virtues on report; 
TY ſeard by blind fancy led, hut truſted what, I ought to truſt alone, 

0 choice, as many women wed; {Relying on thy eyes, and not my own; { 
] u delib' rate care, and ripen'd thought, I hy praiſeſ and thine was then the public voice) 
t ;e1fure firſt deſign'd, before 1 wrought : Firſt recommended Guiſcard to my choice: | 
Gn | Ya | reſted, aiter long debate, Directed thus t y ene | look*d, and found 
And rot without conftidering fix'd my fate: | A man, | thougiir, def.rving to be crown'd; l 

His lame was cqual, though by mine infpir'd ; {Firſt by my fariver pointed to my fight, 
or jo the air rence of out birth requir'd :) Nor leſs cor fpicuous by his native light: j 
Pad he been born like me, like me bis love His mind, fis mien, the features of his face, 
Lad firit begun, what mine was forc'd to move: E.ccelling all the reit ot human race: 
For thus beginning, thus we perſevere ; ? Thiele were thy thoughts, and thou could ſt judge 
Uur paſſions yet continue what they were, aright, 
£ 3 
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or length of trial makes our joys the leſs ſincere. \ Lill int eft made a jaundice ir: thy fight. 

Artes my choice, though not by thine allow'd, Or thou'd I grant, tou did not rightly fee; 
11 
14 


% 
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| Ih judement herding with the common crowd) Then thou wert firſt deceiv'd, in deceive by thee. þ 
lou tah'ſt unjuſt of;ence;z and, led by them, But if thou ſhalt alledge, tlaough pride of mind, 

Lott lets the merit. than the! man c ſteem. Thy blood with one © f bate condition join'd, 5 

Too (1 arply, Tancred, by thy pride hetray'd, Tis falſe; for *tis not baſeneſs to be poor; : ' 

N Haſt the u apainſt the laws of kind 1 inveigh'd Dr aug ments thy crime the more; | 
For all tit offence is in Opinion plac'd, U pb raids thy juſt; Ct with the ſcant regard 2 

| el deems high birth by lowly choice debas'd: [Of worth: whom princes praiſe, they ſnon'd reward 
his thought alone with fury fires ey breaſt, Are theſe the kings entrutted | FI the crowd 1 L 
tor holy marriage juſtifies the reſt) W. ith wealth, to be d. ſpens'd for common good ? £ 

Wat have ſunk the glories of the Nate, The people ſweat rot for their k ing's delight, 

And mi d mv blood with a pleheian mate: ö enrich a pim} ), Or raiſe a parailte ; 1 

| vonder thou ſhouldſt overſce Theirs is the toil; and he who well has ſerv'd | 

or cauſes, or impute to me His country, has hi country's wealth Ceſerv'd. 

t of fortune, or the fates decrce. | Ev'n mighty monarchs oſt are meanly born, | 

ul it lieaven's imperial 3 alone, | And kings by birth, to 1 oweit rank return 
anch moves on ſprings of juſtice, though un- All ſubjc to the pow'r of giddy chance, 5 

e known ; For fortune can d lepreſs, cr can advance: 
5 we ſce, though order'd for the beſt, {But true nobility, is of the mind, b 

| e bad exalte r, and the good oppreſs d; Not giv'n by chance, and rot to chance reſign” d. 4 
. Permitted le urels grace the lawlc ſs brow, For the remaining doubt of thy decree, 1 
£4 unworthy rais'd, the went caſt below, What to e and how diſpoſe of me, 1 

: But leaving that; ſearch we the ſecret ſprings, Pe warn'd to caſt that uſcleſs care aſide, . 
Aud dackv ward trace the principles of thinzs; My felt alone, wilſ ſor my ſelf provide: ? 

bete thall we find, that when the world began, li in thy doting, and decrepit age, 4 

| : bla mon maſs compos' d the mould by man; {Thy ſoul, a ſtranger in thy youth to rage, 8 
| p Ag . te Of fleſh on all degrees beſtow Begins in cruel deeds to take deliglit; U. 
| 01% Encaced up alike with moiſtn' ing MY Gorge with my blood thy barb*rous appetite z i 

e lame A mighty Pow'r inſpit'd the mu For I ſo littie am diſpos'd to pray : 

RINGH'E life, and ſorm' d the ſouls e ſame: FO! life, would rot caſt a with a 7 
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Such as it is, th' offence is all my own ; 
And what to Gviſcard is alr 
Or to be done, 1s O06 
Tun, it not execurcd bft by ther, 
Shall on my perfon he perfonmn'd by me. 
Away, with women weep, and leave me hebe. 
F:x'd like a man to die, without 2 tea ) 
Or ſave, or flay vs both this pretent how: 
Tis ali that fate has leſt within thy ros 
She ſaid; nor did her father fail to tind, 
In all ſhe ſpoke,” the gEreainefs of her mind 
Yet thouglit ſhe was not obilinate to 
Nor deen d the death ſhe promi 
Secure in this belief, he left the ame, 
Reſolv'd to ſpare her fe, and fave lici ſhame; 
But that deteſteg object to remoue 
To wreak his venceance, and to au: e het 
Intent on this, a ſecret ordert ton”), 
The death of Gu. to his gat; erion'd ; 
Strangling was chofen, 23 
A mute revenge, blind as was the crime: 
His faithful heart, a bloody {act Ace, 
Torn from he br: LS tyrant's eyes, 
Cios'd tor, (flaves to pay) 
What ſoldier nʒuſt obey: 
Wag d azainit foes; and, when the wars are Oer 
Fit only io maintain Cefpotic gor: 
Dang'rous to Herdom, and defir's alone 
By kings, whio ſeek an erbitraty throne +» 
Such were t! o have (Min 
The prince himielf, aliur'd with Kreater gain: 
do was the charge perform'd with Letic 
By men inur d to blood, and excrcis” 


teis'd in ill. 
Now, though the ſullen fire had cas d bis 


mind, f 

The pomp of his revenge . ret benind, { 
ed Tia 

gold, 
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A pomp prepar d to grace the prefert he deſiꝝ 
A govlet rich with gems, and revzh wit! 
Oi depth, and breadth, the precious pledge to bold, 
With cruel care he choſe : the bello part 
4nclos'd ; the lid conceal'd tlic lover's heart 
Then ef his truſted miſchieſs. one be ſent, 
nd bade him witi theſe words the 0 
Thy ſather ſends thee this, to cl er thy hreaft, 
And glad thy fight with what thou lov'tt the hen : 
As thou haſt plcas d his eyes, ard joy'd his mind, 
With what he lov'd the moſt of human king. 

Ere this the royal dame, who weil had welgh'd. 
The confequence of what her fie uad ſaid, 
rix'd cn ler fate, againit th expectiid hour, 
Procur'd the means to have it in ! 
For this, 12 care, 
The juice of ſimples, fic: dly to deſpair, 
A magazine of death; an 
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er pow'r: 
hach diſtiil- d, with early 
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thus prepar'd, 
Segure to die, the fatal meſlabe lieard: 
Then {fmil'd ſcvere; nor with a troubl'd loo 
Or trembling hand, the fun“ ral prefent took; 
Eva kept her count'narce, when the lid remoy*d 
D:iscios*! the heart, ur .ortunately lov'd: 

She nteded not he told within whoſe breaſt 

1 the me age had explain'd the teſt, 

Or not amaz'd, or hiding het Nirprize, 

She Nernily on the bearer fix'd her eves : 
Then thus; tell Tancred. on his daughter's 
The gold, tho: 
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At this, ſhe curb'd a groan, that elfe had me. 

and panſing, view'd the preſent in the ton "RE 

Ihen, to the heart ador'd, devoutly glew'd CY 

[ler lips, and raifing it, her ſpeech renew's ; 4 2 * 

Ln tommy day ot birth, to thi the bound __ - 
Vi my unhappy being, 1 have fourd * age 4 
[My father « are, and tendernefs e Xprefſs'd : * "25 5 
{UL th;5 laſt act of love excels the reſt + = e 
10s ſo dear a preſent, bear him back ; : 
ihe beſt return that i can live to make = L 
Ale meilenger difpatch'd, again the view's —_ 
| The los remains, and fizhing, thus purſu'd - % N 
Source of my life, and lord of my deines,  . 
In whom 1 Lv'd, with whom my ſoul cxpires ; __” 
{Poor heart, no more tlie bring of vital heat, I Nor! | 
[ uro'd be the hands that tore thee from thy feat ? = . - 
Ile courſe is bniſh'd, which thy fates decreed, uf = 
{Ard thou, from thy corpore 'L | rifon freed ; 5 8 
Soon lat thou reacl'd the coal with mend? 
| pace, by , 
A world of wocs diſpatch'd in little ſpace: 4 N . 
Forc'd by thy worth, thy fore, in death become E 
hy ſriend, has lodg'd thee in a coſt y tomb; ee 
* nee yet remain'd thy fun'ral extquies, 881 
Ihe weeping tribute of thy widow's eyes, 1 

und tlioſe 1 


indulgent heav'n has ſound the way 
i hat l, before my death have leave to pay. 

A f 

%3\ 


father ev'n in creelty is kind, 
Or heav'n has turn'd the matice of his mind 
Jo better uſes than his hate defign'd ; BEVEL 
And made th' infult which in his gift appears, | WE 
ile means to moum thee with my pious tears ; 
Vf hich I will pay thee dawn, before | 805 

And ſave myſelt the p to Weep below, 

<q 

[35 en can weep; though once I meant to meet 
| fate with face vnamor 79, 
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and eyes unwet, 
nee ! have thee here in van ov room, 
VIV tears ſhall ſet firtt afloat within thy tomb; 
then (as 1 know thy ſpirit hovers nigh) 
Under thy triendly conduct will! fly 
- 0 regions unexplor'd, ſecure to ſhare 
+ uy flate ; nor hell ſhall 
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g puniſhment appear; 
Ard heavn is double heav'n, if thou art there. 

| abc ſaid; her brinful eyes, that ready flood, 
'Ard only wanted will to weep a flood, Theſe ac 
Reicas'd their wat'ry ſtore, and pour'd amain, Nr 
Like clouds low hung, a ſober ſhow'r of rain ; 

Mute folenin ſorrow, free from female no. The fire 
Such as the majeſty of grief deſtroys : he 
For, hending oer the cup, the tears ſhe ſhed { 
Seem'd by the peitrre to diſcharge her bead, | 
Ver-ll'a before; and oft (her mouth apph d 1 
To rhe cold heart) ſhe kiſs'd at once, and cry'd, ; 1 
Her maids who ſtood amaz*d, nor knew the cauſe | An 
Of her complaining, nor whoſe heart it was; 
Vet all due mcafures of her mourning kept, 
Dich office at the dirge, and by infection wept; 
And oft enquir'd th* occaſion of her grief, 
Unanſwer'd but by fighs) and offer d vain relies. 
\t length, her ſtock of tears already ſhed, 

She wip'd her eyes, ſhe rais'd her drooping head, 
And ts purſu'd : O ever faithful heart, 

| have perform'd the ceremonial part, 

The decencies of grief: it reſts behind, 
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hat as our bodies were, our fouls be join'd: 


To thy whate'er abode, 
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my ſhade convey, 


And as an elcer ghoſt, direct the way. 
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td; zud bade the vial to he "ought. 
Mare he before had b 1 "qd the d. acl] y dra aug! * 
pouring out the med'cinable ! and 
he heart, lrer tears had rins'd, ſhe bath'd again 
en down her throat the death {ecurely thro! wy, 
31% quails a long oblivion of her woes. 
ner body firſt compos'd with honeſt care) 
tends the welcome reſt: her hands yet bold 
e to her heart, ts monument; * gold 3 
r farther word ſhe ſpoke, but clos'd her ſight, 
ng quiet, ou zht the cov ert of tlie ni -ht. 
damſels, wlo the while in 5 tence mourn'd, 
krowing, nor ſuſpecting death fuborn d. 
tt, as then duty was, to Tancred tent, 
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V:0, conſcious of th* occaſion, fear'd th event 
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me light: then with a late relief 
„ain efforts to mitieste het eric{ 


Ne, What Ine co Id, EXCHUGINTg day, her eyes 
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; 1 Lf Rs ores ; bs.” bo 
n „treftrainm thy trans, un ſougin by me, 
And torrow, unavz line nos to ee: 
f mim crore afl ns im, 


( U Halt remaining? ir ay heart 
Wnt of Ove, forne pe part 
U ener Kindneſs. largel) & Pre olcts; 'y 
f 2 that adjure thy burden dt bre M 


thy d. ariglter's laſt requ TI « 
e Kt love Wen 1 o lon en 07 >, 
il CONCeal d, tO Fr: tit) ch 1\ y price, 


att di 


t disjoin'd; | 


z but, With HtiY { lying brea ch, 
ek not, 4 beg thee, to di-join our death: 
ele er his corps by thy command is laid, 
hither let mine in public be convey d; 
ixp08'd in open view, and fide by fide, 

o Gd as a bridegroom and a bride, 
rince's anguiſh hincer'd his reply : 


na e who felt her fate at pproaching nigh, 
TW 
the cold heart, 2 * * aving to her breaſt, 
ehe, precious pled e ſaid, ſecurely reſt: 


4 „ 


ie ACCENTS were hg af : the creeping ng death 


i ſhe * for diſobedience 2 dy'd ; 
ure was puitly puniſh'd for his pride: 


VOL = leaſt gullty, ſuffer” d tor th' offence 
vty ViOlated to his pr ince: 
late! repenting of his cruel deed, 
mont lepulchre tor both decreed ; 
« thie wretctied pair in royal it ate, 
tneir monument inſcrib'd their fate. 
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his done, ſhe. mounts the genial bed, and there | 1ins noble Youth ton y? 
5 7 


Fumb'd her ſenſes firſt, then ſtopp'd | her breath. 


er in anc re times with arms and | arts, 


| N 
BY und rich inhabitants with generous bas 
| nut Th e 411 brave, above the reit, 

| With guts of lortune, and of nature bleſs'd, 
! 


| The foremoit place, for wealth and horour held, 
" S3'% i ail in 1% at 3 ot cli; "oy EX. cell” d. 
d A dame, 


Or high degree, 1 oa was her name: 


maduct (s kd 


| Fair as the fa; iTeit, but of hau ghty mind, 
nd fiercer than became fo ſoſt 2 A : 

| Proud o her! birth; (tor equal (he ha- | none 3 

The reſt ſhe ſcorn'd; but hated him alone. 

His gifts, lits conſtant courtſhip, nothing gain? wa 
For ſhe, the more * lov*.1, the more diſdain'd: 

' He liv'd with all the pomp he cou'd devi iſe, 2 
At tilts and | tornaments obt. un' d the prize, 

But found ng favour in his lady's eyes 


Relentieis as a rock, the lo ty maid 


2urn'd all to pon that le did, or ſaid: 
Nor pray'rs no1 tears, nor aAffer "a vows could 
niovey 
{The work went backw ard; and the more he 
| {trove 
T* advance his fate, the farthe; from her love. 
85 wal. '<d at Ic "NEgth, And want ing emed v, 
H ou ted of ; A and oft rot 1 d ro « lie. 
nu ut price ſtood ready to prevent the blow, 
| For who Would Cie to Fratiſy a foc * 
'H 1is gent rOus mind disdain'd fo mean a f. ite; 
That paſs', his next endeavour was to hate. 
But vainer that tel ef than al! the reſt, 
The leis he hop'd with more defire pottels'd ; 
Love ſtœod the ßege, and would not yield his 
breaſt. 

Change was the ne xt, but change Ceceiv'd his 
| Care, | 
| Ee fought a ſairer, but fourd none io fair, 
le would have worn her out by low degrees, * 
As men by faſting ſtarvethi' uptam'g diſeaſ. 


But pre ſerit love required a P' eſent caſe. j 
1 he ſceds 4 ic his famiſh'd eyes, 

| Fecd: $ lingring death, but look ing not he dies. 

Le et fill | tC clioſe the gelt Way to fate 

Waſting at once his life, and his eſtare 


: 


His friend 5 behcld 5 and] it. lum in Vain 
K j 


For what 3 can e. iſe 2 10 ver 3 Pain ! 
* * 


| 
« 
| 


Ab lence, the heſt = edient they couls find 
Might ſ ſavc he fortune, if yot cure the nnd ; 
FF 2 C * * 1 L 2 1 ».9 
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Yet after much purſu lit, at lens "tot tand. 

| Hard, you may think it was, to give wm 

But, ſtruggling with his own defires. . went : 

With large expence, and with a pempous train, 2 

Providec 5 as tO viſit France or Spain, 

Or for ſome diſtant voyage O'er the main. 

ut love had clipp'd his wings, and cut him ſom 

Confin'd within the purlieus of his court: 

Three miles he went, nor tarther could retreat; 

His travels ended at his country -ſeat : 

Lo Chaſſis pleafing plains ie took his way, 

There pitch'd his tents, and there reſolv'd to ſtay. 
The fpring was in the prime; the neighb'ring 

grove 

Supphy'd with bi ” the chcriſters of love: 

Mufic unbought, that miniſter'd de lie bt, 

To mor ning-w alk: 5, and lull'd his cares by night: 

There he diſchar gd his friends 3 hut not th e * 
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224 BRYDEN 


He liv'd as kings retire, though more at large, 2 


From public buſineſs, yet with equal charge ; 

With houſe, and heart {till open to receive; 

As well content, as love wouid. give him! as 

He would have liv'd more free; but many a gueſt, 

Who could*forſake the friend, purſu'd the fealt. 
It happ'd one morning, as lus tancy led, 

Before his uſual hour, he left his bed; 

To walk within a lonely lawn, that Rood 

On ev'ry fide, ſurrounded by the woot : 

Alone he walk'd to plieaſe his pentive mind, 

And ſought the deepeit ſolitude to find: 

JI was in a grove ot ſpreading pines he ſtray'd ; 

The winds within the quiv'ring branches play *d, 

And dancing trees a mourntvl moſic made. 

The place itſelf was ſuiting to his care, 


Uncouth, and ſalvage, as the cruel fair. 
He wandei*d on, unknowing where le went, 
Loſt in the wood, and all on love intent: 
Ihe day already half his race had run, 
And ſummon'd ium to due pst at noon, * 
But love could ſeel no hunger but his on. \ 
While liſt'ning to the mu, n * lenves he Rood, 
iore than a mile immer:*d within the woo 
At once the wind was laid; the e whiſp ing found 
Was dumb; ariſing earthquake rock'd the ground 
With deeper brown the gos was © 
A ſudvxea horror ſeiz'd lis g ddy head, 
And his ears tinck _ and his colour fed. 
Nature was in alarm; ſome danger nis 
><em*®d threaten'd, though unſeen to no! 
Unus'd to fear, he ſurnmon*d all his fou!, 
And ſtood collected in himfcli, and who.e : 
Not long: for ſoon a whitl.vind roſe around 
And from afar he heard a 1.:caming tound, 
As of a dame diſtreſs'd, who cry*d tor a:d, 
And fill'd with loud laments the fecet ha te. 
A thicket cloſe beſide the grove the:e Rood 
With bricrs, and brambles choak'd, and dwartith 
wood : 
From thence the noif::; which now approa 
near, 

With more diſtinguiſh'd notes invades his ear 
He rats'd his head, and faw a beaucteo 1+ mail, 
With hair diſhevell'd, iſſuing thi ough tie ade: 
Stripp'd of her cloaths, and een thoſe parts reve? Fd, 
Which modeft nature keeps tion fight conceal'd, 
Her face, her hands, her naked limbs were torn, 
With paſſing through the brakes and prickle thorn :; 
Two malltifts gaunt and grim, her flight purſu'd, 
And oft their faſten'd tangs in blood embru'd : 
Oſt they came up, and pine d her tender nde, 
Mercy, O mercy, Heav'r, the ran, and cry'd : 
When one n Was nam'd they loo;'d their hold 


again, 

Then ſprung the forth, they follow'd her amain. 

Not far behind, a knight of ſwarthy face, 
High on a coal- black ſeed purſu'd the chace; 
With flaſhing flames his ardent eyes were fill'd, 
And in his hands a naked ſword he held: 
He chear'd the dogs to follow her who fled, 
And vow*d revenge on her devoted head. 

As Theodore was born of noble kind, 
The brutal action rous'd his manly m.nd :; 

ſov'd with unworthy uſage of the maid, 

He, though unarm'd, refolv'd to give her aid, 
A ſaplin pine he wrench'd from out the ground, 
The readieft weapon that his fury found. 
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And tear that harden'd heart from out her 


| VV hich, with her entrails makes my hungry bout 


Nor lies the long, 
| : __ 
Springs up to life, and 


8 POL 


Thus furniſh'd for offence he croſo'd the way 
Betw.xt the gracelels villain, and nis prey, 
Ihe knight came 
Thus in impericus tone forbad the war 
Ceafe, Theodore, to proffer vain relief, 
Nor itop the vengeance of ſo juſt a grief; 
But give me leave to ſeize my deftin'd prey, 
And let eternal juſtice take the way: 
{ but revenge my ſate; diſdain'd, betray'd, 
And ſutf'ring death for this ungrateful maid, 


e ng on but from afa; 


He ſaid ; at once diſmounting from the ſteed | 


ror now the hell- 3 as with ſuperior ſ{pced 


Had reachid the dame, and ſaſt' ning on her {id 


ihe ground with iffuing ſtræams of purple dy'd 
Stood A leodore furpriz*d in deadly fright, 
teeth and briſtling hair upright ; 
md with inborn worth, Whate'er, ſaid ke, 
better than I thee ; 


With chatt'ring 


who knowelt me 
ve thy rightful cauſe, or Le defy'd : 
etre, fiercely ſtaring, thus reply*d 
», Theodore, thy ancettry I claim, 
Cuido Cavalcanti was my name. 
co mon fire our fathers did beget, 
and ſtory ſome rememler yet 


| Thee, then a boy, within my arms I laid, 


Wien for my ſinz1 lov'd this haughty maid 
Nor lefs ador'd in life, nor ſerv'd by me, 
roud Honor. a now is 8 by thee. 
I not her ſtubborn heart to gain ? 


} 


But Wl ny vov-s were anſwer'd with diſdain; 
She tcorn'd my ſorrows, and deſpis'd my pain 
Long time I dragg'd my days in iruitle(s care, 


cen loathing lite, and plung'd in deep deſpair, 
© an my untiiappy life, I fell 

Short was her joy; for ſoon th' inſulting m 
By Heaven's Cecree in the cold grave was laid, 
and 25 in unrepenting fin ſhe dy*'d, 


pri. le 3 
Pecauſe the deem'd I well deſerv'd to dig, 
nd made a merit of her cruelty. 
There, then, we met; both try'd, and both were 
and this irrevocable ſentence paſt: 


Thi ſhe whom 1 ſo long purſu'd in vain, 
Should ſuffer from my hands a lingring pain: 
Rerew'd to life, that ſhe might daily die, 

I daily doom'd to follow, ſhes to fly; 


No more a lover but a mortal foe, 


1 ſeek her life (for love is none below :) 


As oſten as my dogs with better ſpeec 
Arreſt her flight, is ſhe to death decreed 
Then with this fatal ſword on which 1 dy 
I pierce hier open back or tender fide. 

b1 
| EE 
a ſeaſt. 

but as her fates ordain, 
freſh to ſecond pain, 

ls ſav'd to-day, to-morrow to be ſlain. 

This, vers'd in death, th' 
And then for proof fulfill their common fates 
Her heart and bowels through her back he drew, 
And fed the hounds that help'd him to purſue. 
Stern look'd the fiend, as fruſtrate of his Wiz 
Not half ſuffic'd, and greedy yet to Kill, 

And now the ſoul expiring through the Wo! nc 
Had left the body breathleſs on the ground. 
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s arp ſword, and now am damn'd in hel 
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Doom'd to the lame bad place, is puniſli'd! 
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The hell- 
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He would 
But dream 
Though ſt 
But ſuch 5 
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When thus the grizly ſpectre ſpoke again: 
Behold the fruit of iU>rewarded pain: 

As many months as I ſuſtain'd her hate, 
So many years is ſhe condemn'd by fate 

To daily death; and ev'ry ſeveral place, 


| Conſcious of her diſdain, and my diſgrace, 
E Muſt witneſs her juſt puniſhment ; and be 


A ſcene of triumph and revenge to me. 
As in this grove I took my laſt farewell, 
As on this very ſpot of earth ] fell, 


. As Friday ſaw me die, ſo ſhe my prey 
© Becomes ev'n here, on this revolving day. 
Thus while he ſpoke, the virgin from the ground 


'pſtarted freſh, already-clos'd the wound, 
Ard unconcern'd for all ſhe felt before 


@ Precipitates her flight along the ſhore : 
W The hell-hounds, as ungorg'd with fleſh and blood, 
W Purſue their prey, and ſeek their wontedfood : 
& The fend remounts his courter: mends his 
W And all the viſion vaniſh'd from the place. 


Long ſtood the noble youth oppreſs'd 
awe, 


u ſtupid at the wond'rous things he ſaw 
Vorpaſſing common faith; tranſgreſſing nature's 


law. 


he would have heen aſleep, and wiſh'd to wake, 
But dreams, he knew, no long impreſſion make, 
Though ftrong at firſt : if viſion, to what end, 


But ſuch as muſt his future ſtate portend ? 
His love the damſel, and himſelf the fiend. 
but yet reflecting that it could not be 


| from Heav'n, which cannot impious acts decree, 


Kfolv'd within himſelf to ſhun the ſnare 
Which hell for his deſtruction did prepare; 


| And as his better genius ſhould direct 
| from an ill cavſe to draw a good effect. 


Inſpir d from Heav'n he home ward took 
Nor pall'd his new defign with long delay: 


but of tis train a truſty ſervant ſent ; 


10 call his friends together at Is tent, 
ey came, and uſual ſalutations paid, 
tn words premeditated thus he ſaid : 
lat you have often counſell'd, to remove 
vam purtuit of unregarded love; 

rut my ſinking fortune to repair, 
o late, yet is at laſt hecome my care: 


1 


Nedu— 4 N 4 +4 
=auc a to hounds, by timely providence : 


s only 1 require; invite for me 


nonoria, with her father's family, 
ner 


Ss On ©... 1 5 
2 ay next, tor that's th* appointed day. 
Ii | 
a liglit; 


Ty. - . 
8 they invite; 
5 > Sp dame was drawn to this repaſt ; 
e becauſe it was the laſt, 
* "Ag the reſt, W xorable damit: 
Un, FAT G With riotous expence, 
luch cofi 

Tee pe ghoſt purko'd hi love 
WG a proud pavilion ſpread, 
es F clow, and tiffue overhead : 
W. ans; Honoria chief in place, 
„ EUUny contriv'd to ſet her face 


10 +hi,? . j ; 1 
Nice Ft, and tchold the hace 
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iq 
heart ſhall be my own ; my vaſt expence 


ends, and mine; the cauſe I ſhall diſplay, 


was come; the gueſts invited came, 


„ more Care, and moſt masnificence. 
1 . N 
oſdain d was in that haunted grove, 


* 
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The feaſt was ſerv'd; the time ſo well forecaſt, 

That juſt when the deſert, and fruits were plac'd, 

The fiend's alarm began: the hollow ſound 

Sung in the leaves, the foreſt ſhook around, 

Air blacken'd; roll'd the thunder; groan'd the 
ground. 

Nor long before the loud laments ariſe, 

Of one diſtreſs'd, and maſtifs' mingl'd cries ; 

And firſt the dame came ruſhing through the“) 
wood, | 

And next the famiſh'd hounds that ſought their 
food, 4 

And giip'd her flanks, and oft eſſay d their jaws in | 
blood. 

Laſt came the felon on the ſable ſteed, 

| Arm'd with his naked ſword, and urg'd his dogs to 

ſpeed : 

She ran, and cry*d : her fiiglt directly bent, 

A gueſt unhidden) to th e ſatal tent, 

| The ſcene of death, and place ordain'd for punith- 

with | ment. 

Loud was the noiſe, aghaſt was ev*ry gueſt, 
The women ſhriek'd, the men forſook the feaſt ; 


The hounds at nearer diſtance hoarſely bay*d ; 


pace, 


The hunter cloſe purſu'd the viſionary maid, 
She rent the heav'n with loud laments, imploring 


| aid. 
| The gallants to protect the ladies right; 
Their fauchions brandiſn'd at the griſly ſpright ; 
High on his ſtirrups he provok'd the fight. 
Then on the crowd he caſt a furious look, 
And wither'd all their itrength before he ſtrook : 
Back on your lives; let be, ſaid he, my prey, 
Anch let my vengeance take the deſtin'd way. 
Vain are your arms, and vainer your defence, 
| Againſt th* eternal doom of providence : 
his way, Mine is th* ungrateful maid by Heav'n defign'd : 
Mercy ſhe would not give, nor mercy thall the 
| find. 
At this the former tale again he told 
With thund'ring tone, and dreadful to behold : 
Sunk were their hearts with horror of the crime, 
Nor needed to be warn'd a ſecond time, 
But bore each other back; ſome knew the face, 
And all had heard the much lamented caſe, 
Of him who fell for love, and this the fatal place. 
And row th' infernal miniſter advanc'd, 
Seiz'd the new victim, and with fury lanc'd 
Her hack, and piercing through her inmoſt heart, 
Drew backward, as before, th' offending part. 
The reeking entrails next he tore away, 
And to his meagre mattiffs made a prey : 


pleas'd were all his friends, the taſk was The pale aſſiſtants, on each other ſtar'd 


With gaping mouths for iſſuing words prepar'd ; 
The ſtill- born ſounds upon the palate hung, 
And dy'd imperfeR on the faltring tongue. 
The fright was general; but the female band 
4A helpleſs train) in more contuſion ſtand ; 

With horror ſhudd'ring, on a heap they run, 
Sich at the fight of hate fut juſtice done; 
For conſcience rung tliè alarm; and made th: caſe 

| their own, 

: Fo fpread upon a lake with upward eye 
A plump al fowl, behold their foe on hieh, 
They cloſc their trembling troop ; and all attend 
On whom the ſowſing eagle will deſcend, 
nut moſt the proue! Honoria ſear'd tht event, 
| And thought to her alone the viſion ſent. 
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Her guilt preſents to her diſtracted mind 

Heav'n's juſtice, Theodore's revengeful kind, 

And the ſame fate to the ſame fin aſſign'd; 

Already ſees herſelf the monſter's prey, 

And feels her heart and entrails torn away, 

*Twas a mute ſcene of ſorrow, mix'd with ſear, 

Still on the table lay th* unfiniſh'd cheer ; 

The knight, with hungry maſtiffs ſtood around, 

The mangled dame lay breathleſs on the ground : 

W hen on a ſudden re-infpir'd with breath, 

Again ſhe roſe, again toſuffer death ; 

Nor ſtay'd the hell-hounds, nor the hunter ſtay'd, 

But follows, as heſore, the flying maid : 

Tu' avenger took from carth th' avenging ſword, 

And mounting light as air, his fable ſteed he ſpurr'd: 

The clouds diſpell'd, the ſky reſum'd her light, 

And rature ſtood recover'd of her fright. 

But fear, the laſt of ills, remain'd behind, 

And horror heavy at on ev'ry mind. 

Nor Theodore encourag'd more his feaſt, 

But ſternly look'd, as hatching in his breaſt 

Some deep deſign, which when Honeria view'd, 

The freſh impulſe her former fright renew'd: 

She thought herſelf the trembling dame who 
fied, 

And him the grifly ghoſt that ſpurr'd tl infernal 
ſiced : 

The more diſmay'd, for when the gueſts with- 
drew, 

T heir courteous hoſt ſaluting all the crew, 
Regardleſs paſs'd her o'er; nor grac'd with kind 
adien, | 

That ſting infix'd within her haughty mind, 
The cownfal of her empire ſhe divin'd ; 
And her proud heart with ſecret ſorrow pin'd. 
Home as they went, the ſad diſcourſe renew'd 
Of the relentleſs dame to death purſu'd, | 
And of the ſight obſcene ſo lately view'd. 
None durſt arraign the righteous doom ſhe bore, 
Ev*n they who pity'd molt yet blam'd her more ; 
The parallcl they needed not to name, 
But in the dead they damn'd the living dame. 

At ev'ry little noiſe ſhe look'd behind, 
For ſtill the knight was preſent to her mind: 
And anxious oft ſhe ſtarted on the way, 


And thought the horſeman-ghoſt came thund'ring 


for his prey, 
Return'd ſhe took her bed, with little reſt, 
But in ſhort ſlumbers dreamt the funeral ſeaſt: 
Awak'd, ſhe turn'd her fide ; and flept again, 
The ſame black vapours mounted in her brain, | 
And the ſame dreams return'd with double pain.. 
Mow forc'd to wake becauſe afraid to fleep, 
Her blood all fever'd, with a furious leap 
She ſprung from bed, diſtracted in her mind, 


- . - - * f 
And fear'd, at ev'ry ſtep, a twitching ſpright behind. 


Daricling,and des prate with a ſtagg'ring pace, 

Of death afraid, and conſcious of diſgrace ; 

Fear, pi ide, remorſe, at once her heart aid, 

Pride put remorſe to flight, but fear prevail'd. 

Friday, the fatal day, when next it came, 

Her ſoul forethought the ficnd would change 
his game, i 

And her. purſue, or Theodore be (lain, 

And two ghoſts join their packs to hunt her oder 
the plain. 

This dreadful image ſo poſſeſs'd her mine 


; z 
That ces prate any ſuccour elſe to tine, 


She ceas*d all farther hope; and now began 

To make reflexion on th' unhappy man. 

Rich, brave, and young, who pait expreſſion lov'e, 

Proof to diſdain, ; and not to be remov'd : 

Of all the men reſpected, and admir'd, 

Of all the dames, except herſelf, deſir'd. 

Why rot of her? preſerr'd above the reſt 

By him with knightly deeds, and open love pro- 
fels'd ? 

So had another heen; where he his vows addreſs d. 

This quell'd her pride, yet other doubts remain'd, 

That once diſdaining ſhe might be diſdain'd: 

The fear was juſt, but greater fear prevail'd, 

Fear of her lite by hellith hounds affail'd ; 

He took a low'ring leave, but who can tell, 

What outward hate, might inward love conceal ? 

Her fex's ꝓts ſhe knew, and why not then, 


Might deep diſſembling have a place in men? 

| [Tere hope began to dawn; reſolv'd to try, 1 

She fixt on this her utmoſt remedy 3 

Death was behind, but hard it was to die. 

'T was time enough at laſt on death to call, | 

The precipice in ſight: a ſhrub was all, 

That kindly ſtood betwixt to break the fatal fall. 
One maid ſhe had, belov'd above the rect, 

Secure of her, the ſecret ſhe conſeſs'd: 

And now the chearful light her fears diſpell'd, 

She with no winding turns the truth conceal d, 

But put the woman off, and ſtood reveal'd : 

With faults confeſs'd commiſſion'd her to go, 

If pity yet had place, and reconcile her foe : 

The welcome meſſage made, was ſoon receiv'd; 


liev'd ; 
Fate ſeem'd a fair occation to preſent, 
He knew the ſex, and fear*d ſhe might repent, 
Should he delay the moment of conſent. 
There yet remain'd to gain her friends (a care 
The modeſty of maidens well might ſpare ;) 
But ſhe with ſuch a zeal the cauſe embrac'd, 
(As women where they will, are all in haſte) 
That father, mother, and the kin beſide, 
Were overborn by fury of the tide : 
With full conſent of all, ſhe chang'd her ſtate, 
Reſiſtleſs in her love, as in her hate. 

By her example warn'd, the reſt beware 
More eaſy, leſs imperious, were the fair; 
And that one hunting which the devil cefign'C, 
For one ſair female, loſt him half the kind. 
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'Twas what he wiſh'd, and hop'd, but ſcarce be. 
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u love de folly, the ſevere divine 

Has felt that follv, tho” he cenſures mint; 
utes the pleaſures of a chaſte embrace, 

Acts what 1 write, and propagates in grace 
With r.otous exceſs, a prieſtly race: 

© uppote him free, and that 1 forge tl offence, 
He ſhew'd the way, perverting firſt my ſenſe : 
In malice witty, and with venom fraught, 

He makes me ſpeak the things I never thought. 
Compute the gairs of his ungovern'd zeal ; 

Ul ſuits his cloth the praiſe of railing well! 

The world will think that what we loofly write, 
Tho now arraign'd, he read with ſome delight 
Becauſe he ſeems to chew the cud again, 


— — 


When his hroad comment makes the text too plain: 


And teaches more in ore- explaining page, 
Phan all the double meanings of the ſtage, 
What need he paraphraſe on what we mean? 
We were at worſt but wanton ; he's obſcene. 
|, nor my fellows, nor myſelf excuſ: : 
But love's the ſubject of the comic muſe : 
Nor can we write without it, nor would you 
A tale of only dry inſtruction view; 
Nor love is always of a vicious kind, 
but oft to virtuous acts inflames the mind. 
wakes the fleepy vigour of the ſoul, 
And, bruſhing o'er, adds motion to the pool. 
Love, ſtudious how to pleafe, improves our parts, 
Wit poliſn'd manners, and adorns with arts. 
Love firſt invented verſe, and form'd tlie rhime, 
e motion meaſur'd, harmoniz'd the chime ; 
16 lib'ral acts inlarg'd the narrow-fourd : 
datren'd the fierce, and made the coward bold: 
Ihe world when waſte, he people d witn increaſe, 
| war ing rations reconcib'd in peace. 
Ora nd, the firſt, and all um fair may nnd 
in us one legend to their fame deſivn'd, 7 
1 beauty fires the blood. how love cxalts the 
mind. 
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B that ſweet iſle, where Venus keeps her court, 
And ev'ry grace, and all the loves reſort; 
Where either ſex is form”*.1 of f hs earth, 
And takes the bent of ple: ifure from their birt 
here I'd a Cyprian lord, above the tit. 
„wealthy, with a num'rous iſſue bleit, 
15 25 no gift of fortune is tincere, 
Was only wanting in a worthy heir: 
His eldeſt born, a goodly youth to view, 
celb'd the reſt in ſhape, and outward ſh 
, fall, his limbs with due proportion join'd, 
of a heavy, dull, degenerate mind. 
ſoul bely'd the teatures of his face; 
heauty was there, but beauty in diſ-race. 
clownilh mien, 4 voice with ruſtic four a, 
uch tupid eyes, that ever lov'd the ground. 
He look'd like nature's error; as the mind 
nd body were not of a piece dengn'd, 
"ut made for two, and by miſtake in one were ( 
join'd. ) 
The ruling rod, the father's W wes care, 
ere exerois'd in vain, on wit*s deſpair ; 
he more inform's, the leſs he 3 . 
And « deeper ſunk oY Ao und“ ring in the Mud. 
Nov | lcorn'd of ul, and grown the public tha ame, 
The ] He from Gale ſus £ Tanz f 2'd | lis name, 
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And Cymon call'd, which ſignifics a brute; 
50 Well his name did with his nature ſute. 
His father, when he found his labour loſt. 
\nd care employ*d, that an ſwer'd not the coſt, 
Choſe an ungrateful object to remove, 
vnd loath'd to ſee what nature made him love; 
So to his country-farm the tool connn'd : 
Rude work well ſuited with a ruſtic mind. 
Thus to the wilds the ſturdy Cymon went, 
A ſquire among the ſwains, and pleas'd with ba- 
—— 
His corn, and cattle, were his only care, 
\nd his ſupreme delight a country- fare. 
It happen d on a ſummer's holiday, 
That to the green- wood ſhade he took his way; 
For Cymon ſhun'd the church, and us'd not 
much to pray, 
His quarter-ſtaff, which he cou'd ne'er ſorſake, 
Hung half before, and half behind his back. 
He trudg'd along, unknowing vrhat he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went, for want of thought. 
By chance conducted, or by thirſt conſtrain'd, 
The deep receſſes of the grove he gain'd ; 
W here in a plain, defended by the wood, 
rept through the matted graſs a cryſtal flood, 
By * hich an alabaſter fountain ſtood. 
\nd on the margin of the fount was laid 
' Attended by her ſlaves) a ſleeping maid. 
Like Dian, and her nymphs, when tir'd with ſport, 
To re{t by cool Eurotas they reſort: 
The dame herſelf the goddeſs well expreſ. “, 
Lot more di{tinguifh'd by her purple veſt, 
Phan by the charming features of her face, 
And ev in in lumber a ſuperior grace: 
Her comely limbs compos'd with decent care, 
Her body thaded with a flight cymarr 
Her boſom to the view was only bare : 
dad liert two bevinning paps were ſcarcely ſpy*d, 
ror yet their places were but ſignify'd: 
The fanning wind uf pon hel boſom blows, 
Fo meet the fauning wind the boſom roſe ; 
The tanning wind, ny purling ſtreams continue 
| her repoſe, 
| The ſooſ ot nature food with ſtupid eyes 
And rin mouth, that teſtify'd ſurprize, 
on her ſace, nor cou'd remove his ſight, 
New as he was to love, and novice in delight: 
| 1,018 mute he ſtood, and leaning on his ſtaff, 
His wonder witneſs? witli an idrot laugh; 
Then would have ſpoke, but by his glimmering 
ſents 
Firſt found his want of words, and ſear'd offence 
; Noubted for wha? he was bc thonld be known, 
is Clown-accent, and his country tone. 
Throueh the rude chaos thus the running light 
S* ot the firſt ray that pierc'd the native night: 
hen day and darkneſs in the maſs were mix'd, 
Till gather'd in a globe, the beams were fix'd: 
Laſt thone the fun, was fadiant in his ſphere 
Iiumin'd heav*n, and earth, and roli'd around the 
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rutal foul began: 

r{t ſuſpect he was a man; 

. ove made him doubt his broad barbarian found ad, 

By love Dis want of words, and wit he found ; 

That ſenſe of want prepat'd tlie fature way 

To know ledge, and 2ucloſcdtiz premiſe of a day. 
68 2 ' 
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Stood ready gaping with a grinning laugh, 
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What not his fatliei's care, nor tutor's art This to prevent ſhe wak'd her Nleepy crew, 


Cou'd plant with pains in his unpoliſh'd heart, 
The beſt inſtructor love at once inſpir'd, 
As barren grounds to fruitſulneſs are fir'd : 


, 


And riſing haſty took a ſhort adieu. 


Then Cymon firſt his ruſtic voice effay'd, 


With proffer'd ſervice to the parting maid 


Love taught him ſhame, and ſhame with love at To ſee her ſafe ; his hand ſhe long deny'd, 


itrife 
Soon taught the ſweet civilities of liſe; 
His groſs material ſoul at once could nnd 
Somewhat in her excelling all her kind : 
Exciting a defire till then unknown, 
Jomewhat unfound, or ſound in her alonc. 
This made the firſt impreſſion in his mind, 
Above, but juſt above tue brutal kind. 
For beaſts can like, but not diſtinguith too, 
Nor their own liking by reflection know; 
Nor why they like or this, or t'other face, 
Or judge of this or that peculiar grace, 
But love in groſs, and ſtupidly admire ; 
As flies allur'd by light, approach the fire. 
Thus our man beaſt advancing by degrees, 


Firſt likes the whole, then ſep'rates what he ſees ; 
On fev'*ral parts a ſev*ral praiſe beſtows, | 
Ihe ruby lips, the well-proportion'd noſe, | 
The ſnowy ſkin, the raven gloſſy hair, 
The dimpled cheek, the forchead rifing fair, 
And ev*n in fleep itſelf a ſmiling air. 
From thence his eyes deſcending view'd the reſt, 
Her plump round arms, white hands, and Meaving 
breaſt. > 
Long on the laſt he dwelt, though ev'ry part 
A pointed arrow ſped to pierce his heart, 
Thus in a thrice a judge of beauty grown, 
{A judge erected trom a country clown) 
e long'd to ſee her eyes in ſlumber hid; 
And wiſh'd his own cou'd pierce within the lid: 
He wou'd have wak'd her, but reſtrain'd his 
thought, | 
And love new- born the firſt good manners taught. 
An awful fear his ardent with withſtood, 5 
Nor durſt diſturb the goddeſs of the wood ; 
For ſuch ſhe ſcem'd by her celeſtial face, 
Excelling all the reſt of human race : 
And things divine by common ſenſe he knew, 
Mutt be devoutly ſeen at diſtant view : 
So checking his dere, with trembling heart 
Gazing he Rood, nor would, nor could depart ; 
Fix*'d as a pilgrim wilder'd in his way, 
Who dares not ſtir by night for fear to ſtray, 
But ſtands with awſul eyes to watch the dawn df 
day. 
At length awaking, Iphigene the fair 
o was the beauty call'd who caus'd his care) 
t pclos'd her eyes, and double-day reveal'd, 
While thoſe of all her ſlaves in fleep were feal'd. 
The ſlavering cu den prop'd vpon his ſtatt, 


Jo welcome her awake, nor durſt begin 

To ſpeak, but wiſely kept the fool within. 

Then ſne; What make you Cymon here alone? 
For Cymon's name was round the country known 


But took at length, aſham'd of ſuch a guide. 


So Cymon led her home, and leaving there 
No more wou'd to his country clowns repair, 
But ſought his father's houſe with better mind, 
Refufing in the farm to be confin'd. 

The father wonder'd at the ſon's return, 
And knew not whether to rejoice or mourn ; 
But doubt ſully receiv'd, expecting ſtill 
To learn the ſecret cauſes of his alter'd will. 
Nor was he long delay'd :: the firſt requeſt 
He made, was, like his brothers to be dreſt, 
And, as his birth requir'd, above the reſt. 

With eaſe his ſuit was granted by his fire, 
Diſtinguiſhing his heir by rich attire : 
His body thus adorn'd, he next defign'd. 
With lib'ral arts to cultivate his mind: 
He ſought a tutor of his own accord, 
And ſtudy'd leſſons he before abhorr'd. 
Thus the man-child advanc'd, and learn'd © 
: faſt, 
That in ſhort time his equals he ſurpaſs'd:; 
His brutal manners from his breaſt exil'd, 
His mien he faſhion'd, and bis tongue he fil'd; 
In ev'ry exerciſe of all admir'd, 
He ſeem'd, nor only ſeem'd, but was inſpir'd: 
Inſpir'd by love, whoſe buſineſs is to pleaſe ; 
He rode, he fenc'd, he mov'd with graceful eaſe, 
More fam'd for ſenſe, for courtly carriage more, 
Than for his brutal folly known before. 

What then of alter'd Cymon ſhall we ſay, 
But that the fire which choak'd in aſhes lay, 
A load too heavy tor his ſoul to move, 
Was upward blown below, and bruſh'd away by 

love? : 
Love made an active progreſs through his mind, 
The duſky parts he clear'd, the groſs refin'd ; 
The drouſy wak'd; and as he went impreſs d 
[he Maker's image on the human beaſt. 
Thus was the man amended by defire, _ 
And tho' he-lov'd perhaps with too much fire, 
His father all his faults with reafon ſcan'd, 
And lik'd an error of the better hand ; 
Excus*d th* exceſs of paſſion in his mind, 
By flames too fierce, perhaps too much refin'd : 
So Cymon, fince his fire indulg'd his will, 
Impetuous lov'd, and would be Cymon ſtill; 
Galeſus he difown'd, and choſe to hear - 
he name of fool confirm'd, and biſhop'd by die 
fair. 

To Cipſeus by his friends his ſuit he mov'd, 
Cipſeus the father of the fair he lov'd: 

But he was pre-ingag'd by former ties, 
While Cymon was endeav'ring to be wiſe: 
And Iphigene oblig*d by former vows, 

Had giv'n her faith to wed a foreign ſpouſe : 


— 


Recaufe deſcended of a noble race, 
And for a ſoul ill ſorted with his face.) 

But itill the ſot ſtood ſilent with ſurprize, 
W ti fix'd regard on her new-open'd eyes, 
And in hs breaſt receiv'd th' envenom'd dart, 
A tickling pain that pleas'd amid the tmart. 
Nu confſcicvs of her form, with quick diſtruſt 


She ſaw his ſparkling eyes, and fear d his brutal luſt 1 


Her fire and the to Rhodian Paſimond, 
'Tho' both repenting, were by promiſe bound, 
Nor cou'd retract; and thus, as fate decreed, 
"Tho" better lov'd, he ſpoke too late to ſpeed, 
The doom was paſt, the ſhip already ſent, 
Did. all his tardy diligence prevent: 
Sigh'd to herſelf the fair unhappy maid, 
While ſtormy Cymon thus in fecret fats : 
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The time is come for Iphigene to find | Who now exults but Cymon in his mind, 

The miracle ſhe wrought upon my mind: Vain hopes and empty joys of human kind, 

Her charms have made me man, her raviſh'd love | Proud of the preſent, to the future blind 

in rank ſhall place me with the bleſs'd above. Secure of fate while Cymon plows the ſea, 

For mine my love, by force ſhe ſhall be mine, And ſteers to Candy with his conquer'd prey, 

Or death, it force ſhould fail, ſhall finiſh my deſign. {Scarce the third glafs of meaſur'd hours was run, 


Refolv'd he ſaid : and rigg'd with ſpeedy care | When like a fiery meteor ſunk the fun; 


A veſſel ſtrong, and well equipp'd for war. | The promiſe of a ſtorm; the ſhifting gales 10 
de ſecret (hip with choſen friends he ftor'd ; | For ſake by fits, and fill the flagging ſails: 1 f 
And bent to die, or conquer, went aboarel. | Hoarſe murmurs of the main from far were heard, 9 
Ambuſh'd he lay behind the Cyprian ſhore, | And night came on, not by degrees prepar'd, i | 
Waiting the ſail that all his wiſhes bore : ' Pur all ar once; at once the winds ariſe, i 
Nor long expected, ſor the following tide The thunders roll, the forky light'ning flies: 14 
dent out the hoſtile ſhip and beauteous br de. ln vain the maſter iſſues out commands, 1 
To Rhodes the rival bark directly ſtecr'd, In vain the trembling ſailors ply their hands: 1 
When Cymon ſudden at her back appear'd, Phe rempett unforeſeen prevents their care, A 
and ſtopp'd her flight: then ſtanding on his prow | Anu (rom the firſt they labour in deſpair. 9 
in haughty terms he thus defy'd the foe, ue giddy ſhip betwixt the winds and tides 92 
Or firike your fails at ſunimons, or picpate Forc'd back and forwards in a circle rides, 9 
lo ptove the laſt extremities of war. Stun'd with the diff 'rent blows; then, ſhoots 9 
Tus warn'd, the Rhodians for the figlit provide; amain 1 
Altady were the veſſels fide by ſide, Til counterbuff'd ſhe tops, and Neeps again. 1 
Theſe ohſtinate to ſave, and thoſe to ſeize the Not more agliaſt the proud archangel fell, 1 
| bride. Plung'd from the height of heav'n to deepeſt hell, + 
But Cymon ſoon his crooked grapples caſt, Than ſtood the lover of his love poſſeſs'd 11 
Which with tenacious hold his foes embrac'd, Now curs'd, the more, the more he had been bf, 1. 
And arm's with ſword and ſhicld, amy the prefs ( {Nlore anxious for her danger than his own, Fi 
he paſt. Death he defies ; but would be loſt alone. | N 
Fierce was the fight, but haſt' ning to his prey, Sad Iphigene to womanith complaints 1 
By torce the furious lover freed his way: Add3 pious pray'ts, and wearies all the faints; 4 | 
Himſelt alone diſpets'd the Rliodian crew, Ev*n it ſhe could, her love ſhe would repe nt, i 
The weak diſdain'd, the valiant overthrew ; ut fince ſhe cannot, dreads the puniſhment: 7 
Cheap conqueſt ſor his ſollowing friends remain'd, [Her forfeit faith, and Paſimond betray'd, 4 
He reap'd the field, and they but only glean'd. Arc ever preſent, and lier crime upbraid. | 
His victory confeſs'd, the foes retreat, She Hames herſe lf, nor blames her ſover leſs, i 
And caſt their weapons at the victor's feet. Augments her anger az her fears increaſe ; 43 
Whom thus he cheer'd: O Rhodian youth, I ſought} From her own back the burden would remove, 1. 
7 For love alone, nor other booty ſought ; ö And lays the load on his ungovern'd love, $4 
Your lives are ſafe ; your vellel I reſign, Which interpofing durſt in heaven's defpight 1. 
ours be your own, reftoring what is mine : Invade, and violate another's right: 24 
In Iphigene I claim my rightful due, [he pow'rs incens'd a- while deferr”d his pain, ; 6 
Robb'd by my rival, and detain'd by you: And made him matter of his vows in vain: | 
Your Paſimond a lawleſs bargain drove, But ſoon they puniſh'd his preſurnptnous pride; 1 
he parent could not {ell tlie daugluer's love; That for his caring enterprize ſhe dy'd, l/ 
Ur if he cou'd, my love diſdains the laws, Who rather not retiſted, than comply*d. 1 
and like a king by conqueſt gains his cauſe: Ihen impotent of mind, with alter*d ſenſe, 14 
Where arms take place, all other pleas are vain, {She hugg'd th” offender, and forgave th' offence, 12 
Love taught me torce, and force ſhall love main- Sex to the laſt: meantime with ſails declin'd is 
tain. Ihe wand'ring veſſel drove before the wind: 1 
You, what by Arength you could not keep, re- Toſod, and retofs'd, aloſt, and then alow; 9 | 1 
| leaie, Nor port they ſeek, nor eertain courſe they know, - 
And at an eaſy ranſom buy your peace. | But ev'ry moment walt the coming blow. ® 
e tear on the conquer d ſide ſoon ſign'd the accord, Thus blindly driv'n, by breaking day they view'd 
— iphige ne to Cymon vas rettor'd : The land before them, and their fears renew*'d 4 f 
ne to his arms the bluſhing bride he took; he land was welcome, but the tempeſt bore L 
+9 ceming ſadneſs ſhe compos'd her look; The threaten'd thip againſt a rocky ſhore. 1 
u by force ſubjected to his will, A winding bay was near ; to this they bent, | fi 
0 pleas'd, diffembling, and a woman Mill, And juſt eſcap'd; their force already ſpent; 197 
and, lor ſhe wept, he wip'd her falling tcata, Secure from ſtorms, and panting from the ſea, 3] 
_ pray'd her to diſmiſs her empty ſcars; 'Che land unknown at leiſure they ſurvey ; 1 
Apoucs I am, he (aid, and have deſetv'd And ſaw (but ſoon their ſickly tight withdrew) 1 
our love much better whom fo long | ſerv'd, The rifine tow'rs of Rhodes at diſtant view; 1 
ban he to whom your formal father ty'd And curs'd the hoſtile ſhore of Paſfimond, 4 
_s vows; ani fold a ſlave, not ſent a hride, Sav'd trom the ſeas, and ſhipwreck'd on the ground. f 
us winle he ſpoke he ſeiz'd the willing prey, 'The frighted failors try'd their ſtrength in vain 4 
5 Paris bore the Spartan ſpouſe away : To turn the ſtern, and tempt the ſtormy main; A 
ntly the ſcream'd, and ev'n her eyes confeſs" d But the ſtiff wind withſtood the lab'ring oar, 7 
"* father would be thought, than was diftreſ. l. And forc'd them forward on the fatal ſhore! Fl 
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The crooked keel now bites the Rhodian Rand, 
And the ſhip moor d, coaſtrains the crew to nd: 
Yet ſtill they might be ſafe becauſe unknown, *;. 
But as ill fortune ſeldom comes alone, 
The veſſel they diſmiſs'd was driv'n before, 
Already ſhelter'd on their native ſhore; 
Known each, they know : but each with change of 
che ar; 

The vanquiſh'd fide exults: the victors ſear ; 
Not them but theirs, made pris'ners ere they fight, 
Deſpairing conqueſt, and depriv'd of flight. 

Ihe country rings around with loud alarms, 
And raw in fields the rude militia ſwarms ; 
Mouths without hands; maintain'd at vaſt expence, 
In peace a charge, in War a weak defence: 
Stout once a month they march a bluſt'ring band, 
And ever, but in times of need, at hand : 
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To juſtice liable, as law requir'd, 

For when his office ceas'd, his pow'r expir'd: 

While pow'r remain'd, the means were in his han! 

By force to ſeize, and then ſorſake the land: 

Betwixt extremes he knew not how to move, 

A ſlave to fame, but more a flave to love: 

Reſtraining others, yet himſelf not free, 

Made impotent by pow'r, debas'd by dignity ! 

Both ſides he weigh'd : but after much debate, 

The man prevail'd above the magiſtrate. 

Love never fails to maſter what he finds, 

But works a different way in different minds, 

The fool enlightens, and the wife he blinds. 

This youth propofing to poſſeſs, and ſcape, 

Began in murder, to conclude in rape : 

Unprais'd by me, though” heav'n ſometime ma, 
blefs 


This was the morn when iſſuing on the guard, 
Drawn up in rank and file they ſtood prepar'd 
Ot ſeeming arms to make a ſhort cffay, 
Then haſten to be drunk, the buſineſs of the day. 
The cowards would have fled, but that they 
knew 
Themſelves ſo many, and their foes ſo few ; 
But crowding on, the laſt the firſt impel; 
Till overborn with weight the Cyprians ſell. 
Cymon inſlav'd, who firſt the war begun, 
And Iphigene once more is lot and won. 
ep in a dungeon was the captive caſt, 
Depriv'd of day, and held in fetters faſt : 
His life was only ſpar' d at their requeſt, 
"Whom taken he ſo nobly had rclcas'd: 
But Iphigenia was the ladics care, 
Each in their turn addreſs'd to treat the (air; 
While Paſimond and his, the nuptial fcaſt pre- 
pare. 
Her ſecret ſoul to Cymon was inclin'd, 
But ſhe muſt ſuffer what her fates aſſign'd; 
So paſſive js the church of womankind. 
What worſe to Cymon could his fortune deal, 
Roll'd to the lo eſt ſpoke of all her wheel ? 
It reſted ro diſmiſs the downward weight, 
Or raiſe him upward to his former height; 
The latter pleas'd; and love {concern'd the meſt) 
Prepar*'d th amends, for what by love he loſt. 
The fire of Paſimond had left a fon, 
Though younger, yet for courage early krown, 
Urmiſda call'd; to whom by promiſe ty'd, 
A Rhodian beauty was the deſtin'd bride : 
Caſſandra was her name, above the reit 
Renown'd for birth, with fortune amply bleſs'd. 
Lyſimachus, who rul'd the Rhodian ſtate, 
Was then by choice their annual magiſtrate: 
He lov'd Caſſandra too with equal fire, 
But fortune had not tavour'd his deſite; 
Croſs'd by her friends, by her not diſapprov'd, 
Nor yet preferr'd, or like Ormitda lov'd : 
So ſtood th' affair: ſome little hope remain'd, 
That ſhould his rival chance to loſe, he gain'd. 
Meantime young Paſimond his marr:age preſs'd, 
Ordain'd the nuptial day, prepar'd the feait ; 
And frugally reſolv d (the charge to ſhun, | 
Which would be double ſhould he wed alone | 
To join his brother's bridal with lis own. 


® Lyſimachus oppreſs'd with mortal grict 


Receiv'd the news, and ſtudy'd quick relief: 
The fatal day apptoaeh'd: if force were us, 
The magiſtrate ts public truſt abu. d; 


An impious act with undeſerv'd ſucceſs ; 
The great it ſeems, are privileg'd alone 
To puniſh all injuſtice but their own. 
But here I ſtop, not daring to proceed, 
Yet bluſh to flatter an unrighteous deed: 

For crimes are but permitted, not decreed. 
Reſolv'd on force, his wit the pretor bent, 
To find the means that might ſecure th* event; 

Not long he labour'd, tor his lucky thought 
In captive Cymon found the friend he ſought; 


An injur'd lover, and a raviſh'd dame. 
How much he durſt he knew by what he dar'd, 
; The lefs he had to loſe, the lefs he car' d 
To manage loathſome life when love was the re- 
ward, 
This ponder'd well, and fix'd on his intent, 
In depth of night he for the pris*ner ſent ; 
In ſecret ſent, the public view to ſhun, 
Then with a ſober ſmile he thus begun. 
The pow'rs above, who bounteoufty beſtow 
Their gifts and graces on mankind helow, 
Yet prove our merit firſt, nap blindly give 
To fuch as are not worthy to receive: 
For valour and for virtue they provide 
Their due reward, but firſt they mutt be try d: 
Theſe fruitful ſeeds within your mind they ſo d; 
' ['was yours t* jmprove the talent they beſtow d 
They gave you to be born of noble kind, 
They gave you love to lighten up your mind, 
And purge the groſſer parts; they gave you care 
To pleaſe, and courage to deferve the fair. 
Thus far they try*d you, and by proof they ſound 
The grain intruſted in a grateful ground : 
But ſtill the great experiment remain d, 
They ſuffer'd you to loſe the prize you gain'd; 
That you might learn the gift was theirs alone: 
And when reſtor'd, to tliem the blefſing own. 
Reſtor'd it ſoon will be; the means prepar'd, 
The difficulty ſmootlh'd, the danger ſhar'd; 
Be but yourſelf, the care to me reſign, 
Then lphigene is yours, Caſſandra mine. 
Your rival Paſimond purſues your life, 
Impatient to revenge his raviſh'd wite, 
But yet nat his; to-morrow is behind, bh 
And love our fortunes in one band has join d: 
Two brothers are our foes ; Ormiſda mine, 
As much declar'd, as Paſimond is thine : N 
To-morrow mult their common vows be ty ©5, 
With love to friend and fortune for our guide, 
Let bath reſolve to die, or each redeem a bride. 


Th' example pleas'd: the cauſe and crime the ſam? ; 
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Right I have none, nor haſt thou much to plead; 
Tis force when done muſt juſtify the deed : 
Our taſk perſorm'd we next prepare for flight; 
And let the loſers talk in vain of right: 
We with the fair will ſail before the wind, 
If they are griev'd, 1 leave the laws behind. 
Speak thy reſolves ; if now thy courage droop, 
Deſpair in priſon, and abandon hope; 
gut if thou dar'ſt in arms thy love regain, 
For liberty without thy love were vain :) 
Then ſecond my deſign to ſeize the prey, 
Or lead to ſecond rape, for well thou know*lt the 
way. 
Said Cy mon overjoy'd, do thou propoſe 
The means to fight, and only ſhew the foes; 
For from the firſt, when love had fir'd my mind, 
Reſolv'd I left the care of life behind. 
To this the bold Lyſimachus reply*d, 
Lit heav*n be neuter, and the ſword decide. 
The ſpouſals are prepar'd, already play 
The minſtrels, and provoke the tardy day: 
by this the brides are wak'd, their grooms are 
dreſs'd; 
All Rhodes are ſummon'd to the nuptial feaſt, 
All but myſelf, the fole unbidden gueſt. 
Unbidden though I am, I will be there, 
And, join'd by thee, intend to joy the tair. 
Now hear the reſt; when day reſigns the light, 
and chearful torches gild we jolly night ; 
Ze ready at my call, my choſen few 
With arms adminiſter*d ſhall aid thy crew, 
[hen entring unexpected will we ſeize 
Our Ceſtin'd prey, from men diſſolv'd in eaſe ; 
By wine difabl'd; unprepar'd for fight; 
And haſl*ning to the ſeas ſuborn our flight: 
The (eas are ours, for I command the fort, 
A ſhip well mann'd, expects us in the port: 
It they, or if their friends the prize conteſt, 
Death ſhall attend the man who dares reſiſt, 
It pleas'd; the pris'ner to his hold retir'd, 
His troop with equal emulation fir'd, 
All fla'd to fight, and all their wonted work re- 
quir'd. 
The ſun aroſe ; the ſtreets were throng'd around, 
e palace open'd, and the poſts were crown'd: 
the double bridegroom, at the door attends 
expected ſpouſe, and entertains the friends: 


hey meet, they lead to church ; the prieſts invoke 
855 l 
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us done they ſeaſt, and at the cloſe of niglit 
kindted torches vary their delight, 
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When like the harpies ruſhing through the hall 

The ſudden troop appears, the tables fall, 

Their ſmoaking load is on the pavement thrown ; 

Each raviſher prepares to ſcize his own : 

The brides invaded with a rude embrace 

Shriek out tor aid, confuſion fills the place * 

Quick to redeem the prey their plighted lords 

Advance, the palace gleams with ſhining ſwords. 

But late is all defence; and ſuccour vain, 

The rape is made, the raviſhers remain. 

Two ſturdy ſlaves were only ſent hefore 

To bear the purchas'd prize in ſafety to the ſhore. 

The troop retires, the lovers cloſe the rear, 

With forward faces not conſeſſing fear: 

Backward they move, but ſcorn their pace to 

mend, 

Then ſeek the ſtairs, and with flow haſte deſcend. 

Fierce Paſimond their paſſage to prevent, 

Thruſt full on Cymon's back in his deſcent, 

The blade return'd unbath'd, and to the handle 

bent: 

Stout Cymon ſoon remounts, and cleft in two 

His rival's kead with one deſcending blow : 

And as the next in rank Ormiſda ſtood, 

He turn'd the point: the ſword enur'd to blood, 

Bor*d his unguarded breaſt, which pour'd a purple 

flood. 
With vow'd revenge the gath'ring crowd pur- 
ſues, : 

The raviſhers turn head, the fight renews; 

The hall is heap'd with corps; the ſprinkled gore 

Beſmears the walls, and floats the marble floor. 

Diſpers'd at length the drunken ſquadron flies, 7 

The victors to their veſſel bear the prize; 

And hear behind loud groans and lamentable cries. 
The crew with merry ſhouts their anchors 

weigh, 

Then ply their oars, and bruſh the buxom ſea, 

While troops of gather'd Rhodians crowd the key. 

What ſhould the pcople do, when leſt alone ? 

The governor, and government are gone, 

The public wealth to foreign parts convey'd ; 

dome troops diſbanded, and the reſt unpaid. 

Rhodes is the ſovereign of the {ea no more; 

Their ſhips unrigg'd, and ſpent their naval ſtore; 

They neither could defend, nor can purſue, 

But grind their teeth, and caſt a helpleſs view: 


In vain with darts a diſtant war they try, 
F. Jo 


he pow'rs, and feed the flames with fragrant ſmoke: |Short, and more ſhort the miſſive weapons iy. 


Mean while the raviſhers their crimes er.joy, 
And flying fails, and ſweeping oars employ z 


Lite lead the live ly dance, and thoſe . the brim- [ 
ming kowls invite. 
Now at th' appointed place and lour aflign'q, 
* 'u ſouls refolv'd the raviſhers were join'd: 
4 bree bands are form'd : the firſt is ſent betore 
1. lavour the retreat, and guard the thore : 
Lie ſecond at the palace- gate is plac'd, 
and up the loſty ſtairs aſcend the laſt : 
A peaceful troop they ſeem with ſhining veſt 3, 
Dut coats of mail beneath fecure their breaſts, 
Dauntleſs they enter, Cymon at their head, 
And find the feaſt renew'd, the table ſpreadd!: 
Wye voices mix'sd with inſtrumental tounc!s 
Ire bound 
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The cliffs of Rhodes in little ſpace are loſt, 
jove's ifle they ſcec; nor Jove denies his coat 
In ſafety landed on the Candian ſhore, 
With generous wines their ſpirits they reſtore ; 
There Cymon with his Rhodian friend reſides, 
{Roth court, and wed at onee their willing brides: 
A war enfues, the Cretans own their cauſe, 
(Stiff to defend their hoſpitable laws: 
| Both parties loſe: by turns; and ncither wins, 
Fill peace propounded by a truce begins. 
he kindred ot the Hain forgive the deed, 
But a ſhort exile muſt for ſhow precede; 
[he term expir'd, from Cancla they removes 
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TRANSLATIONS FROM OVID'S META- 
MORPHOSES. 


THE 
FIRST BOQULK 
, | or 


OVID'S METAMORPHOSES, 


F bodies chang'd to various forms ] fing : 


DRYDEN'S 


POEMS 


And as five zones ti ztherial regions bind, 
Five, correſpondent, are to earth affign'd : 
The ſun with rays, directly darting down, 
Fires all beneath, and fries the middle zone : 
The two beneath the diſtant poles complain 
Of endleſs winter, and perpetual rain. 
Betwixt th” extremes, two happier climates hold 
The temper that partakes of hot and cold, 
The fields of liquid air, incloſing all, 
Surround the compaſs of this earthy ball: 
The lighter parts lie next the fires above; 
The groſſer near tie watery ſurface move: 
Thick clouds are ſpread, and florms engender 
there, 
And thunder's voice, which wretched mortals fear, 
And winds that on their wings cold winter bear. 
Nor were thoſe bluſtering brethren left at large, 


Ye Gods, from whence theſe miracles did On ſeas and ſhores their fury to diſcharge : 


ſpring, 
Inſpire my numbers with celeſtial heat ; 


Till I my long laborious work complete ; f 


And add perpetual tenor to my rhymes, 

Deduc'd from nature's birth, to Cæſar's times. 
Before the ſeas, and this terreſtrial ball, 

And heaven's high canopy, that covers all, 

One was the face of nature, if a face; - 

Rather a rude and indigeſted maſs ; 

A lifeleſs lump, unfaſhion'd, and unfram'd, 

Of jarring ſeeds, and juſtly Chaos nam'd. 

No fun was lighted up the world to view ; 

No moon did yet her blunted horns renew ; 

Nor yet was earth ſuſpended in the {ky ; 

Nor, pois'd, did on her own foundations lie: 

Nor ſeas about the ſhores their arms had thrown ; 

But earth, and air, and water, were in one. 

Thus air was void of light, and earth unſtable, 

And water's dark abyſs urnavigable | 

No certain form on any was impreſt ; 

All were confus'd, and each diſturb'd the reſt. 

For het and cold were in one body fixt, 

And ſoft with hard, and light with heavy mixt. 
But God, or Nature, while they thus contend, 

To theſe inteſtine diſcords put an end. 


Bound as they are, and circumſcrib'd in place, 

They rend the world, reſiſtleſs, here they paſs; 

And mighty marks of miſchief leave behind ; 

Such is the rage of their tempeſtuous kind. 

| Fir{t Eurus to the riſing morn is ſent, 

The regions of the balmy continent) 

And Eaſtern realms, where early Perfians run, 

To greet the bleſt appearance of the ſun. 

Weſtward the wanton Zephyr wings his flight, 

Pleas'd with the remnants of departing light: 

Fierce Boreas with his offspring iſſues forth, 

T* invade the frozen waggon of the North. 

While ſrowning Auſter ſeeks the ſouthern ſphere, 

And rots, with endleſs rain, th' unwholſome year. 
High, o'er the clouds, and empty realms of wind, 

The God a clearer ſpace for heaven deſign'd; 

Where fields of light and liquid æther flow, 

Purg'd from the ponderous dregs of earth below, 
Scarce had the power diſtinguiſh'd theſe, when 

ſtraight 

The ſtars, no longer overlaid with weight, 

Exert their heads from underneath the maſs, 

And upward ſhoot, and kindle as they paſs, 

And with diffuſive light adorn the heavenly place. 5 

Then, every void of nature to ſupply, 


Then earth from air, and ſeas from earth were dri- With forms of Gods he fills the vacant ſky : 


ven, 

And groſſer air ſunk ſtom ztherial heaven 
Thus diſembroil'd, they take their proper place; 
The next of kin contiguouſly embrace ; 
And foes are ſunder'd by a larger ſpace, 
The force of fire aſcended firſt on high, 
And took its dwelling in the vaulted ſky. 
hen air ſuccees, in lightneſs next to fire; 
Whoſe atoms from unactive earth retire. 
F-zrth finks beneath, and draws a numerous throng 
Of ponderous, thick, unwieldy feuds along. 
fvout her coaſts unruly waters roar, 
And, rifing on a ridge, inſult the ſi:cre, 
Thus when the God, whatever God was he, 
Had ſorm'd the whole, and made the parts agi te 
That no unequal portions miglit be found, 
He moulded carth into a ſpacious round ; 
Then, with a breath, he gave the winds to blow ; 
And hade the congregated waters flow, 

le adds the running ſprings, and Nanding lakes; 
And bounding banks for winding rivers makes, 
Some part in earth are fwallow'd up, the moſt 
In ample oceans. diſembogucd, are loſt, 
te ſhades the woods, the vallies he reftrains 


7 


New herds of beaſts lie ſends, the plains to ſhare; 
New colonies of birds, to people air; 0 
And to their oozy beds the finny fiſh repair. 
|A creature of a more exalted kind 
Was wanting yet, and then was man deſign'd: 
[Conſcious of thought, of more capacious breaſt, 
| For empire form'd, and fit to rule the reſt : 
| Whether with particles of heavenly fire 
The God of nature did his ſoul inſpire ; 
Or carth, but new divided from the (ky, 
And pliant ſtill, retain'd th' ætherial energy: 
Which wife Prometheus temper'd into paſte, 
And. mixt with living ſtreams, the godlike image caft 
Thus, while the mute creation downward bend 
Their fight, and to their earthly mother tend, 
an looks aloft, and with erected eyes 
| Beliolds his own hereditary ſkies. 
From ſuch rude principles our form began, 


And carth was metamorphos'd into man. 
' 


THE COLDEN AGE. 


| The golden age was firſt; when man, yet new, 
No rule but uncorrupted reaſon knew ; 0 
and, with a native bent, did good pur tue. 


Unforc'd by puniſument, una weg by fear, 
His werds were imple, and his foul lingere: 
* 


Needlels was written-law, where none oppreſt ; 


1he law of man was written in his breaſt : 


- 1 wears hafiidc of - ; 8 a 
0 1ÞppHlant crowds h. tore tie judge appear*d ; 


E 


t all was fate, for conſcience was their guard. 
ur mountain trees in diſtant proſpect pleaſe, 
Ere yet the pine deſcended to the ſ. IS ; 

Ere fails were ſpread, new oceans to explore; 
wnd Happ mortals, unconcern'd for more, 
Connin'd their wiſhes to their na 


ive ſhore, 


% Walls were yet, noi tence, nor mote, nor mound : 


Nor drum was heard, nor trumpet's angry ſound :» 
Nor wor | 
The ſoit creation ſlept away their time 
The teeming earth, yet guiltleſs of the plough, 
unprovok'd, did fruitful ſtores low : 
content with food, which nature freely bred 
Un wildines and on Ttrawberries th: fed; 
Cornel and braimhle-herries gave the reſt, 
and falling acorns furniſh'd out a feuſt. 
Lie towers unfown in fielt's and 
and weſtern winds immortal Spring 


» 


maintain'd, 
00 wVINg years the bearded corn enſu'd 
om earth unaſk'd, nor was that earth renew'd. 
m veins of vallies milk and nectar hroke ; 
honey! Veating through the pores of oak, 


” 


THE SILVER ACE. 


but when good Saturn, baniſh'd from above, 

Was driven to hell, the world was under Jove. 
cecding times a ſilver age behold, 

rafts, but more excell'd by gold. 

1 dummer, Autumn, Winter, did appcar; 
ad 8 


Pring was but a ſeaſon of the year, 
lun his annual courſe obliquely made, 

ys contracted, and enlarg'd the bad. 
| at with ſultry heats began to glow 


a 
1 2 
. Ii 


9 
ot winds were clogg'd with ice and ſnow 
And ſhivering mortals, into houſes drix en, 

VT chelter from th? inclemency of heaven. 
nouſes, then, were caves, or homely ſheds, 
wining oziers fenc'd, and moſs their heds. 
pong hs, for ſeed, the fruitfu] TUrrows broke, 
is 9x2 labour'd firſt beneath the yoke, 


THE BRAZEN AGE. 


next came in courſe the brazen age, 


prompt to bloody rage, 
Gus yet — omg nty 


* 


Not 


t Of Spring, 


THE IRON AGE. 


Hard ſteel ſucceeded then ; 
N as the metal were the men. 


rut 168 ( : p 
. Ut, Modety, and Shame, the world forſook : 
aud. ay 


And ſtubbor 


, 


my,  AVariee, and Force, their places took. 
* en f Yr 4 7 h 
| n lails were ſpread to every wind that blew ; 


Aw Were the failors, and the depths were new: 
15 rudely hollow'd, did the waves ſuſtain: 
hip in triumph plough'd the u atery plain. 
_ | cn land- marks limited to each his right: 


111 Nor 


4 ore Was common as the light. 
WI = ef 155 
x Uthe ground alone re auir'd to hear 
wal income to the crooked Nh we ; 
. 1 * 
& i 1 
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No court erected yet, nor cauſe was heard; 5 


' ere free}. .kos co 0 A dt To nd 
Were ſorg d; wut, void of care and crime, The ſtep-dame 


meadows reign'd 
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But greedy mortals, rymmazing her ſtore, 

D. 2g'd from her entrails firſt the precious ore; 
[Which next to hell the prudent Gods had laid; 
And that alluring ill to Goht diſplay'd; 

uus curſed ſteel, and more accurſed gold, 

Gave nuſchief birth, and made that miſchief bold: 
And double death did wretched man invade, 

| By ſteel affaulted, and by gold betray*d. 

| Now (brandiſh'd we wpons glitt-ring in their hands) 
| Mankind is broken looſe trom moral bands ; 

No rights of hoſpitality remain : : 

The gueſt, by him who har our'd him, is flain: 

| The ſon-in-law purſues the father's life: 

| Lhe wife her huſband murters, he the wife. 
| poiſon for the ſon prepares, 
The fon inquires into his father's years. 
Faith flies, and Piety, in exile mourns ; 
And Jultice, here oppreſt, to heaven returns. 


| 
| 
| 


Hills pil'd on hills, on mountains mountains lie, 

o maße their mad approaches to the ky. 

ill Jove, no longer patient, took his time 

z* avenge with thunder their audacious crime: 

ted lightning play'd along the armament, 

ind their demoliſh'd works to pieces rent, 

Sing'd with the flames, and with the bolts tranf. 
hx'd, : 

With native earth their blood the monſters mix'd ; 

The blood, indued with animating heat, 

Did in th' impregnate earth pe ſons beget: 

They, like the ſced from which they ſprung, accurſt, 

Againſt the Gods immortal hatred nurſt: 

An impious, arrogant, and cruel brood ; 

| Expreſſing their o iginal from blood. 

| Which when the King of Gods beheld from high 


(Withal revolving in his memory, 


THE GIANTS WAR 


Nor were the Gods therr.ſelves more ſafe above; 


\gainſt beleaguer'd heaven the giants move. 
' 
1 


— 


What he himſelf had found on carth of late, 

{ Lycaon's guilt, and his inhuman treat) 

| He figh'd, nor longer with luis pity ſtrove; 

But kindled-to a wrath becoming [ove ; 

Then call'd a general council of the Gods; 

Wo ſummon d, ifſue from their bleſt al od ON 
And fill the aſſembly with a ſhining train : 

A way there is, in heaven's expanded plain, 

| Which, when the ſkies are clear, is ſcen heloy 7 

And morta!s by the name of milky know. 

Ihe Zround-work is of ſtars; through which the road 
Lies open to the thunderer?s abode. 

The Gods of greater nations dwell around, 

And, on the right and left the palace bound ; 

The commons where they can; the nobler fort, 
With winding- doors wide open, front the court. 
[This place, as far as earth with heaven may vie, 
þ care to call the Louvre of the ſky. | 


When all were plac'd, in ſeats diftinaly known, 
And he their father had aſſume'd the throne, 
Upon his ivory ſceptre firſt he 1-ant, 

Then ſhook his head that ſhook the firmament ; 
Air, earth, and ſeas, obey*d th almizhty nod; 


3 
And, with a genera] fear, conſeſs'd the God. 
At length with indignation, thus he broke 


His awful filence, and the powers he ſpoke: 
| was not more co icern'd in that debate 
Of empire, when ur un:verſal tate 
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Was put to hazard, and the giant race 

Our captive ſkies were ready to embrace: 
For, though the foe was fiercę, the ſeeds of all 
Rebellion ſprung from one original; 

Now whereſoever ambient waters glide, 

All are corrupt, and all mutt be deſtioy'd. 
Let me this holy proteſtation make : 

By hell and hell's inviolable lake, 


I try'd whatever in the God-head lay, 7 
But grangren'd members muſt be lopt away, 
Before the nobler parts are tainted to decay. 5 


There dwells below a race of Demi-yods, 

Of nymphs in waters, and of fawns in woods : 
Who, though not worthy yet in heaven to live, 
Let them at leaft enjoy that earth ws give.” 
Can theſe be thought ſecure!y lodg'd below, 
When I myſelf, wo no ſuperior know, 

I, who have heaven and earth at my command, 
Have been attempted by Lycaon's hand * 

At this a murmur through the ſynod went, 
And with one voice they vote his poniſhment. 
Thus, when conſpiring traitors dar'd to doom 
The fall of Cæſar, and in him of Rome, 

The nations trembled with a pious tear ; 

All anxious for their earthly thuncerer : 

Nor was their care, O Caeſar, leſs eftcein'd 

By thee, than that of heaven for ſove was deem'd: 
Who with his hand, and veice, did firſt reſtrain 
Their murmurs, then reſum'd his fpeec!; again. 
The Gods to ſilence were compos'd, and ſate 
With reverence due to his ſupcrior ate. 

Cancel your pious cares; alrcady he 
Has paid his debt to juſtice, and to me, 

Yet what his crimes, and what my judgments were, 
Remains for me thus briefly to declare. 

The clamours of this vile degenerate age, 

The cries of orphans, and th' oppretÞor's rage, 
Ha1 reach'd the ſtars; I will deicend, ſaid 1, 

In hope to prove this loud complaint a lie. 
Diſguis'd in human thape, I travell'd round 

The world, and more than what I heard, 1 ſound. 
O'er Menaius I took my ſteepy way, 

By caverns infamous for beaſts of prey: 

Then croſs'd Cyllene, and the piny ſhade, 

More intamous by curſt Lycaon made: 

Dark night had covered heaven and earth, before 

I enter'd his unhoſpitable door. 

Juſt at my entrance, I diſplay'd the ſign 

That ſomewhat was approaching of divine. 

The proſtrate people pray; the tyrant grins; 
And, adding prophanation to his Fns, 

I' try, ſaid he, and if a God appear, 

To prove his deity ſhall coſt him dear 


SS Pork 


| The tyrart, in a frizht, for ſhelter gains 


The neighbouring fields, and ſcours along the plaing, 


| Howling he fied, and fain he would have ſpoke, 
[But human voice his brutal tongue forſook ; 
About his lips the gather'd foam he churns, 

And, breathing ſlaughter, ſtill with rage he burns, 
But on the bleating flock his tury turns, 5 
His mantle, now his hide, with rugged hairs 
Cleaves to his back; a famiſh'd face lie hears ; 
His arms deſcend, his ſhoulders ſink away, 

Jo multiply his legs for chace ot prey. 

He grows a wolf, his hoarineſs remains, 

And the ſame rage in other members reigns. 
His eyes ſtill ſparkle in a narrower ſpace, 

is jaws retain the grin and violence of his face. 


This was a fingle ruin, but not one 
Deſerves fo juſt {1 alone 

| Delerves fo juſt a puniihment alone. 
Mankind's a moniter, and th' ungodly times, 
Confederate into guilt, are ſworn to crimes. 
All are alike involv'd in ill, and all 

Muſt by the ſame relentleſs fury fall. 


Thus ended he; the greater Gods affent, f 
By clamours urging his ſevere intent; 
The leſs filt up the cry for puniſhment. 4 


Yet ſtill with pity they remember man; 

And mourn as much as heavenly ſpirits can. 

hey atk, when thoſe were loſt of human birth, 

What he would do with all his waſte of earth? 

It his diſpcopled world he would refign 

Lo beaſts, a mute, and more ignoite line? 

NezleQted altars muſt no longer ſmoke, 

If none were left to worſhip and invoke. 

lo whom the father of the Gods reply'd: 

Lay that unneceffary tear aſide: 

Mine be the care new people to provide, 

[1 wilt from wondrous principles ordain 

A race unlike the firſt, and try my kill again, 
Already had he toſs'd the flaming brand, 

And told the thunder in his (ſpacious hand 

Preparing to diſcharge on ſeas and land: 

But ſtopt, tor tear, thus violently driven, 

The ſparks ſhould catch his axle tree of heaven. 

Remembring, in the Fates, a time, when fire 

Should to the hattlements of heaven aſpire, 

And all his blazing worlds above ſhould burn, 

And all th' inferior globe to cinders tuin. 

His dire artillery thus diſmiſs'd, he bent 

His thoughts to ſome fecurer puniſhment + 

Conclades to pour a watery deluge down ; 

And, what he durſt not burn, reſolves to drown. 
The northern breath, that freezes floods, he bins; 

With all the race of cloud difpelling winds : 

The South he loos'd, who night and horror brings; 


— FJ} 


*Twas late; the graceleſs wretch my death pre-f And fogs are ſhaken from his ftaggy wings 


pares, 

When 1 ſhould ſoundly ſleep, oppreſt with cares: 

This dire experiment he choſe, to prove 

If I were mortal, or undoubted Jove: 

But firſt he had reſolv'd to taſte my power: 

Not long before, but in a luckleſs hour, 

Some legates ſent from the Moloſſian ſtate, 

Were on a peaceful errand come to treat: 

Of theſe he murders one, he boils the fleſh, 

And lays the mangled morſels in a diſh : 

Some part he roaſts ; then ſerves it up ſo dreſt, 

And bids me welcome to this human ſcaſt. 
gov'd with diſdain, the table 1 o'erturn'd ; 

And with avenging flames the palace burn'd. 


From his divided beard two ſtreams he pours; 

His head and rheumv eyes diſtil in ſhowers. 

With rain his robe and heavy mantle flow: 

And lazy miſts ate lowering on his brow, 

Still as he ſwept along, with his clench'd fiſt, R 

He ſqueez'd the clouds; th" impriſon'd clou 
. reſiſt ; 

The ſkies, from pole to pole, with peals reſound; 

And ſhowers inlarg'd come pouring on the ground. 

Then, clad in colours of a various die, 

Junonian Iris breeds a new ſupply, 

Jo tecd*the clouds impetuous rain deſcends 

The bearded corn beneath the burthen bencs: 

Defrauded clowns deplore their periſh'd grand 

And the long labours ot the year ave vain. 
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Nor from his patrimonial heaven alone That, where ſo many millions lately liv'd, | . 
fs love content to pour his vengeance down: But two, the beſt of either ſex, ſurviv'd, 1 
Aid from his brot er of the ſeas he craves, He loos'd the northern wind; fierce Boreas flies "26 
To help him with auxiliary waves. To puff away rhe clouds, and purge the ſkies; 1 
The watery tyrant calls his brooks and floods, Serenely, while he blows, the vapours driven 11 
Who toll nom moſſy caves, their moitt abodes; Diſcover heaven to earth, and carth to heaven. Ih 
And wich perpetual urns his palace til] : The billows fall, while Neptune lays his mace i\ f 
To winom in brief he thus imparts his will: On the rough ſea, and ſmooths its ferrow'd face. ; 


Small eXaortation needs; your powers employ : Already Triton, at his call, appears 
And this bad world (fo love requires} deſtroy, Above the waves: a Tyrian robe he wears; 
Let looſe the reins to all your watery ſtore: And in his hand a crooked trumpet hears, 
bear down the dams, and open every door. he fovereign bids him peacetul ſounds inſpire, 
The floo is, by nature enemies to land, \nd give the waves the fignal to retire. 
And proudly fwell:ng with their new command, His writhen ſhell he takes, whoſe narrow vent 
Remove the living tones that ftopp'd their way, 


Rs EI 


— „ 
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Grows by degrees into a large extent; 
And, guſting from their ſource, augment the fea. Then gives it breath; the blaſt, with doubling ſound, ; 
Then, with his mace, their monarch ſtruck the duns the wide circuit of the world around. 
ground: The ſun firſt heard it, in his early Eaſt, T 
With inward trembling earth receiv'd the wound; And met the 1attiing echos in the Weſt. | 


ind rung ſtreams a ready paſſuge found. The waters, liſtening to the trumpet's roar, 
expanded waters gather on the plain, Obey the ſummons and ſo: fake the ſhore. 
e, float the fields, and overtop the grain: 


A thin circumference of land appears; 
hen, ruſhing onwards, With a ſwecpy (way, 


And earth, but not at once, her viſage rears, 
par fiocks, and folds, and labouring hinds away. And peeps upon the ſeas from upper grounds: 

Nor fate their dwellings were; for, ſap'd by floods, | The f{treans but juſt contain'd within their bounds, 
Their houſes feil upon their louſhold Gods, By flow degrees into their channels crawl ; 

e ſolid piles, too ſtrongly built to fall, und earth increafe: as the waters fall. 

High o'er their heads behold a watery wall. In longer time the tops of trees appear, 

Now (eas and carth were in contution loit Which mud on their dithonout'd branches bear. 

A wor.d of waters, and without a coaſt. At length the world was all reſtor'd to view, 


One climbs a cliff; one in his boat is horne, But defolate, and of a ſickly hue : 'f 
And ploughs above, where late he fow'd his corn. Nature beheld herſelf, and ſtood aghaſt, 1 
Others o'er chimney tops and turrets row, \ difmal deſert, and a fiient waſte, 
And drop their anchors on the meads below: Wich when Deucalion, with a piteous look, | 
O Cownward driven, they bruite the tender vine; [Relicld, he wept, and thus to Pyrrha ſpoke; | i 
Ur, toſsꝰd aloft, are knock'd againſt a pine. On wite, oh fiſter, oh of alt thy Kind a 
an! where of late the kids had cropp'd the graſs, he beſt and only creature lett behind, 4d 
The monſters of the deep now rake their place. zy kindred, love, and now by dangers join'd 3 1 
Inſulting Nereids on the cities ride, Ort multitudes, who breatli'd the common air, 8 
nd word; ring dolphins o'er the palace elide. Ne tworemaina ſpecies in a pair 7 p 
On leaves, and matis of mighty oales, they broaze 3 | The reit the ſeas have ſwallow*d ; nor have we q 
And their broad fins entangle in the boughs. Even of this wretched life a certainty. 1 
The fiighted wolf now ſwims among the theep z The clouds are ſtill above ; and, while I ſpeak, | f 
The yellow lion wanders in the deep: A ſecond deluge o'er our heads may break. 9 


Ei, rapid force no longer helps the boar: 


Should | be ſnatch'd from hence, and thou remain, 
- » BY 5 1 
the ſtag ſwims faſter than he ran before. 


Without relief, or partner of thy pain, 


The towls, long beating on their wings in vain, How could'ſt thou ſuch a wretched life ſuſtain? 
Velpair of land, and drop into the main. Should 1 be left, and thou be loſt, the (ea, 
vow hills and vales no more diſtinction know, That bury'd her 1 lov'd, ſhould bury me. 
An level'd nature lies oppreſs'd below. Oh could our father his old arts nſpire, 
e molt of mortals perith in the flood, And make me heir of his intorming fire, 
mall remainder dies for want of food. That fo I might aboliſh'd man retrieve, 
a mountain of ſtupendous height there ſtands And periſh'd people in new ſouls might live! 
"WIXEth Athenian and Bœotian lands; But Heaven is pleas'd, nor ouglit we to complain, 


bound of fruittul fields, while fields they were, That we th' examples of mankind, remain. 
vut then a field of waters did appear : He ſaid; the coreſul couple join their tears, 

8 =— | 2 . ' . 2 tere 
Parnaſſus is its name; whoſe torky riſe And then invoke the Gods with pious prayers. 
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Mounts through the clouds, and mates the loſty Thus in devotion having eas'd their grief, 


. ſkies, From ſacred oracles they ſeek relief: 4 
High on the ſummit of this dubious cliff, And to Cephiſus? brook their way purſue : 1 
cucalion waſting moor'd his little ſkiff. The ſtream was troubled, but the ford they knew. 1 

- 8 with his wife were only left behind With living waters in the fountain bred, | Ci 
Ot per hd man; they two were human- kind. They ſprinkle firit their garments and their head, 1 
% mountain-nymphs and Themis they adore, Then took the way which to the temple led. 44 
And rom her oracles relief in:plore. The rodfs were all defil'd with moſs and mire, 1 
tlie moſt upright of mortal men was he; The deſert altars void of ſolemn fre. 'Y 
Ehe moſt ſincere and holy woman, ſhe. Before the graduai proſtrate they ador'd, q 1 

nen Jupiter, ſurveying earth from high, The pavement kiſs d; and thus the ſaint imploĩ'd. 

Vcheld it in a lake of water lie, H b 2 


— 
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O righteous Themis, if the powers above 
By prayers are bent to pity, and to love; 
It ha man nuſcries can move their mind; 
If vet they can forgive, and yet be kind; 
Tell how we may reſtere, by ſecond birth, 
Maniinc, and people deſolated earth. 
Then taus the gracious Goddeſs, nodding, ſaid ; 
Depart, and with your veſtments veil your head : 
And ſtooping lowly down, with looſen'd zones, 
Throw each behind. your backs your mighty mo- 
ther*s bones. p 
Amaz'd the pair, and mute with wonder, ſtand, 
Till Pyrrha firſt refus'd the dire command. 
Forhid it heaven, ſaid ſhe. that | ſhould tear 
T hoſe holy relics from the ſepulchre. 
They ponder'd the myſterious words avain, 
For ſome new ſenſe ; and long they ſought in vain. 
At length Deucalion clear'd his cloudy brow, 
And ſaid, Ihe dark enigma will allow 
A meaning; which if well 1 underitand, 
From ſacrilege will free the Cod's command; 
This carth our mighty mother 1s, the ſtones 
In ner capacious body are her hones : 
Theſe we muit caſt behind. With hope, and ſear, 
The woman did the new ſolution hear: 
The man diffides in his own augury, 
And doubis the Gods; yet hot': iefolve to try. 
Deſcending from the mount, the/ firſt unbind 
Their veſts, and vei;'d they cal the Nones behind: 
The Rores (a miracle to mortal view, 
But long tradition make: it paſs for true) 
Did firtt the rigour of their kind expe}, 
And ſuppled into ſoftneſs as they fell : 
Ther ſweil'd, and ſwelling by degrees grew warm 
And took the rudiments of human form”; 
Imper fect ſhapes, in marble ſuch are ſeen, 
When the rude chizzel does the man tecin ; 
While yet the roughneſs of the ſtone remains, 
Without the rifing muſcles and the veins. 
The ſappy paits, and next reſembling juice, 
Were turn'd to mo.ſture, for the body's uſe : 
Supplying humours, blood, and rouriſhment : 
The reſt, too ſolid to rece.ve a bent, 
Converts to bones; and what was once a vein, 
Its tormer name and nature did retain. 
By help of power divine, in little ſpace, 
What the man threw afſum'd a manly face; 
And what the wife rerew'd the female race. 
Hence we derive our nat re, born to bear 
Laborious life, and harden'd into care. 

The reſt of animals, from teeming earth 
Produc'd in various forms receiv'd their birth. 
The native moiſture, in its cloſe retreat, 
Digeſted by the ſun's ætherial heat, 

As in a kindly womb, began to breed: 

I hen ſwell'd, and quicken'd by the vital ſeed, 
And ſome in lefs, and ſome in longer ſpace, 
Were ripen'd into form, and took a ſeveral face. 
Thus when the Nile trom Pharian ftelds is fled, 
And ſecks with ebbing tides his ancient bed, 
The fat manure with heavenly fire is warm'd ; 
And cruſted creatures, as in wombs, are form'd : 
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Conception mokes; and fighting, till they mix, 
Their mingled atoms in each other fx. 
| hus nature's hand the genial bed prepares 
Wich friendly-d.iſcord, and with fruitful wars. 
From hence the furface of the ground with mud 
And flime beſmear'd (the faces of the flood) 
Receiv*d the rays of heaven; and, fucking in 
The ſeeds of heat, new creatures did begin: 
Some were of ſeveral ſorts produc'd before; 
But of new monſters earth created more; 
Unwillingly, but yet ſhe brought to light ? 
Thee, Python too, the wondering world to fright 
And the new nations with ſo dire a fight, 5 
50 monſtrous was his bulk, fo large a ſpace 
Did his vaſt body and long train embrace; 
hom Phcebus haſking on a bank eſpy'd, 
Ere now the God his arrows had not try'd, 
But on the trembling deer, or mountain-goat; 
At this new quarry he prepares to ſhoot 
hough every ſhaft took place, he ſpent the ſtore 
Of his full quiver; and 'twas long before þ 
Th' expirinę ſerpent wallow'd in his gore. 5 
Then, to preſeive the fame oi ſuch a deed, 
For Python ſlain, he Pythian games decreed, 
Where noble yout'is for maſterſhip ſhould ſtrive, 
To quoit, to run, and iteeds and chariots drive, 
Che prize was fame, in witneſs of renown, 
\n oaken garland did the victor crown. 
the laurel was not yet for triumph horn 
But every green alike by FHœbus worn 
D 
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THE TRANSFORMATION OF DAPHNE 
INTO A LAUREL. 


THE frit and faircft of h's loves was the, 
hom not blind fortune, but the dire decree 
I angry Cupid forc'd him to deſire: 
Janine her name. and Peneus was her fire. 
Swell'd with the pride that new ſucceſs attends, 
He ſces the ſtripline, while his how he bends, 
And thus inſults him: Thou laſcivious boy, 
\re arms like theſe for children to employ ? 
Know, ſuch atchievements are my proper claim; 
Due to my vigour and unerring aim: 
Refiſtleſs are my ſhaſis; and Python late, 
in ſuch a feather'd death, has found his fate. 
Pake vp. thy torch, and lay my weapons by; 
With that the feeble ſouls of lovers try. 
Fo whom the ſon of Venus thus reply'd : 
Phoebus, thy ſhafts are ſure on all heſide; 
gut mine on Phoebus: mine the fame ſhall be 
Of all thy conqueſts, when 1 conquer thee. 

le ſaid, ard ſoaring ſwiftly wing'd his flight; 
Not ſtopt but on Parnaſſus” airy height. 
Two different ſhafts he from his quiver draws; 


One to repel defire, and one to cauſe. 
One ſhaft is pointed wi h reſulgent gold, 


Theſe, when they turn the glebe, the peaſants, To brihe the love, and make the lover bold: 


find : 
Some rude, and yet unfiniſſid in their kind: 
Short of their limbs, a lame impe ect birth; 
One half alive, and one of lifeleſs earth. 
For heat and moiQure when in bodies join'd, 
The temper that reſults from either kind 


One blunt, and tipt with lead, whoſe baſe allay 

!|Provokes diſcain, and drives defire away. 

The blunted holt againſt the nymph he dreſt: 

But with the ſharp transfix'd Apollo's breaſt. 
Th enamour'd Deity purſues the chace; 

The ſcornſul damſel ſhuns his loath'd embrace: 


Did, with promiſcuous grace, his flowing locks 


DRY DEN 


In hunting beaſts of prey her youth employs ; 
And Phoebe rivals in her rural joys. | 
With naked neck ſhe goes, and ſhoulders bare 
And with a fillet binds her flowing hair. 
By many ſuitors ſouzht, ſhe mocks their pains, 
And ſtill her vow'd Aiken maintains 
* atient of a yoke, the name of bride 
e ſhuns, and hates the joys the never try'd. 
On wilds and wood ſhe fixes her defire: 
Nor knows what youth and Kindly love inſpire. 
Her father chides her oft: Thou ow'ſt, ſays he, 
A bhuſband to ma a ſon to 
She, like a crime, abhors the nuptial hed: 
She gows with! luſhe 55 and ſhe han 8 
Then, 8 * en lg neck her tender arms, 
Sootlies eim with bland charms: 
Give me, MY lord, ihe (aid, to live, and dic 
A Hoe maid, without the marriaze-tie, 
Lis but a ſmall requeſt; I beg no more 
n what Diana's father gave TORE. 
T 21504 old fire was foften'd to e conſe ot; 
„ her wiſh would prove 
0 much youth, and fo en ben auty join'd, 
p03'd the ſtate, which her defires deſign'd. 
[ie God of light, aſpiring to her bed, 
flopes what he ſeeks, with flattering fancies fed; 
4n1 is by his own © FAC les miſled. 
und as m em ry fields the {tubble burns, 
tly travel "Tay when day returns, 
cir uſt 1 torchez on dry hedges throw, 
catch the flames, ant] Kindle all the row; 
durns the God, conſuming in defire, 
md teedine in his breaſt the fruitleſs fire: 
Her well-turn'd neck he view'd ther neck 
bare) 
n her thoulders her diſhevel'd hair: 
Un, were it comb'd, ſaid he, with what a grace 
Would every waving curl become her face 
tle view'd her eyes, like heavenly lamps 
(hone! 
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ne view'd ner | 


ips, too ſweet to view alone, 


her head. 
ſhments and Alial 
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Was 


that 


er fingers, and her panting breaſt; 
ſes all he ſees, and for the reſt 
es the he autier yet unſcen are beſt. 
5 tie wind, the damſel fled away, 
f. ele alluring (pee eches ſtay : 
ph, he cry'd, I follow, not a foe: 
om the Lion trips the trembling Doe; 
rom 0 Wolf the frighten'd Lamb mor. 
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purſuing Falcons fearful Doves; 


bunnef a God, and ſhunn'ſt a Cod, that 
. 


me thorn ſhould pierce thy tender foot, 
novld'ſt fall in flying my purſuit 
h uneven ways thy ſteps decline; 
zeed, and 1 will Date 0! mine. 
rom whom thou doſt fo raſhly fly; 
iy born, nor ſhepherd's ſwain am I. 
on know'ſt not my ſuperior ſtate; 
1 tat ignorance proceeds thy hate, 
ros, Delphos, Lenden obey; 
nd: ian ſ e (way. 
0 3 begot me: what ſhall be, 
ever was, in fate, 1 ſee. 
invention of the charming lyre; 
and heavenly numbers 1 inſpire. 
"re k my bow, unerring is my dart; 
4, more leadly [ ho piere'd my heart. 
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Medicine is mine, what herbs and fimples grow 
In fields and foreſts, all their powers I know; 
And am the g:gat phyſician call'd helows 
Alas, that fields and ſo eſts can afford 
No reme7ies to heal their Jove- ick lord! 
To cure the pains of love, no plant avails 
And his own ply lic the phyt Uclan fails. 
She heard not half, ſo furiouſly ſhe flies, 
And on her ear th imperfect accent dies, 
Fear gave her wing ; and as the fled, the wind 
Increafing ſpread her flowing hair behind; 
And leſt her legs and thighs expos'd to view; 
| Which made the Cod more eager to purſue. 
[T! he God was young, and was too hotly bent 
To lofe his time in empty compliment: 
But led by love, and fir d by ſ cha fight, 
liupetuoufſly putſued his near delight 
As when th” impatitnt greyhound, flipt from ſar, 
Bounds o'er the glehe, to courſe the ſearſul hare, 
She in her ſpecd does ali her ſatery lay; 
And he with dunble ſpeed purſues the prey; 
Oer runs her at the fitting turn, and licks 
| His chaps in vain, and hlo vs upon the fx: 
| She *ſcapes, and for the neiglihourinz covert ſtrives, 
And, gaining ſhelter, doubts if yet ſhe lives: 
It hrtle things with great we may compare, 
Such was the God, and ſuch the flying fair: 
She, urg'd by tear, her feet did ſwiftly move; 
But he more fwittly, who was urg'd hy love. 
(He gathers n upon her .n the chace: ? 
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Now breathes upon her hair, with nearer pace; 
And juſt is ſaſtenine on the wiſth'd embrace. 5 
"ne nymp! grew pale, and in a mortal fright, 

Spent with the labour of fo long a flizht; 

And now defpairin” caſt a mourntul look, 

(pon the ftreams of her paternal brook : 

Oh, help, the cry'd in this extremeſt need, 

If Water-C ogy are Deitics indeed: 

Cape, 4 earth, and this un! 1appy elch intomb: 
Or change 255 form whence all m ſorrows come. 
Scarce had the finiſh'd. when her feet ſhe tound 


Benumb'd with col, . faſten'd to the ground: 
| \ fil. ny op about her body grows, 

Her hair to leaves, her arms extend to boughs: 
The nymph is all into a laurel gone, 

The ſmoothneſs of her ſkin remains alone 

Yet Phoebus loves her ſtill, and, caſting round 
Her bole, his arms, ſome little armth he found. 
The tree ſtill panted in th” unfiniſh'd part, 

Not wholly vegetivc, and heav'd her heart. 

He fix'd his lips upon the trembling rind; 

It ſwerv'd aſide, and his embrace declin'd. 

o whom the God: Becauſe thou canſt not be 
My miſtreſs, I efpouſe thee for my tree: 

Be thou the hrize of honour and renown 

The deathleſs poet, and the poem, crown 
Thou ſhalt the Roman feſtivals adorn, 

And, after poets, be by victors worn 

Thou ſhalt returning Cæſar's triumph grace; 
When pomps ſhall in a long proceſſion pats : 
Wreuth'd on the poſt before his palace wait; 
And be the ſacred guardian of the gate: 
Secure from thunder, and unharm'd by Tove, 

| Unfading as th' immortal powers above: 

And as the locks of Phœbus are unſhorn, 

o ſhall perpetual green thy boughs adorn. 

The grateful tree was ans d with what hie ſaid, 


And ſhook the ſhady honours of her head. 
[| 
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THE TRANSFORMATION OF 10 INTO AN 
HEIFER, 


AN ancient ſoreſt in Theſſalia grows ; 
Which Tempe's pleaſant valley docs incloſe; 
Through this the rapid Pencus takes his courſe ; 
From Pindus rolling with impetnous force : 
Mitts from the river's mighty fall ariſe; 

And deadly damps incloſe the cloudy {kies : 
Perpetual fogs are hanging o'er the wood ; 
And founds of waters deaf the cerghbou;hood, 
Deep in a rocky cave, he makes abode: 

A manſion proper for a mourning Coll. 

Here he gives audience; iſſuing out decrees 
To rivers, his dependent Deitics. 
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Th' almighty leacher, careſul to prevent 


The conſequence, ſoreſeeing her deſcent, 

['ranstorms his miſtreſs in a trice: and now 

in lo's place appears a lovely cow. 

50 Neek her ſkin, ſo faultlefs was her make, 

Ev*n Juno did unwilling pleaſure take 

To fee ſo fair a rival of her love; 

and what ſhe was, and whence, enquir'd of [ove: 

(Vt what fair herd, and from what pedigree ? 

The Cod half-caught, was forc'd upon a lie; 

And ſaid, ſhe ſprung from earth. She 100k the 
word, 

Ard begg*d the beauteous heifer of her lord. 

hat ſhould he do? *twas equal ſhame to ove, 

r to relinquiſh, or betray his love: 

Yet to refuſe ſoflight a gift, would be 


On this occaſion hither they reſo t, 
To pay their homage, and to make their court, 
All doubtſul, whether to congratulate 
His daughter*s honovr, or lament her fate. 
Sperc!:#us, crown'd with poplar, firſt appears; 
hen old Apidanus came crown'd wit years ! 
Enipeus turbulent, Amphry ſos tame; 
And Has laſt with lagging waters came. 

Then of his kindred brooks a rnamerots throng 
Condole his loſs, and bring their urns along 
Not one was wanting of the watery train, 

That fill'd his flood, or mingled with the main, 
But Inachus, who, in his cave alonc, 

Wept not another's loſſes, but his on; 

For his dear Io, whether ſtray'd or ded, 

To him uncertain, doubtful tears he ſhed, 

He ſought her through the world, hut fou ht in vain; 
And, no where finding, rather feard her gain. 

Her juſt returning from her father's brook, 

Jove bad beheld with a defiring look; 

And, oh, fair daugliter of the flood, he ſaid, 

Worthy alone of ſove's imperial bed, 

Happy whoever ſhall thoſe charms poſi ! 

The king of Gods (nor is thy lover leſo) 

Invites thee to yon cooler ſhades, to ſhun 

The ſcorching rays of the meridian ſun. 

Nor ſhalt thou tempt the dangers of the grove 
Alone without a guide; the gvide is jove. 

No puny power, but he, whoſe high command ? 
Is vaconfin'd, who rules the ſeas and lind, 

And tempers thunder in his awful hand. 5 
Oh, fly not (for ſhe fied from his embrace 

Oer Lerra's paſtures) : he purſued the chace 
Along the ſhades of the Lyrcæan plain 

Art length the God who never aſks in vain, 
Involv'd with vapours, imitating night, 

Voth air and earth; and then ſuppreſs'd her flight, 
Ard mingling force with love, enjoy'd the full 

gelight. 

Mean-tire the e ſlous Juno, f om on high 
Survey'd the fruitſul fields of Arcady; 

And wonder'd that the miſt ſhould over-run 

The face of day-li ht, and obſcure the ſun, 

No natural cauſe ſhe found, ſrom brooks or bogs, 
Or marſhy low lands to produce the fogs : 

Then round the ſkies ſhe ſought ſor Jupiter, 

Her faithleſs huſband ; but no Jove was there. 
Suſpecting now the worſt, Or I, ſhe ſaid, 

Am much miſtaken, or am much betray 'd. 

With fury ſhe precipitates her flight ; 

Diipels the ſhadows of diſſembled night, 

And to the day reſtores lis native light, 
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Put more t' increafe his conſort's jealouſy: 

Thus fear, and love, by turns his heart aſſalb'd; 
Ar At oager love had ſu e at length prevail d; 

Put fome ſaint hope remain'd, his jealous queen 

Had not tne miſtreſs through the beifer ſeen. 

Tine cautions Goddels of her giit poſſeſt, 

Vet harbour*d anxious thoughts within her breaſt, 

As ſhe o knegy the falſeliood of her love, 

| And juflly tear'd ſome new relapſe of love, 

| W hich to prevent, and to ſecure her cart, 

To truſty Argus The commits the fair. 


— — 
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Was compul,*d round, and wore an hundred eyes. 
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But two by turns their lids in flumber fleep; 
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he reſt on duty ftill their Ration keep; 


His charge was ſtill before lim, thongh behind, 

In fields he ſuffer'd her to ſeed by day; . 

But, when the ſetting ſun to night gave way, 

The captive cov he ſummon'd with a call. 

And drove her back, and ty'd her to the Hall. 

On leaves of trees and bitter herbs ſhe fed, 

Heaven was her caropy, bare earth her bed; 

So hardly lodg'd: and to digeſt her food, 

She drank from troubled ſtreams defil'd with 
mud, 

Her woſul tory fain ſhe would have told, 

With hands upheld, hut had no hands to hold. 

Her head to her vngentle keeper how'd, 

She ſtrove to ſpeak ; the ſpoke not, hut ſhe low'd. 

Afﬀrighted with the noiſe, the look'd around, 

And ſeem'd t' inquire the author of the ſound. | 

| Once on the banks where oſten ſhe had play d 

(Her father's banks) ſhe came, and there ſurveys 

Her alter'd viſage, and her hranching head; 

| And farting ſtom herſelf ſhe would have ned. 

Her fellow - nymphs, familiar to her eyes, 

Belield hut knew her not in this diſguiſe. 

Ev'n Inachus himfelt was ignorant; 

And in his daughter did his daughter want. 

She follow'd where her fellows went, as ſhe 

Were ſtill a partner of the company: 

They ſtroke her neck; the gentle heifer ſtands, 

And her neck offers to their ſtroking hands: 

Her father gave her graſs; the graſs ſhe took; 

And lick'd his palms, and caſt a piteous look; 

And in the language of her eyes ſhe ſpoke. | 

She would have told her name, and aſk'd relief, 

But, wanting words, in tears ſne tells her grief. N 

Which with her ſoot ſhe makes him underſtand; 

And prints the name of Io in the ſandy 
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Ah wretched me ! her mournſul father cry'd; 
Che wit A lieh tO ret hed mic re Pp. "a: 
About her milk -whate neck his ams he threw 5 
and wept, ai d then thute tender woics enſoe: 
And art thou m-, whom I have ſought around 
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The world, and have at length fo ſadly found? 

$0 round, 15 worſe than loft: with mutual words 
anſ wei it not, no voice thy tongue atfords x 

But 1!gils art deeply drawn from our thy hre it; 


1d ſpeech deny 'd by lowing is exprets'd 
Unkrowing, 4 prepar*d thy bridal bed 
Wu LEMP. ) Hopes 01 app, TOTES 
But now tiic huſband of a herd muſt be 
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(i, were 1 mortal, deatli night bring. rc t! 
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now my GoJ-htead but extends 

Projons my Wess, of wich no end I ice 

mabes me curie my immortalitv. 

ne laid, but, feartul of her ftav, 

The ſtarry guardian drove his charge away 

ſome treth paiture; on a hilly height 


le fate Nimicil, and Kept her ſtill in üght. 
oo — . — -- 


IHE EYES OF ARGUS TRANSFORMED 
INIO A PEACOCK'S TRAIN. 

Sow jove no longer could her ſufferings bear: 

But call d in haſte his airy meffenger, 

Ide ſon of Mata, with ſevere decree 

19 kill the Keeper, and to ſet her free. 

With al his harnets ſoon the Cod was ſped 

His flying hat was faſten'd on his head; 

on his heels ere hung, and in his hand 

tie Loli the virtue of the ſnaky wand. 

The liquid air his moving pinions wound, 

Ang, in the moment, ſhoot him on the ground. 

betore ht came in fight, the crafty God 

Bi wings difmils'd, but ſtill retain'd his rod: 

That lizep procuring wand wiſe Hermes took, 

but made it ſcem to fight a ſhepherd's hook. 

Wit this he did a herd of goats control; 

Wach by the way he met, and flily ſtole. 

Ca like a country ſwain, he pip'd, and ſung ; 

Ai playing drove his jolly troop along. 

Wan pleafure Argus the muſician heeds ; 
But wonders much at toſe new vocal reeds. 
and whoſo'er thou art, my friend, ſaid he, 

Up hit er drive thy goats, and play by me: 

{Nis hill has brouze for them, and ſhade for thee. 

Tae God, who was with eaſe induc'd to climb, 

vegan diſcourſe to paſs away the time; 

And ſtill verwixt his tuneful pipe he plies: 

a WaHten'd his hour, to cloſe the keeper's eyes. 

* tu mach ado, he partly kept awake; 

Not luffe Ng all his eyes repoſe to take: 

And ac d the ſtranger, who did reeds invent, 
nence became fo rare an inſtrument. 
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THE TRANSFORMATION OF SYRINX 
INTO REEDS. 
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den Hermes thus; 2 nymph of late there was, 
Thy 2 form her fellows did ſurpaſs, 
ee Joy of fair Arcadia's plains ; 
Y Deities, ador'd by fwalns: 
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R. lief ft om ware r-1y mphs her Prayers 171DI0re, * 
Now while the Jlu:tful God, with ſpeedy pace, H 
Juſt thought to ſtrain her in a ſtrict embrace, „* 
He fills his army with reeds, new riſing on the 8 
1 

* nd while he f 4 his ill Prices t find. f 

The tender canes were ſhaken hy the wind; 0 
And breath'd a mournſul air, unheard before; ; J 
That, much ſurptizing Pan, yet pic asd him 1 
more. 1 
Admiring this new muſic, Thou, lie ſaid, 1 

Who canſt not be the partner of my bed, 4 


At leatt thalt be the cop ſort of my mind; 
And, oiten, often to my lips he join'd, 
He form'd the reeds, proportion'd as they are: 


moe 


Unequal in their length, and wax'd with care, „ 
They ſtill retain the name of his ungrateſul fair. bk 
While Hermes pip'd, and ſung, and told his tale, 4 


The keeper*s winking eyes began to fail, 

And drowſy ſlumber on the lids to creep; 

Till all the watchman was at length aſleep. 

Then ſoon the God his voice and ſons ſuppreſt 3 

And with his powerful rod confirm'd his reſt: 

Without delay his crooked falchion drew, 

And at one fatal ſtroke the keeper flew. 

;Down from the rock fell the diſſever'd head, 

Opening its eyes in death, and falling bled ; 

And mark'd the paſſage with a crimſon trail: 

Thus Argus lies in pieces, cold and pale; 

And all his hundred eyes, with all their liglit, 

Are clos'd at once, in one perpetual night. 

Theſe Juno takes, that they no more may fail, 

And ſpreads them in her peacocks's gaudy tail, 
Impatient to revenge her inju;*d bed, 

She wreaks her anger on her rival's head 

With furies frights her from her native home, 

And drives her gadding round the world to roam: 

Nor ceas'd her madneſs and her flight, before 
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She touch'd the limits of the Pharian ſhore. {4 
At length arriving on the banks of Nile, y 


Wearied with length of ways, and worn with toil, 
She laid her down : and, leaning on her knees, 


* 131 1 5 11 * 42. 5 3 5 : 4 * 
Invok'd the cauſe of all her miſeries: 
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And caſt her languiſhing regards above, 


For help from heaven, and her ungrateſul Jore. 3 
She figh'd, ſhe wept, ſhe low'd ; *rwas all ſhe could; 4 
And with unkindnefs ſcem'd to tax the God. 4 
Laſt, with an humble prayer, ſhe begg'd repoſe, | R 
Or death at leaſt to finiſh all her woes. 4 
Jove heard her vows, and, with a flattering look, 9 
In her behalt to jealous Juno ſi oe. 
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He caſt his arms about her neck, and ſaid : 

Dame, reit ſecure ; no more thy noptial bed 

This nymph ſhall violate ; by Styx I ſwear, 

And every oath that binds the Thunderer. 

The Goddeſs was appeas'd : and at tlic word 

Was lo to her tormer ſhape reſtor'd. 

The rugged hair began to fall away ; 

The ſweetneſs of lier cyes did only Nay, 

Though not ſo large; her crooked horus decreaſe; 

The wideneſs of her jaws and r.oftrils ceaſe : 

Her hoofs and hands return, in little ſpace 

The five long taper fingers take their place ; 

And nothing of the heifer now is ſeen, 

Beſide the naked whitenels of her (kin. 

Erected on her feet ſhe walks again, 

And two the duty of the tour ſuſtain, 

She tries her tongue, her ſilence foftly breaks, 

And fears her former lowings when the ſpeaks: 

A Goddeſs now through all th* Egyptian ſtate; 

And ſerv'd by prieſts, who in white linen wait. 
Her ſon was Epa;hus, at length belev'd 

TT he ſon of ſove, and as a God receiv'd, 

With ſacrifice ador'd, and public prayers, 

He com non temples with luis mother ſhares. 

Equal in years, and rival in renown 

With Epaphvs, the youtltul Pliacton, 

Like honour claims, and boaſts luis fire the ſun. 

His haughty looks, and hi, afſuning air, 

The fon of Iſis could no longer bear: 

Thou tak'ſt thy mother's word too far, ſaid he, 

And haſt uſurp'd thy boaſted pedigree. 

Go, baſe pretender to a borrow*d name 

Thus tax'd, he bluſh*d with anger, and with ſhame ; 

But ſhame repreſs d his rage: the daunted youth 

Soon ſe:ks his mother, and enquires the truth: 

Mother, ſaid he, this infainy was thrown 

By Epaphus on you, and nx your fon. 

He {poke in public, told it to my face: 

Nor durſt I vindicate the dire diſgrace: 

Ev'n I, the bold, tlie ſentible of wrong. 

Reſtrain'd by ſhame, was torc'd to hold my tongue. 

To hear an open flander, is a cuiſc : 

But not to find an anſwer, is a worſe, 


It I am heaven-begor, aſſert your ſon ? 
By ſome ſure ſign ; and make my fat eer-known, 
To rigiit my honour, and redeem your own, 9 


He ſaid, and ſaying caſt his arms about 

Her neck, and begg'd her to refolve the doubt. 
Tis hard to judge if Clymene were mov'd 

More by hi pray*r, whom the fo dearly lov'd, 

Or more with fury fir'd, to find her name 

Traduc'd, and made the ſport of common fame, 

She itretch'd her arms to heaven, and fix'd her eyes 

On that fair planet that adorns the ſkies ; 

Now by thoſe beams, ſaid ſhe, whoſe holy fires 

Confume my breaſt, and kindle my detires ; 

By him who fees us both, and chears our ſight, 

By him, the public miniſter of light, : 

| ſwear that Sun begot thee: if 1 lye, 

Let him his chearful influence deny : 

Let him no more this perjur'd creature fee, 

Ard ſhine on all the world but only ms. 

If ill you doubt your mother's innocence, 

His eaſtern manſion is not far from hence; 

With little pains you to his levee go, 

And from himſ If your parentave may know. 

With joy ti amb i tious youth his mother heard, 

And eager for tie journey ſoon piepar'd. 
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| He longs the world beneath him to ſurvey; 

Jo guide the chariot, and to give the day: 
From Meroc's burning ſands he bends his courſe, 
Nor leſs in India feels his tather's force; 

His travel urging, till he came in fight, 

And ſaw the palace by the purple light. 
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MELEAGER AND ATALANTA, 


OUT OF THE EIGHTH BOOK OF 
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OVID'S METAMORPHOSES. 
CoxxNECTION to the former STox vr. 
Ovid, thawing told how Theleus had freed Athens frm 
the tribute of children, which was impoſed on them by 
Minss king of Creta, by killing the Minotaur, jere 
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F ROM him, the Caledonian ſought relief; 
Though valant Meleagrus was their chief, 
Ihe cauſe, a boar, who ravag'd far and neat : 

Ot Cynthia's wrath, ch' avenging minitter. 

For Oencus, with autumnal plenty blefs'd, 

In zitts to heaven his gratitude expreſs'd : 

Cull'd ſheaves, to Ceres; to Lyæus, wine { 
To Pan, and Pales, offer'd ſheep and kine; 

An tat of olives to Minerva's ſhrine. 

Beginning trom the rural Gods, his hand 

Was liberal to the powers of high command: 
Lach Deity in every kind was bleſs'd, 

Till at Diana's ſane th* invidious honour ceas?d. 

Wrath touches ev'n the Gods; the queen of night, 

Fir'd with diſdain, and jealous of her right, 

| Unhonour'd though I am, at leaſt ſaid the, 

Not unreveng'd that impious act hall be. 

Swilt as the word, the ſped the boar away, 

With charge on thoſe devoted fields to prey. 

No larger bulls th* ZEgyptian paſtures feed, 

And none ſo large Sicilian meadows breed: 

His eye-balls glare with fire, ſuffus'd with blood ; 
His neck ſhoots up a thickſet thorny wood 

His briitled back a trench impal'd appears, 

And ftands creed, like a field of ſpears. 

Froth fills his chaps, he ſends a grunting ſound, 

And part he churns, and part betoams the ground, 
For tuſks with Indian elephants he ſtrove, 

And [ove's own thunder from his mouth he drove. 
He burns the leaves; the ſcorching blaſt invades 
The tender corn, and ſhrivels- up the blades: 

Or, ſuffering not their yellow beards to rear, : 
He tramples down the ſpikes, and intercepts de 

year. 

In vain the barns expect their promis'd load, 
Nor barns at liome, nor reeks are heap'd abroad: 
In vain the hinds the threſhing- floor prepare, 
And exerciſe their flails in empty air. 

| With olives ever green the ground is ſtrow'd, 

And grapes ungather'd ſhed their generous blood. 


f 


| 


* 1 
M0 gun 


Loeval v 
I tie her 


r 
1 * 1 
1e TONS 


DRYDENS Fo AMS. 241 


— 


Amid the fold he rages, nor the ſheep Alll ſtood with their protenecied {pears prepar d. 
Their ſhepherds, por the grooms their bulls can! ” ith kroad ftecl heads the bra ndiſh'd weapons glar' d 
keep. t beaft im;petver's with. ius tuſks aſide 

From fields to walls the ſrie! lite t! rabt Is run, os als glan CINE WOULN 'S 3 TE fc artul 0 0 2 divide . 
Nor think themfelves ſecure within the town : Au end IT mouth aoft, but none abide. 

| Fe cle abrus, and his coolen crew, t chion threw the hrit, but miſs'd his mark, 
Contemn tie danger, and the praiſe p urſue. And ſtuck his boar. t {© on a maple's bark, 
Fir Leda's twins, ( in tinie to ſt ars dtecrt ed) | hen Taton; 21.00 15 javel n ſeem'sd to take, 
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hen Theſcus; zoin'd wi th bold Pirith OUS came.: | Fo heb Us tvs: / patron, help thy prieſt. 
A ungle concord in a double name: It 1 adore, and ever h; we adnrd 
lhe Theftian fons, Idas who fwif: ly rar 15 y power divine, thy preſent aid afford; 

nd Ceneus, once a woman, now 2 8 hat I may reach the be alt, The Gcd aliow'd 
"i ceus, with eagle's eyes and lion's heart; 18 prayer, and, lmiling, gave him what he could: 
[ ucippus, with his never- ering dart ; 5 reach'd the ſavas e. hut no blood he drew, 
a luleus, Phenix, Telam ion, Dian unar Fay « 0 the Javelin 2+ it flew. 
Echiot Leer, and E uryt; on, 4 | 1 tus chat*d | the | var, Nis Boftrils flames expire, 
\chilles father, and great Phocys? ſon ; 3 And his rec AN bail foil with living fire. 
Dras the fierce, and Hippaſus the 1 Wuirt'd with a fl „ Or jtcom an engir re thrown, 
With twice old lolas, and Neftor-then but young. Amidſt the foes, 10 4 £5 a miginy ftone, 
Haertes active, aud Ancevs bold; As flew the beaſt; the left x ung by to flieht, 
Vopſus the ſage, who tuture things foreto d; rue Citets 0'erborn, he ruſhes on the right. 
Andt“ other feer yet by his weite uni Id. ( Empalamos anc Pe [4% ON e laid 
A thoutand others of immortal fame; In duit, and next to dead but for their feilows 
Among tie reſt fair Atalanta a came, A. 

ot the woods; a diamond buckle bound One ſimus far'd wo; 05 prt par'd to fly; 
et behind, that elit had Row'd u! pon the ground, {The fatal fang drove d cep within his tl high, 


id | hi ew*'d her buſkin'd } legs; her head Was bare, And q cut the nerves ; the nerves no more ſuſtain 


ut for her native ornament of a; r; [The bulk; the bulk unprop'A falls headlong on the 
uch in a ſimple knot was ty 42 ove, | plain. 
*"weet neglivence, unlieeded bait of love! | Neſtor had fail'd the all of T roy tof e, 
Her Fan. ng quiver on her ſhoulder ty'd, Put, I aning on his la nce, he __ o on a tree; 
One hand a dart, ar d one a bow : pply'd. 1* hen,! f the: ing up his feet, look'd cown w th eat, 
duch was het tace, as ina nymp hi i play 4 ? And thoug! nt his monitrous toe * Pa Il roo near. 
ar herce boy, or in a | oy bet ay cl : * \vaintt a {tv mp tus tuſk the mon! ” grinds, 
luſhing beau ties of a morcteit maid, And n t! ie ſhar ay 'd edge new Vis "ON finds ; 
the eC Bs onian chief at on: the came Ihen, truſtins to his Ans, young Oth iy foun 
Geet at once his heart rectiv'd the Ran e. | And r, ranch'd his h ps with one continu'd wouns 
With th heavens averſe. 0 happy vouth, he cry'd? N. vw Leda's twins, the future ſtars, appear: 
For whom thy fates reſerve fo fair a h. ide! White were teu habits, white to heb horſes were; 
He tigh'd, and had no leifure more to ſay : Con ſpicuous! both, and both in act to thro! '2 
Mis honour call'd his eyes another way, | Their trembling lances ö brandliſhi'd at TERM foe ; 
And forc'd him to prrfue the now ne glected Nor had ti ey mif2*; bu keto thick ets fled, 
prey. 95 Con ceal'd from umung ſpears, not previous to the 
There ſtood a ſoreſt on the mountain $ brow, | ſteed. 
Which over-look'd the ſhaded Plains belovy, But Telamon ruſh'd! in, and happ' & to meet 
0 unding ax pr cſum "q tl Ole trees to bite, | * rifing roof, tliat beld | Ius faſten "a leet ; 
Coeval with the worle , a venerable fight. 50 down he teil, wh om, fpraveling on the ground, 
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"4 ay 10115, foe ſearch the fo otſteps on the ground, > | Mean time the virgin-huntreſs was not flow 
dome trom the Chains the fai ithful d logs unboun id. 'I 4 * X. del the ſhaft A her contracted bow ; 
Uf action e: ere and intent on thou? bt, [Beneath his ear the faſten'd arrow ſtood, 
their honourable danger fought : And trom the wound appear'd the crickling blood. 
A Valley ſt —d below ; the common drain She bluſh'd for joy: But Meleagrus rais'd 
Ul Waters from above, and falling ” rain: His voice with loud appla vic, and the fair archer 
e bottom Was u moj ſt and marthy ground, Y prais'd. 
M koſe edges were with bend ing ofiers crown'd; He was the firſt to ſee, and firſt to ſhow 
he knottz bulry n next in order ſtood, His friends the marks of the ſucceſsful blow. 
Ar all Wittun of rc eds 1 tremb ling 'vood. Nor ſhall thy valour want the 464 ſes due, 
tom hence the boar was rous' d, and ſprung 8 140 ſaid; a virtuous envy feiz'd the crew. 
5 amain, They ſhout; the ſhouting 3 animates their hearts, 
r de lieht tning ſud den on the u arrior-trai: n; | And all at once empioy th cir thronging darts ; 3 
Ks down the trees before him. thakes the ground, ?) But, out of order t wow, in air they join; ) 
Ig * loreſt echoes to the crackling ſound: And multitude makes fruſtrate the de (100, 
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Then, forward to his ſate, he took a ſtride 

Betore the reit, and to his feliows ery'd, 

Ge place, and mark the diff. rence, if vou Can, 

Between a woman- warr.or and a man; 

Th dann is doom'd; nor, thoi ugh Dlina le md 

Her aid, Diana can her heart neſend, 

Thus boaſted he; then firetch'd, on tiptoe ſtood 

Secure to make his empty prom fe Loc d 

But the more wary htaſt prevents the t low, 

And upward rips the groin of his auda-ious foe. 

Anczus talls; is bowels from the wound 

Ruth out, and clotted blood diſtains the ground, 
P:r.tious, no ſmall portion ot the war, 

Preſs'd on, and ſhook his lance: to whom from 

tar, 

Thus Theſeus cry'd: O ſtay, my better part, 

My more than mittreC.3 of my heart, the heart. 

The ſtrong may fight aloof; Ancmus try'd 

His force too ear, and b; preſurn ng day'Q: 

He ſaid, and wi e he ſpaize, his Javelin t! 

Hiſſing in air th' unerr.ng weap 70 a W ; 

But on the arm of oat, that Met int 

The marks- man »nd t, e ma Kh his lence he fixt. 
Once more old jajon treu, u fail to wound } 

The boar, and. fiew an urndefrving hound ; 

And throug!: the 'ogthe Cart was nail'd to e 
Two {pears trom Meicazcr's hand were 

With equal force, but var ovs in th' event: 
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Loxcus amaz'd, and with amazement flow, 
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The firſt was fx'd in carth, the fe cond food 
On the boar”s hriſtled ba- k, and ceeply 
blood, 
Now while the tortur'd ſavage turns around, 
And flinys about | 
The ound's gien author cloſe t ud provokes 
His rage. and plies him with recouhle 
Wheels as he wheels: and with tus pointed dart 
Explores the neareſt paſſige to 115 heart. 
Quick and more quick he ſpurs n giddy gites 
Then falls, and in much foam us foul} exp 
This act with ſhouts 
band 
Applaud, and ſtrain i: 
Then all approach the flain with vatt ſurprize, 
Admire on what a breadth of ex th te lics ; 
And, ſcarce ſecure, reach ont th 
And blood their pc-r 
War. 

But he, the conquering chief, his foot impreſs'd 
On the ſtrong neck of that deſtructive heat : 
And, gazing on the nymph with a dent eyes 
Accept, ſaid he, fair Nonacrine, my prize, 

And, thouth inter:or, ſufter me to join 

My labours, and my part of prz:ſ-, with thine: 

At tlis preſents her with the tuſky head 

And chine, with rifing briſtles roughly ſpread. 

Glad, ſhe recciv'd the gift; and ſeem? to take 

With double pleaſure, for the giver's ſake. 

The reſt were ſeir'd with ſullen diſcontent, 

And a deaf murmur through t ie ſquad ton went: 

All envy'd; but the The; an brethren hond 

The leaft reſpeR, and thus they vert their 
aloud: 

Lay down thoſe honour'd ſpoils, ror think to ſhare, 

Weak woman as thou art, the prize of war: 

Ous is the title, thine a ſoreigr, claim, 

Since Meleagrus from our lineage came 

Truſt not thy heauty; but reſtore the prize, 

V hich hie, beſotted on that face ard eyes, 
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Pleas*d with the firit, unknown the ſecond news, 
\}tlza to the temples pays their dues 
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She feels a double force, by turns obeys 

Th imperious tempeſt, and th' impetuous 35 eas ; 
So fares Mhæu's mind; firſt ſh: aer 

With pity, of that pity then repents: 

Siſter and mother long the ſcales- divide, 

zut the beam roddec e ſiſter's fide. 
Sometimes ſhe ſoſtly fightd, t then roar'd aloud; 
But feli were ſtifled in the cries of blood. 

The pious impious wret . at length decreed, 
To plenſe ner brother's ghoſts, her fon ſhould bleed; 
And when the funcral Shmes began to riſe, 
Receive, ſh- ſaid, a fſter's ſacrifice: 

A mother's howels hurn : high in her hand, 
"Thus w Rule ſhe ſpoke; ſhe held the fatal brand; 
Fhen thrice before the kindled pile ſhe bow d, 
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Would offer to deſcribe his fiſter's pain: 
y beat their breaſts with many a bruiſing blow, 
they turn Lvid, and ort pt the ſow, 
: he corpſe they clic ly wie the corpſe. remains, 
And exerciſe and cub with fruiti: is pains ; 
And when to cunctal a mes *tis borne away, 
They kifs the bed on which the body lay: 
tuneral flames no longer 
sd wirhin a pious urn), 
Evin in that urn their brother they confeſs, 
and hug it in their arms, and to their boſom preſs. 
Ris toinb is raiſed; ſtretched along the 
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then, 
Fhoſe living monuments 
Ev'n to his name, inſer bed, their tears they pay, 
Pill tears and Kkiffes wear his name away. 

But Cyr thia now had all her fury ſpent, 
lot with leſs ruin, than a race, content: 
Excepting Gorge, periſh'd all the feed, 
And her whom heaven for Hercules decreed, 
Satiate at laſt, no longer ſhe purſu'd 

The weeping fitters; but, with wings endu'd, 
und horny beaks, and ſent to flit in air; 
ho yearly round the tomb in feather'd flo 

pair. 
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The powers of heaven; ex:ept Ixion's ſon, 
Who laugh'd at all the Gods, heliev'd in none; 
He thook his impious head, and thus replies, 
Ih ſe legends are no mote than pious lies: 
You attribute too much to heavenly ſway, 
To think they give us forms, and take a way. 
The reſt, of better minds, their ſenſe declar'd 
. Agiinſt this doArine, and with horror heard. 
Then Lelex rofe, an old experienc'd man, 
And thus with ſober gravity hevan | 
Heav*ns power is infinite: earth, air, and fea, 
The manuiactture maſs, the making power obcy : 
By proof to clear your doubt ; in Phrygian ground 
Two neighbouring trees, with walls encomp=ſs'd 
round, 
Stand on à moderate riſe, with wonder ſhown, 
One a hard oak, a foſter linden ont: 
I ſaw the place and them, by Piti cus ſent 
To Phryglan realins, my grandbr«' government. 
Not far from thence is ſen a Jake, the havat 
Of coors, and f the fiſhing cormorant : 
Here jove with Hermes came; but in diſ;uiſe 
Ot mortal men conceal'd their Deities : 
One laid atide his thunder, one his rod; 
And many to:lfoine ſteps together trod; 
For harbour at a thouſand doors they knock'd, 
Not one of all tlie thouſand but was lock'd. 
At laſt an hoſvitable houſe they found, 
A homely ihed ; the root, not far fon ground, 
Was thatci*d' with reeds wid firaw together 
Found. 
There Baucis and Philemon liv'd, and there 
Had liv'd long married, an a happy pair: 
Now old in love; tizough little was their Nore, Q 
Inur'd to want, their poverty they hore, 
Nor aim'd at wealth, protefiing to be poor. 5 
For maſter or for tervant here to call, 
Was all alike, where only two were all. 
Command was none, where equal love was paid, 
Or rather both commanded, bo. i obey*d. 
From lotty roots the Gods repuls*d before. 
Now ſtooping, enter'd through the little dor; 
The man (their hearty welcome firſt expreſs*) 
A common ſettle drew for either gueſt, 
Inviting each his weary limbs to reſt, 
But ere they ſat, officious Baucis lays 
Two cuſhions ſtuft'd with ſtraw, the ſeat to raiſe ; 
Coarſe, but the beſt the had ; then rakes tlic load 
Of athes from the hearth, then ſpreads abroad 
The living coals, and leſt they ſhould expire, 
With leaves and barks the feeds her infant fire: 
It ſmokes, and then with trembling breath ſhe 
blows, 
Till in a chearſul blaze the flames aroſe, 
With bruth-wood and with chips ſhe ſtrengthens 
theſe, 
And adds at laſt the boughs of rotten trees, 
The fire thus ſorm'd. ſhe ſet; the kettle on, 
(Like burniſh'd gold the little ſeether hone) 
Next took the coleworts which her huſband got 
From his own ground (a ſmall well-water'd ſpot) 
She ſtripp'd the ſtalks of all their leaves; the beſt 
She cull'd, and then with handy care ſhe dreſs'd. 
High o'er the hearth a chine of bacon hung ; 
Good old Philemon ſciz'd it with a prong, 
And from the footy rafter drew it down, 
Thien cut a flice, but ſcarce enough tor one; 
Yet a large portion of a little ſtore, 
Witch for their ſakes alone he wiſh'd vere more. 
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This in the pot ke plung'd without delay, 
To tame rhe fleſh, and drain the ſalt away. 
The time between, before the fire they ſat, 
| And ſhorten'd the delay by pleaſing char, 
A beam there was, on which a beechen pail 
Hung by the handle, on a driven nail: 
This fül'd with wat or, gently warm'd, they ſet | 
Before their gueſts; in this they bath'd their ſeet. L 
And aiter with clean towels dry'd their ſweat, } 
This done, the hoſt produc'd the genial bed, 
ISallow the foot, the horders, and the ited, 
Which with no coftly coverlet they ſpread ; 
Lut coarſe old garn. ents, yet ſuch robes as theſe 
hey laid alone, at feaſts, on holidays. 
The good old houſewife, tucking up her gown, 
The tables ſet; th' invited Gods lie down, 
the trivet-table of a toot was lame, 
A blot whict: prudent Baucis overcame, 
o thruſt, bene..th the limping leg, a ſherd, 
do was the mended board exactly reat'd: 
hen rubb'd it o'er with newly gather'd mint, 
A whoicſome herb, that breatli'd a grateful ſcent 
Pallas began the feaſt, where firſt was ſeen 
Ihe party-colour'd olive, black and green: 
Autumnal cornels next in order ferv*d, 
In lees of wine well pickled and preferv'd : 
A garden-fallad was the third ſupply, 
Of endive, radiſhes, and ſuccory : 
Then curds and cream, the flower of countr) 
fare, 
And new-laid eggs, which Baucis' buſy care \ 
Turn'qd by a gentle gte, and roaſted rare. 
All theſe in earthen-ware were ſerv'd to board; 
And next in place, an «arthen pitcher ſtor'd 
With hquor of the beſt the cottage could atford 
This was the table's ornament and pride, 
With figures wrought: like pages at his ſide 
Stood beechen bowls; and theſe were ſhining clean. 
Varniſh'd with wax without, and lin'd within 
By this the boiling kettle had prepar'd, 
And to the table ſent the ſmoking lard ; 
On which with eager appetite they dine, 
A ſavory bit, that ſerv'd to feliſh wine: 
Ihe wine itſelf was ſuiting to the reſt, 
Still working in the mult, and lately preſs'd. 
[he ſ-cond courſe ſucceeds like that before, 
Plums, apples, nuts, and, of the.r wintery ſtore, 
Dry figs and grapes, and wrinkled dates, were ſet 
in canitters, t' inlarge the little treat: 
| Alt theſe a milk-white honey-comb ſurround, | 
Which in the midſt the country-banquet crown'd. 
But the kind hoſts their entertainment gra-e 
With hea ty welcome, and an open face: 
in all they did, you might diſcern with caſg 
A willing mind, and a defire to pleaſe. 
Mean time the beechen bowls went round, and 
ſtill, 
Though eſten empty'd, were obſerv'd to fill, 
Fill'd- without hands, and of their own accord 
Ran without feet, and danc'd about the board, 
Devotion ſeiz'd the pair, to ſee the feaſt a 
With wine, and of no common grape increas d: 
| And up they held their hands, and fell to pray et, 
Excuſing, as they could, their country fare. 
'\ne gooſe they had (twas all they could allow; 
A wakeful centry, and on duty now, 
Whom to the Gods for ſacrifice they vow : 
Her, with malicious zeal, the couple view'd; 
She ran for life, and limping they purſu? : 
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Full well the fowl perceiv*d their bad intent, 


and would not make her maſter's compliment ; 


Fut perſecuted, to the pow'rs ſhe flies, 


{nd cloſe between the legs of ſove ſhe lies. 
He with, 2 gracious ear the ſuppliant heard, 


nd fav'd her life; then what he was declar'd, 


and o n'd the God. The neighbourhood, ſaid he, 
yall juſtly periſh for impiety: 
ou ſtand alone exempted; but obey 
With ſpeed, and follow where we lead the way: 
Leave tneſe accurs'd; and to the mountain's height 
nor once look backward in your flight 

They haſte ; and what their tardy feet deny*d, 
The truſty ſtaff (their better leg) ſupply'd. 
An arrows flight they wanted to tlie top, 

there ſecure, but ſpent with travel, ſtop; 

ten turn their now no more for! hidden eyes; 
| lake the floatcd level lies: 
vatery . covers 


Alcend ; 


all the plains, 

eit cat alone, as in an ifle, remains: 

1emg with peeping eyes, while they deplore 

en yerglibours fate, and country now no more, 

"the ſhed ſcarce large enough tor tv. o, 

trom the ground increas'd, in lieigiht and bull 
to grow. 

temple ſhoots within the Mies: 

0:Cl;etz of their cot in columns riſe: 

e pavement poliſh'd marble they het1old, 
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IPHIS AND IANTRE 


FROM THY? NINTH BOOK * 


OVID'S METAMORPHOS ES. 

HE fame of this perhaps, through Crete had 
flown ; 

- Crete had newer wonders of her own, 

In Iphis chang'd ; for near the Gnoſſian bounds, 

(As loud report the miracle reſounds) 

At Phaſtus dwelt a man of honett blood, 

But meanly | bom, and not ſo rich as good; 

Eſteem'd and loved by all the neigh hour hood; 

Who to his wite, he fore tlie time aſſign'd 

For child- birth came, thus bluntly ſpoke his mind. 

It heaven, ſaid Lygdus, will vouchſaſe to hear, 

| have but two petitions to prefer; 

Hort pains for thee, for me a fon and heir. 

Cri"ts colt as many throes in bringing forth ; 

beige, when born, the tits are little worth; 

Weak puling things, unable to ſuſtain 

to gain 

If, therctore, thou a creature mo produce, 

Of ſo great charecs, and fo little u He, 

(Bear wirnaſs, heaven, with v What reluctancy 

Her hapleſs innocence I doom te die. 

He ſaid, and trars the common griet diſplay, 


Fheir ſhare ot labour, and their bread 


Ot lum who bad, and her who muſt obey, 


Yet Pelethuſa ſtill perfiſts, to find 
Fit arguments to move a father's mind; 
I* extend his wilhes to a larger ſcope, 
And in one veſſel not confine ts l. opc. 
Lygdus continues hard: her time dic near, 
and ſhe her heavy load could ſcarcely hear; 


| W hen flumbe: ing, in the latter thades of night, 


| Beſore th' approaches of returning lighr, 


She ſaw, or th ought ſhe ſaw, before her bed, 


race | 

the ſame tenor al! th* appointed ſpace ; | 
en their hour was come, while they relate“ l 
aſt adv entures at the temple-gate, 

| Bat CS is by old Philemon ſeen 

*rooting with ſudden leaves of ſprightly green: 

Vid Baucis look'd where old Philemon ſtood, 

inf d fa: | "his lengthen'd arms a ſprouting wood : 


| s their ſaſten'd feet begin to bind, 

— odles ſtiffen in a riſing rind: 

en, ere the bark above their ſhoulders grew, 

ge and take at once their laſt adieu; 

to »4ice, tarewel, O faithful ſpouſe, they ſaid ; 

ite nceth' in croaching rit ds their cloſing lips invade. 
yet, an ancient Tyanzean ſhows 

„ eacheg oak, that near a linden grows; 

„dels abourhood confirm the prodigy, 

e men, not vain of tongue. or like to lie. 

a myſelt the e gat lands on their boughs, 

aviers h nung for gifts of granted vows 


ne freſher r up, with pious prayer, 
$1.0 


1 4 p 3 
od, 200 , are God's peculiar care, 
And ſuch 
en as honour heaven, ſhall heavenly 8 
Pegs 


|” 
With joy the woman wakes, and | 


[A nd paſg 


A glorious train, and Iſis at their head: 


run their ' Her moony horns were on her forchead plac'd, 


And yellow ſheaves her ſhining temples grac'd: 
A mitre, for-a crown, ſhe wore on high; 

he dog and dappled bull were waiting by; 
Ofris, ſought along the banks of Nile; 
The filent God; the ſacred Crocodlle; 
And, laſt, a long proceſſion moving on, 
With timbrels, that aſſyſt the labouring moon, 
Her ſlumbers ſcem'd Cifpell'd, and, broad awake, 
She heard a voice. that t was diſt! nelly ſpake, 
My votary, thy babe from death defend, 
Nor fear to ſave whate'er the Gods will Ind 
Delude with art thy huſband's dire deeree : 
When danger calls, repoſe thy truſt on me; 
And know thou haſt not ſerv'd a thankleſs Deity. 
This promiſe made, with night the Goddeſs fled; 
aves her bed; 
Devoutly lifts her ſpotleſs hands on high, 
And prays the powers their giſt to ati ify. 

Now gi inding pains p. roceed to he: ring throes, 
Till its own weight the burden did diſcl ofe. 
Tas of the beauteous kind, and brought to light 
With ſecrecy, to ſhun the father* $ fight 

Th” indulgent mother did her care employ, 
d it on her huſband for a hoy. 
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The nurſe was conſcious of the fact alone; 

Tha father paid his vo vs as for a ſon; 

Ant call'd him Iphis, by a common name, 

Which either ſex with cquai right may claim 

Iphis his grandſire was; the wite was pleas'd, 

Of lialf the fraud by Fortunc's tavour eas'd : 

The doubtful naine was us'd without deceit, 

And truth was cover d with a p;ous cheat. 

The habit ſhew'd a boy, the beauteous face 

With manly fiercencſ; mingled female grace. 
Now thirteen years of age were ſwiftly ron, 

When the fond father thought the time drew on 

Ot ſettling in the world his only fon, 1 

lanthe was his choice; ſo wondrous fair, 

Her form alone with Iphis could compare 

A neighbour's daughter of his own degree, 


And not more bleſs'd with Fortune's goods than he. 


They ſoon eſpous'd: .tor they with cate were join d, 

Who were he fore contracted in the mind. 

Their ave the ſame, their inclinations ioo; 

And bred together in one ſchool they grew. 

Thus, farally diſpos'd to mutual fires, 

They felt, before they knew, the ſame defires, 

Equal their flame, unequal was their care; 

One lov'd with hope, one languiſh'd in deſpair, 

The maid accus'd the lingering days alone: 

For whom (he thought a man, ſhe thought her 
own. 

But Iphis bends beneat! a greater grief; 

As fiercely burns, b t hopes for no relief. 

Ev'n her deſpair ads tuel ro her fire; 

A maid with macineſs docs a maid defire. 

And, ſcarce refraining tears, Alas, ſari the 

What iſſue of my love remains for me! 

How wild a paſſion works within my breaſt ! 

With what prodigious flames am | pollett ! 

Could I the care of Providence deferve, 

Heaven muſt deſtroy me, if it would preſerve. 

And that's my fate, or ſure it would have ſent 

Some uſual evil for my puniſhment : 

Not this unkindly curſe; to rage and burn, 

Where Nature ſhews no proſpect of return, 

Nor cows for cows conſume with fh vitle(s fire; 

Nor mares, when hot, their fellow-mares dete: 

The tather of the fold ſupplies his ces; 

The ſtag through ſecret woos {iis hind purfues 2 

And birds for mates the males of their own ſpe- ( 
cies chooſe. 


Her female nature guards from female flame, t 
And joins two ſexes to preſerve the game: 
Would I were nothing, or not what I am ! 5 


Crete, ſam'd for monſters, wanted of her ſtore, 
Till my new love pro1uc*d one monſter more. 
The daughter of the fun a bull defir'd, 

And yet ev'n then a male a female fir'd : 

Her paſſion was extravagantly new : 

But mine is much the madder of the two. 

To things impoſſible ſhe was not bent, 

But found the means to compaſs her intent. 
To cheat his eyes, ſhe took a different ſhape ; 
Yet ſtill ſhe gain'd a lover, and a leap. 
Should all the wit of all the world conſpire, 
Should De4alvs aſſiſt my wild deſire, 

What art'can make me able to enjoy, 

Or what can change lanthe to a boy ? 
Extinguith then thy paſſion, hopeleſs maid, 
And recollect thy reaſon for thy aid. 
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And yet no guards againſt our jovs conf 
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10! pire; 
No jealous huſband hinders our deſire; 
My parents are propitious to my with, 
And ſhe herſelf conienting to the bliſs. 
All things concur to proſper our defign ; 
| All things to proſper any love but mine. 

And yet I never can enjoy the fair ; 
'115 paſt the power of heaven to grant my pray 


1 


| Heaven has been kind, as far as heaven can be; 
Our parents with our own deſires agree ; 
Eut Nature, ſtronzer tian the Gods above, 
| \etules her aſſiſtance to my love; 

Ihe ſets the bar that caufes all my pair: 

| One gift refus'd makes ail their bounty vain. 
And now the happy day is juſt at *and, 

| Lo bind our hearts in Hymen's holy band: 
Dur hearts, but not our bodies: Thus accurs'd, 
in midſt of water I complain of thirſt. 

{ Why com'ſt thou, Juno, to theſe barren rites, 
To bleſs a bed defrauded of delights ? 

Ind why thould Hymen lift his torch on high, 
| Lo ſee two brides in cold embraces lie? 

| Thus love-fick Iphis her vain paſſion mourns; 
| With equal ardor iair Ianthe burns, 

{Invoking Hymen's name, and [uno's power, 
Fo ſpeed the work, and haſte the happy hour. 

She hopes, while Telethuſa tcars the day, 

And itrives to interpoſe ſome new delay: 
Now feigns a ſickneſs, now is in a fright 
ror this bad omen, or that boding fight. 
But, having done whatc'er ſhe could deviſe, 
And empty'd all her magazine of lies, 

| The time approach'd ; the next enſuing day 
The fatal ſecret muſt to light betray. 

Then Telethuſa had recourſe to prayer, 
She and her daughter with diſhevel'd hair; 
Trembling with fear, great Ifis they ador'c, 
Embrac'd her altar, and her aid implor'd. 

Fair queen, who doſt on fruitful Egypt ſmiiz, 
Who ſway*it the ſceptre of the Phar:ian ifle, 4 
And ſeven-fold falls of diſemboguing Nile; ) 
Relieve, in this our laſt diſtreſs, (ke ſaid, 

A ſuppliant mother, and a mournſul maid. 
Thou, Goddeſs, thou wert preſent to my fight ; 
\Reveal'd I ſaw thee by thy own fair liglit: 

[| ſaw thee in my dream, as now I tee, 

With all thy marks of awtul majeſty: 

The glorious train that compaſs'd thee around; 
And heard the hoilow timbrel's holy ſound, 
Thy words I noted; which 1 {til} retain; 

Let not thy ſacred oracles be vain. 

That Ipnis lives, that I myſelf am free 

From ſhame and puniſhment, 1 owe to thee. 
n thy protection all our hopes depend: 

Thy counſel ſav'd us, let thy power defend. 


The Goddefs nodded, and her altar ſhook: 

The temple deors, as with a blatt'of wind, 

Were heard to clap; the lunar horns that bind 
The brows of Ifis caſt a blaze around; —Þ 
The trembling timbrel made a murmuring found. 


N | 18 nes s did impmt; 
Some nopes theſe happy Omens did fins; 
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Forth went the mother with a beating heart, 
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loathing their laſcivio' 3 life, 
omankind, but moſt a wife: 


"gle choſe to live, and nn d d to wed, 
picas d to want a conſort of his bed: 


No 


ti learing i leneſs, the nurſe of ill, 


«uipture exercis'd his happy ſkill; 
ory ſuch a maid, fo fair, 
could not with his art compare, 

york ; but, in her own defence, 
{Ke her pattern here, and copy hence. 
d With tis idol, he commends, admires, 
d latt, the thing ador'd deſires. 


ny Virgin in her face was ſeen, 


+ had ihe mord, a living maid had been 


would have thought ſhe could have ſtirr'd; but 


d was aſham*d to move. 
th art * well perform d the cheat, 


" wit e! 222 * 5 p 9 2 . 
Went ine Carver with his own deceit ; 


madnefs, yet he muft KANE, 
he knows it, loves the moe: 


Fs 247 
The ficth, or what ſo ſeems, he touches off, 
W hich tcels ſo ſmooth, that he believes it loft. 
rd with this thought, at once he ttram 
\nd on the lips a burning kifs mpreſs'd. 
Lis true, the harden'd breaſt reſiſts the gripe, 
and the cold lip S$ return a kiſs unr:pe: 
But when retiring back, ke look'd again, 
l'o think it ivory was a Eee too mean; 
do would believe ſhe kiſs'd. and courting more, 
Again embrac'd her naked body oer; 
\nd itraining hard the ſtatue, was afraid 
Iis hands had made a dint, and hurt the maid: 
Explor'd her, limb by limb, and tear'd to find 
50 rue a gripe had left a livid mark behind: 
with tattery now he teeks her mind to move, 
And now with giits, the powertul bribes ef love; 
He furnithes her cloſer Rrit ; and fills 
he crowded thelves with rarit:es of ſhells . 
dds orient pea:ls, which trom the conchs he drew, 
ind ail the 1 arxling ſtones of various hue: 
ind parrots, imitating human tongue 
and unging-birds in iver Cares hung 
nd every tragrant owe 
Were forte? well, 
Lich, tathionable 


Iendents net 


» 

5 5 

, and odorous grern, 

with ck of amber laid between: 

robes her perſon deck, 

cars, And pearls adorn her neck: 

ier taper'd fingers too with rings are grac'd 

Ind an embroider'd zone 
* _ 

Thus Ike a queen array'd, fo richly drefs'd, 

Fautcous he thew*s, bas naked thew*'d tie beſt. 

Then from the floor he rais'd a royal bed, 

With coverings ot Sid onian 


? 


ſurrounds her flend 


purple ſprea! : 
{he folemn rites periorm'd, he calls her bride, 
With blandiſhments invites her to his fide, 
ind as ſhe were with vital ſenſe potſeſs d, 
er head did on 2 plumy pillow reſt 

Thc ſeaſt of Venus came, a ſolemn day, 
To which the Cypriots due devorion pay; 
| With gilded horns the milk-white heifers led, 
Slaushter'd before the ſacred altars. bled: 


7 ** offering, firit approach'd the ſhrine, 


And then with prayers impior'd the pow'rs divine: 

| Almighty Gods, if all we mortals want, 

If all we can require, be yours to #7 _ 

Make this fair ſtatut mine, he would have faid, ! 

But chang'd his words lor ſhame, and only pray'd, 

Give me the likenets of my ivory maid, i 
Tne golden Goddeſs, preſent at the prayer, 

Well knew he meant th' inanimated fair, 

And gave the fign of granting his defire; 

For thrice in cheartul * aſcends the fire. 

The youth, returning to his miſtreſs, hies, ? 

And impudent in hope, with ardent eyes, 

And heating breaſt, by the dear ſtatue lies. 5 

He kiſſes her white lips, renews the bliſs, 

And looks and thinks they redden at the kiſs: 

He thought them warm'd before; nor longer ſtays, 

Burt next his hand on her hard boſom lays: 

Hard as it was, beginning to relent, 

It ſeem'd the breaſt beneath his fingers bent; 

He felt again, his fingers made a print, 

Jan fleſh, but fleſh ſo firm, it roſe againſt the dint, 

The pleafing taſk he fails not to renew ; 

| Soft, and more ſoſt at every touch it pews : 

| Like pliant wax, when chafing hands reduce 
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He would believe, but yet is ſtill in pain, 7 
And tries his argument of ſenſe agaip, 

Preſſes the pulſe, and fcels the leaping vein. 
Convinc'd, o'erjoy*d, his ſtudied thanks and praiſe 
To her who made the miracle, he pays: 

Then lips to lips he join'd ; now ireed from fear, 
He found the favour of the kiſs fincere: 

At this the waken'd image op'd her eyes, 


And view'd at once the light and lover, with ſur- 


PTIZe. 
The Goddeſs, preſent at the match ſhe made, 
So bleſs'd the bed, ſuch fruitfulneſs convey'd, 
That ere ten moons had ſharpen'd either horn, 
To crown their bliſs, a lovely boy was born ; 
Paphos his naine, who, grown to mankood, wall'd 
The city Paphos, from the {ounder call'd. 
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CINYRAS AND My RRHA. 
OVT OF THE TENTH BOOK or 


OVID'S METAMORPHOSES. 
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There needs nc connexion i Hery cui rhe farmer: 
far ae beginnirg of this immediately fh aus the end Where happy daughters with their fires are join'd, 
"74 the laft : the reader is aniy to rate notice, that Or - 
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;She knew it too, the miſerable maid, 


re impious love her better thoughts betray'd, 
And thus within her ſecret ſoul the ſaid: 

Ah Myrrha! whither would thy wiſhes tend? 
Ye Gods, ye ſacred laws, my foul defend 
From ſuch a crime as all man uind deteſt, 
And rever lodg'd before in human breaſt ! 
But is it tin? Or makes my mind alone 

il” imagin*d fin? For nature makes it none. 
What tyrant then theſe envious laws began, 
Made not for any other beaſt hut man 

The ſather bull his daughter may beſtride, 

The horſe may make his mother-mare a bride; 
What piety forbids the luſty ram, 

Or more ſalacious goat, to rut their dam? 

The hen is free to wed ner chick ſhe bore, 

And make a huſband, whom ſhe hatch'd before. 
All creatures elſe are of a happier kind, 

Whom nor ill -natur*d laws from pleafures bird, 
Nor thougl.ts of fin diſturb their peace of mind. ) 
But man a ſlave of his own making lives; 

he foo! denics himſelf what nature gives: 


Too buſy ſenates, with an over-care 


Ta make vs better than our kind can bear, 
Have daſh'd a fpice of envy in the laws, 


As 1 inis = k bd. al ! - F {4 x 11 hae rants 
And, raining up too high, have ſpoil'd the cauſe 
Vet ſome wiſe nations break their cruel chains, 


| 


Aud own no laws, but thoſe which love ordains 


Aud picty is doubly paid in kind. 


pheus, 20 relates % Tvas by h a Threcian;|O that I had been born in ſuch a clime, 

and kis country far djtunt from Cyprus where Myr Not here, where 'tis the country makes the crime 
ria was bern, and frem Arabia wohither tbe fled, But whitlier would my impious fancy ſtray ? 
You will fee the reaſen of this nate, ſcon after tie Hence hopes, and ye torbidden thoughts away 


. lines of ehis fable. 


OR him alone produt'd the fruitful queen; 

But Cinyras, who like his fire kad becn 
A happy prince, had he not bcen a fie. 
Daughters and fathers, from my ſong retire; 
I fing of horror; and, could | prev:4i!, 
You ſhould not hear, or not telicve, my tale. 
Vet if the pleaſure of my ſong be ſuch, 
That you will hear, and credit me too much, 
Attentive liſten to the laft event, 
And with the fin believe the puniſhment ; 
Since nature could behold fo dire 4 crime, 
J gratulate ai leaſt my native chme, 
That ſuch a land, which ſuch a monſter hore, 
So far is diſtant from our Thracian (hore. 
Let Araby extol her happy coaſt, 
Her cinnamon and ſweet Amomum bhoaft, 
Her fragrant flowers, her trees with p ecious tears, 
Her ſecond harveſts, and her double years; 
How can the land be call'd fo bleſs*d that Myrrha 

bears ? 

Not all her odorous tears can cleanſe her crime, 
Her plant alone deforms the happy clime: 
Cupid denies to have inflam'd thy heart, 
Difowns thy love, and vindicates his dart 
Some fury gave thee thoſe inſernal pains, 
And ſhot her venom'd vipers in thy veins. 
To hate thy fire, had merited a curſe : 
But ſuch an impious love deſerv'd a worſe, 
The neighbouring monarchs, by the beauty led, 
Contend in crowds, ambitious of thy bed: 
The world is at thy choice, except hut one, 
Except bu: him, thou canſt not chooſe, alone. 


> Ig 

His wo: th deſerves to kindle my detires, 

But with the love that daughters bears to fires, 
[Then, had not Cinyras my father been, 

{What hinder'd Myr: ha's-hopes to be his queen ? 
Rut the perverſeneſs of my tate is tuch, 

[That he's not mine, becauſe he's mine too much? 
Our kindred blood debars a better tie; 

He might be nearer, were he not ſo nizh 

Eyes and their objects ever muſt unite, 

Some dittance is requit*d to h Ip the fight: 

{Fain would J travel to ſome foreign ſhore, 
Never to ſee my native country more, 

So micht! to myſelf myſelt reſtore ; 

So migiu my mind theſe impious thouglits remove, 
| And, ceating to behold, might ceaſe to love. 
But ſtay 1 muſt, to teed my ſamiſh'd fight, 
o talk, and kiſs; and more, if more 1 might: 
| More, impious maid | What more canſt thou de- 

ſign, 

o make a monſtrous mixture in thy line, 

And break all ſtatutes human and divine? 
Canſt thou be call'd (to ſave thy wretched lite) 
| Thy mother's rival, and thy father's wife? 
Confound ſo many ſacred names in one, 

Thy brother's mother ! ſiſter to thy ſon! 
And fear'ſt thou not to ſee th' infernal bands, 5 
Their heads with ſnakes, with torches arm d their 
| hands, | 

[Full at thy face, th' avenging brands to bear, 
And ſhake the ſerpents from their hiſſing hat 
But thou in time th* increafing ill control, 
Nor firſt debauch the body by the ſoul; 
Secure the ſacred quiet of thy mind, 
And keep the ſanctions nature has deſign'd. 
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. 
probe! ſhould attempt, th attempt were vain; ¶ Stood ſullen to her ſuit : the beldame preſz'd oh 
vo thoughts like mine his ſinleſs ſoul profane :; The more to know, and bar'd her wither'd breaſt, i ! 
Odlet vant of the rialit; and O, that he Adjur'd her, by the kindly food ſhe drev- 1 
Could cure my madneſs, or he mad like me From thoſe dry founts, her ſecret ill to ſhew, =T 
Thus ſhe ; but Cinyras, who daily ſees, Sad Myrrha Ge! d, and turn'd her eyes afide : Fi 
\ crows of noble ſuitors at his knees, The nurſe ſtill urg*d, and would not be deny'd : 
among fo many, knew not whom to chooſe, Nor only promis'd ſccreſy; but pray d 
neſolute to grant, or to refuſe. She might have leave to give her offer'd aid. 

wing told their names, inquir'd of Her, Good will, ſhe ſaid, my want of ttrenzth ſupplies, 
Wion leas'd her beſt, and whom ſhe would prefer ? | And dil gence ſhall give what age denies. 
The b bluſh: ing maid ſtood fileFt with ſurprize, If ftrong defi res gt mind to fury move, 
And on her father fix'd her ardent eyes, With charms and medicines I can cure thy love: 
Ane locking ghd: and as ſhe ſigh'd, began If env;ous eyes their |.urtful rays have caſt, 
Round tears toſhed, that ſcalded as they ran. | More powerful ve: fe ſhall tree tance from the blaſt: 
The tender ſire, who ſaw her bluſh and cry, If heaven offended ſends thce this diſeaſe, 


WS, 


Set. ds + ng egy orc wo Ae ans. 


Eero: 


Afcr.z'd it ail to maiden- modeſty; | Offenced heaven with prayers we can appeaſe. 4 
And dry'd the falling-crops, and, yet more kind, hat then remain, that can thefe cares procure ? 

— . , 5 = 3 | ERP 3. - SED F + Yo RY» POY, p Ig 1 1 N 

fe ſtrox'd her cheeks, and holy kiſſes join'd ; | 4 iy houfe is flouriſhing, thy fortune lure: 


dle felt a ſecret venom fire her blood, Thy careſu] mother yet in health ſurvives, 

anc tound more pleaſure than a daughter ſhould ; Ana, to thy comfort, thy kind father lives. 

And, afk d again, what lover of the crew The virgin ſtarted at her father's name, 

de kd the beſt; ſhe anſwer'd, One like you. | And 1g d profouncly, conſcious of the ſhame : 
| 
| 
| 4 


S 
— — . * 


Mitaking what ſhe meant, her pious will {Nor yet the nure her impious love divin'd: 1989 


A . . 2 * 8 2 «© 22 , * + 
8d, and bade her fo continue 1 But yet formvis'd, that love diſturb'd her mind: 14 
. 
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Th purſrer! her point, and laid 1 
Vi fecret guilt, and FRO my bear the name. And jull'd within ker lap the mourning maid , y 
[WAS now tl mid of night, when ſtumbers cloſe Ihen ſoftly ſooth'd lier thus, 1 gueſs your grief: 
Cure es, and ſooth our cares with ſott repoſe; You lov e, my child; Y OUT love ſhall find relief. 1 

My long experienc*d age ſhall be your guide; . 


word of Pious heard, ſhe biuſh'd with ſhame | Thus taking, ſt.e 


Figs 
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% „ 14. * . . 1 
ef Ne could“ wretched Myrrua nnd, 


rolling, as ſhe roll'd her mind: R ly on that, and lay difruft aſide {4% 
ad with defire, ſhe ruminates her tin, No treat: of air ſhall on the ſecret b low, "5 x 
wiihes all her wiſhes o'er axon, Nor ſhall {what moſt ou car) your tarſer KNOW, 1 3 
Wy me detpaits, and nov refolves to try; Struck once a ain, as with a thunder-c Ps 6 
"0 not, and would again, the knows not why; The guilty virgin boun:!ed from her lap, 1 
0p5, and returns, makes and retracts the vow: ind tirew her body proſtrate on the be 1 
would begin, but underſtands not how : \nc, to conceal her bluihes, hid her head: . 
1 pine is n upon the plains, There ent lay, and warn'd her w th her hand 5 
"6 tie laſt mortal ſtroke alone remains, o go: hut ſhe ee ary not the command; 3 
ouring in pangs Of death, and thre ate Ny all, dem uning import: to kr O- þ 
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1 
of 
e C r aſk no more, or go: 7 


55 0 J 
Fall F pr'yther go, or ſtaying ſpare my ſname; 9 
* ind, impeil'd on ether ſide, [What thou would ligar, is impious EV" rn to NAME, . us 
daes every bent, but canno! long abide : | At this, on high the beldame hues her hands, "= 
} Lute on which the mould rely, Ana, trembling both with age and terror, ſtands, * 
2 ad laſt. unfix'd in all. is o iy Hx'd to die; Idjures, and falling at her ſcet intreats, {4 
) Un that fad thought thefrefts: reſolv'd on death, [Sootlis her with blandiſhments, and irights with 43's 
A de nes, and prepares to choak her breath: threats, % 
Ihen avout the he am her zone ſhe ties, To tell the crime intended. or diſcloſe 1 
ar ( is, farewell, ſhe ſoftly cries What part of it ſhe knew, if ſhe no farrner*nows : $ 
fs 


ce, when thou know'ſt I die for thee: Confirms ancw the promiſe of her aid. 
;ty tothe cauſe; Now Myr:iha rais'd her head; but ſoon, op- 


avout her neck the nooſe ſhe Craws ; preſo'd 
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de 1 die, and only with to be F nd lait, if conſcious to he! cournc] ane, . 
Bo 
. 


Hure, W0 lay witliout, her faitlifol guard, th ſhame it on tier nurſe's hreaft; A 
"TO! in vards, the murmurs overheard, Batlid it with tears. and ſtrove to have conte: ;XM 
. ughs and hollow founds . turpriz d with tr1% It, Twice he bega „ and ſtopp'd; An {ne try d 5 4% 
MTS, and leaves her bed, and ſprings a light: i he fa tering tonrue its once ſtill Geny'd x 1 
„oeh tue door, and entering out of 3 At laft her veil before her face the ſpr: ad, ? - 
1 ha 4 n law, and inſtruments of de hs; And drew A Jan pe ucling gu, 1 5d ö L ( 
__ es, che. cuts the zone wit'y trembling haſte, O happy mother, in thy marriag 
Wa in her arms her fainting Cliarge embrac d: Then groan'd, and ceas d; the goo lol i cm ſhook, 
ſhe row had leiſure for her tears) [tiff were her eyes, and vhuiuy v er 1COR 3 
atx d, in theſe her blooming years, Her hoary hair u Ppright with horror go!, 
* 1 . . 
en misfortune caus'd her care, Made (to her giiet) more «10% 143 than the would: 
8 er lite, and lzweul iN Lin deſpair | Much le reproac nd. and Han thire : me baby 
mad With down-cait eyes, and mute with To cure the mad:efs of th? nnhagiy 1 
erief, In vain : for Myrrha ſtoo- corvict of it] 
. - 7 ? 
Baifn'd, ard ili tim'd relicf, Her reaſon vanquidz'd, but unchang'd lier W 4; 
% ! : 5 
N 85 III. K K 


Perverſe of mind, unable to reply. 


She ſtood reſolv'd or to poſſeſs or die. 

At jength the ſondnefs of a nurſe prevail'd 
Againſt her better ſenſe, and virtue fail'd ; 
Enjoy, my child, ſince ſuch !s thy defire, 

Thy love, ſhe ſaid ; ſhe durit not ſay, thy fire. 
Live, though unhappy, live on any terms : 
Then with a ſecond oath her faith confirms. 

The ſolemn ſcaſt of Ceres now was near, 
When long white linen ſoles the matrons Wear; 
Rank'd in proceſſion walk the pious train, 
Offering firſt- fruits, and ſpikes of yellow grain: 
For nine long nights the nuptial bed they ſhun, 
And, ſanctifying harveſt, lie alone. 

Mix'd with the crowd, the queen ſorſook her lord, 
And Ceres' power with ſecret rites ador'd. 

The royal couch, now vacant for a time, 
The crafty crone, officious in her crime, 
The curſt occafion took: the king ſhe found 
Eaſy with wine, and deep in pleaſure drown'd, 
Prepar*d for love: the beldame blew the fame, 
Conſeſsꝰd the paſſion, but conceal'd the name. 
Her form ſhe prais'd ; the monarch aſk'd her years, 
And the reply'd, the ſame that Myrrha bcars. 
Wine and commended beauty fir*d his thought; 
Impatient, he commands her to he brought. 
Pleas'd with her charge perform'd, ſhe hies her 

home, 

And gratulates the nymph, the taſk was overcome. 
Myrrha was joy'd the welcome news to hear; 
But, clogg'd with guilt, the joy was inſincere: 
So various, ſo diſcordant is the mind, 
That in our will, a different will we find. 

In ſhe preſay'd, and yet purſu'd her luſt ; 

For guilty pleaſures give a double guſt. 
*T was depth of night: Arctophylax had driven 
His lazy wain half round the northern heaven, 
When Myrrha haſten'd to the crime defir'd ; 

The moon beheld her firſt, and firſt retir d; 

The ſtars amaz'd ran backward from the light, 
And, ſhrunk within their ſockets, loſt their light. 
Icarius firſt withdraws his holy flame: 

The virgin ſign, in heaven the ſecond name, 
Slides down the belt, and from her ſtation flies, 
And night in fable clouds involves the {kies. 

Bold Myrrha ſtill purſues her black intent: 

She ſtumbled thrice, (an omen of th' event;) 
Thrice ſhriek'd the funeral owl, yet on ſhe went, 
Secure of ſhame, becauſe ſecure of fight ; 

Ev'n baſhful Gris are impudent by night. 

Link'd hand in hand, th' accomplice and the dame, 
Their way exploring, to the chamber came: 

The door was op'd, they blindly grope their way, 
Where dark in bed th' expecting monarch lay; 
Thus far her courage held, but here forfakes ; 
Her faint knees knock at every ſtep ſhe makes. 
The nearer to her crime, the more within 

She feels remorſe, and horror of her fn ; 
Repents too late her criminal defire, 

And wiſhes, that unknown ſhe could retire. 

Her lingering thus, the nurſe (who fear'd delay 
The fatal ſecret miglit at length betray) 

Pull d forward, to complete the woi k hegun, 
And ſaid to Cinyras, Receive thy own : 

Thus ſaying, ſhe deliver*d kind to kind, 
Accurs'd, and their devoted bodies joir'd. 

The fire, ur knowing of the crime, admits 

His bowels, and proſanes the hallow'd ſheets ; 
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He found ſhe trembled, but believ'd ſhe ſtrove 

With maiden modeſty, againſt her love ; 

and ſought with flattering words vain fancies to 
remove. 

Perhaps he ſaid, My daughter, ceaſe thy fears, 

(Becauſe the title ſuite with her years ;) 

And, Father, ſhe might whifper him again, 

That narnes might not be wanting to the fin. 

Full ot her fire, ſhe leit th' inceſtuous hed, 

And carried in her womb the crime ſhe bred; 

Another, and another night the came; 

For frequent fin had left ro ſenſe of ſhame + 

Till Cinyras defir*d to ſee her face, 

W hoſe body he had held in eloſe embrace, 

And brought a taper; the revealer, light, 

Expos d both crime and crimmal to fight ; 

Grief, rage, amazement, could no ſpeech afford, 

But from the ſheath he drew th avenging ſword ; 

The guilty fed: the benefit of night, 

That favour'e firſt the fn, ſecur'd the flicht. 

Long wandering through the ſpacious flelds, the 
bent 

Her voyage to th' Arabian continent 

Then paſs'd the region which Panchza join'd, 

And flying lett the balmy plains behind. 

Nine times the moon had mew'd her horns; at 
length 

With travel weary, unſupply'd with firength, 

And with the burden of her womb oppreſs'd ; 

Sabzan fields afford her needful reſt : 

There, loathing life, and yet of death afraid, 

In anguiſh of har ſpirit, thus the pray'd : 

Ye powers, if any fo propitious are 

T' accept my penitence, and hear my prayer; 

Your judgments, I confeſs, are juſtly ſent: 

Great tins deferve as great a puniſhment: 

Yet ſince my lite the living will profane, 

And fince my death the happy dead will ſtain, 

A middle ſtate your mercy may beſtow, 

Betwixt the realms above, and thoſe below: 

Some other form to wretched Myrrha give, 

Nor let her wholly die, nor wholly live, 

The prayers of penitents are never vain 

At leaſt, ſhe did her laſt requeſt obtain ; 

For, while ſhe ſpoke, the ground began to riſe, 

And gather'd round her feet, her legs, and thighs: 

Her toes in roots deſcend, and, ſpreading wide, 

A firm foundation for the trunk provide: 

Her ſolid bones convert to ſolid wood, 

To pith her marrow, and to ſap her blood: _ 

Her arms are boughs, her fingers change their kind, 

Her tender kin is harden'd into rind. 

And now the rifing tree her womb inveſts, 

Now, ſhooting upwards ſtill, invades ter breaſts, 

And ſhades the neck; and, weary with delay, 

She ſunk her head within, and met it half the Way: 

And though with outward ſhape ſhe loſt her ſenſe, 

With bitter tears ſhe wept her laſt offence; | 

And ſtill ſhe weeps, nor ſheds her tears in van; 

For ſtill the precious Crops her name retain. 

Mean time the miſbegotten infant grows, 

And, ripe for birth, diſtends with deadly throes 

be ſwelling rind, with :navailing ſtrife, 

| To leave the wooden womb, and puſhes into 

The mother-tree, as if oppreſs'd with pain, 

Writhes here and there, to break the bark, nv? oy 

And, like a labouring woman, would have pra) 

| But wants a voice to call Lucina's aid: 


life. 
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Th: bending bole ſends out a hollow found, Her faded checks are chang'd te boxen hue, 
And trickling tears fall thicker on the ground. And in her eyes the tears are ever new: 
The mild Lucina came uncall'd, and ſtood She thrice eſſay d to ſpeak; her accents hung, 
befide the ſtruggling boughs, and heard the groan- And taltering dy'd unfiniſh'd on her tongue, 
ing wood: Or vaniſh'd into ſighis: with long delay 
Then reach'd her midwife-hand, to ſpeed the throes, Her voice return'd ; and found the wonted way. 


And ſpoke the powertul ſpells that babes to birthf ell me, my lord, ſhe faid, what fault unknown 


diſcloſe. | | Thv once-betoy*d Alcyone has done? 
Tie bark divides, the living load to free, . hither, ah whither is thy kindneſs gone ? 
And fafe delivers the convulfive tree. [Can Cey.sx then ſuſtain to leave his wiſe, 
The ready nymphs receive the crying child, | And unconcern'd, forſake the ſweets of life ? 


2 


And waſh him in the tears the parent plant diſtill'd. M hat can thy mind to this long JOU move, 


* 


They ſwath'd him with their ſcarts; beneath hin Or need'it thou abſence to renew thy love? 


ſpread | Yet, if tiou coſt by land, tho ough grief poſſeis 

The ground with herbs; with roſes rais'd his head. My foul ev'n then, my fears vill be the leſs. 

Ihe lovely babe was bern veith every grace. But ah! be warn'd to un the watery way, 

Fe nenvy muſt have prais'd ſo tair a face: The face is ſrightſul of the ſtorm L ſca. 

Such was his form, as painters, when they ſhow [For late I ſaw a-driſt digiointed Parks, 

Their utmoſt art, on naked Loves be ſtow: And emp! tomhs erected on the banks. 

Anc that their arms no difference miglit betray, Nor let raiſe hopes to truſt betray thy mind, 

Cre him a bow, or his from Cupid take away, Becauſe my fire in caves conſtrains the wind, 
i: rhdes along, with undiſcover'd haſte, Can with a breath a clamorous rage appeaſe, 
ure but a length behind the paſt : They fear his whiſtle und forſake the feas 

9 feet are years: the babe, whom juſt be ſore Not ſo, or 8 ty indulg'd, they (cep the main: 
Hs grangſire got, and whom his fiſter bore ; Deaf to the call, or hearing hear in vin 3 

Lie crop the thing which late the tree inclos'd, But bent on re bear the waves before, 

late the yaw ning bark to life expos'd ; And, t content with 2 inſult the ſhore; 

ih e, a boy, a heauteous youth appears ; When ocean, air, and earth, at once engage, 

nc lovelier than himſelf at riper years. Ad rected ſoreſts fly bens theu rage: 

x to the queen ot love he gave dettres, At once tte clathing clouds to battle move, 
anc, with her pains, reveng'd his motker's fires, Ant lightnines run acreſs the fields above: 


| know then well, and mark'd tier rude comport, 
While yet a child, within my father's court: 
— . —— In times of cempeſt they command alone, 
[And | ie but tits precarious on the throne : 
PV» . e more 1 know, the more my ſears augment, 
CEYX AND ALCYONE. And fears are oſt prophetic of th' event. 
ut, if not fears or reaſons will prevail, 
OUT OF THE TENTH BOOK OF (It fate has fix'd thee obſtinate to fail, 
Go not without thy ve, but let me bear 
OVID'S METAMORPHOSES. My part of danger wich an equal mare, 
' And prefent ſuffer what 1 or ly fear ; 
ConneQion of this Fable with the former. eee ede aged eme, billows ſhall we fly, 
[Secure to live together, or to die. 
(or, the ſon of Lucifer ( the merning ftar ), and ting 3 To wy © 1! 90 m_ art Ng  huſbane"s Wan 
JJFCCCCCFCCCCCTCCCCCCCCC Raauwr.c , ; he lov'd her qu to his 11. 
«aughter to Bolus gud of the winds, Both tie He would not to the ſeas expoſe lus wiſe ; 
1 har d and the woife ioved each other with an ena re Nor could be w. ought his voyage to re frain, 


9 7 D #7 4 * # v „ „ rf 48] * 
a | | ; cet. 2 101 5 . Ed Jer br, C h "of oy C. 1 4 A | But 100 ght lt; y Ari guments 3 0 e her pain; 
p eng aed, —— Ocen * rned i a Flee n by\Nor theſe avail' q; at length ke lights on one, 
Af s And 4 } An F137 4 
b uy * ney 1 ＋ 5 161 ”; a EP Fat 19 fra: Fri 55 With wh ich ſo d meult 2 CA! 1ſe | e won: . 


4 Rn . to Ci, 45 % My love, fo ſhort an abſence ceaſe to fear, 
FFF nd (as Vid cem For, by my father's holy flame, I ſwear, 
& 2 vs ane eee how the auger of the Gedi Before two moons their orb with light adorn, 
a, f heaven allow me lite, 1 will return. 
weep This promiſe of ſo ſhort a ſtay prevails 3 
$2 E prodigies aſe the pious prince Te ſoon equips the ſnhi b. eg es the ſails, 

But more perplex'd with theſe that happen'd And gives the word to lanch; ſhe trembling views 


Ke ſince, This pot np of death, and parting tears renews 

e Purpoſes | to ſeek the Clarian God, aft, with a kiſs, ſhe took a long farewel, 
3 ing Delphos, his more fam'd abode ; :2izlt'd, with a ſad preſage, and ſwooning fell; 
2 Phlegian robbers made unſaſe the ed. While Ceyx ſeeks delays, the luſty crew, 
Aet could not he from her he lov'd io well, Lais'd on their banks, their oars in order drew 
* Wn." Oyage, he refolv*d, conceal : Lo their broad breaſts, the thip with fury flew. 
Ny o ſhe ſaw her lord prepar'd to part, The queen recover*'d rears her humid eyes, 
* cally cold ran ſhivering to her heart: | and firſt her huſband on tue poop eſpies 
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Shaking h's hand at diftance Tu the main; 

She took the fign; and ſhook her hand again. 
Still as the ground recedes, retracts her view 
With iÞarpen'd fight, till ſhe no longer knew 
The much-lov'd face; that comfort loſt ſupplics 
With leßs, and with the galley feeds her eyes; 
The galley borne f. om view by riſing ga!-s, 

She follo v'd with her fight the flying ſails: 
When ev'n the flying ſails were ſeen no more, 
Forſaken of a!l fight, ſhe left the ſhore. 

Then on her bridal bed her body tlrows, 

And ſought in ſleep her weary'd eyes to cloſe : 
Her huſband's pillow, and the widow*d part 
Which once he preſs'd, renew'd the former ſmart. 

And now a breeze from ſhore began to blow, 
The ſailors ſhip their oars, and ceaſe to row; 
Then hoitt their yards a- trip, and all their ſails 
Let fal!, to court the wind, and catch the gales: 
By this the veſſel halt her ceurſe had run, 

Ard as much reited till the rifing ſun ; 

Foth ſhores were loſt to fitht, when at the cloſe 
O! day, a itiiter gale at eaſt aroſe ; 

The ſea grew white, the rolling waves from far, 
Like heralds, firft denounce the watery war. 

Tus ſeen, tie maiter ſoon began to cry, 
Strike, ftrike the top-ſail; let the main-ſheet fly, 
And furl your fails : the winds repel the ſound, 
And in the ſpeaker's mouth the ſpecch is erown'd. 
Yet, of their own accord, as danger tavght, 

Each in his way, oiliciouſly they wrought ; 
Some tov their oats, or top the teaky tides, 
Another bolder yet the yard beſtrides. 

And folds the faiis; a fourth, with labour, laves 
Tir <A ſe as, and waves ejecls on waves, 

In tus gun while their work they ply, 

Tie winds a gment the winter of the (ky, 

And wage meſtine wars; the ſuffering teas 

Are tois'd, and mingled as their tyrants pleaſe. 

The maſter would command, but, in defp:ir 

Ot ſafety, ſtands amez'd with ſtupid care, 

Nor wat to bid or what to bid he knows, 

Tt”? ungovern'd tempeſt to ſuch fury grows; 

Vain is his ijorce, and vainer 18 his ſkill ; 

With ſuch a concourſe comes the flood of ill: 

The cries of men ae mix'd with rattling throwds ; 
cas dath an feas, zd clot ds encounter clouds ; 

At or ce i gu eaſt o weſt, ſtom pole to pole, 

The torky 

Now waves on waves aſcending ſcale tlie ſkies, 
And, ir dle fir:s above, the water fries : 

W hen doe tands ate nfted from beiov, 

The gitter g hilows give a golden ſhow : 

And when toner bottom ſpews the black, 

The Stygian dye the tainted waters take: 

Then frothy white appear the Aatted ſeas, 

And cane ter colour, changing their diſcaſe. 

3 ike various fits the Trachin veel nds, 

And row ſublime the rides upon the winds; 

fp iro, n a joity ſunmit logxg +611 Hi. 
And i froin the clouds behoic's tie rether iy 3 

Nov from the depth of hell they Ut their ſiglit, 

And at a diſtance ſee lunerior light: 

he la hing bilows make a loud report, 

And brat her tees, as battering-tams a fort : 
Or as à lion, bounding in his way 

With lore augmented bear S azainit his prey; 
Sie delong to ſe, Ze: ON”, Wavy ail\d with fear, 
89 £483 C Lac to-! ls and [uthcs on the ſr as + | 
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So ſeas impell'd by winds, with added power 
Aſſault the tides, and o'er the hatches tower, 
The planks, their pitchy coverings waſh'd away, 
Now yield; and now a yawning breach diſplay ; 
The roaring waters with a hoſtile tide “ 
Ruth through the ruins of her gaping fide. 
Mean time in ſheets of rain the ſky deſcends, 
And ocean ſwell'd with waters upwards tends, 
One riſing, falling one; the heavens and ſea 
Meet at their confines, in the middle way: 
The fails are drunk with ſhowers, and drop with 
rain, 
Sweet waters mingle with the briny main. 
No ſtar appears to lend his friendly light; 
Darkn«fs and tempeſt make a double night. 
But flaſhing fires diſcloſe the deep by turns, 
And while the lightnirgs blaze, the water burns, 
Now ali the waves their ſcatter'd force unite, 
And as a ſoldier, toremoſt in the fight, 
Makes way for others, and an hoſt alone 
Still preſſes on, and urging gains the town; 
So while th' invading bitlows come a- breaſt, 
The he: o tenth advarc'd before tlie reſt, 
Swceps all before him with impetuous ſway, 
And from the walls deſcends upon the prey; 
Part following enter, part remain without, 
With envy hear their feliows conquering ſhout, 
And mount on others backs, in hope to ihare 
The city, thus become the ſeat of war. 
An univerſal cry reſounds aloud, 
Tie ſailors run in heaps; a helpleſs crowd ; 
Art : „ and courage fails, no ſuccour near 
As many waves, as many deaths appear. 
One weeps and yet de ſpairs ot Inte reliet; 
One cannot weep, his fears congeal huis grief; 
But ftupic d with-dry eyes EX] ee his fate. } 
One with loud ſhricks lame 5 his loſt eftate, 
And calls thoſe happy whom their ſunerats wal ) 
This wretch with prayers and Vows the Gods 
piores, 
And ev'n the Kies he cannot ſee, adores. 
k hat other on his friends his th duglits he ſtows, 
His careful facher, and his faithful ſpovle. 
The re voridling in 11S anxious mind 
Fliinks only on the wealth he leit behind. 
A Ce ik Alcy * 
For her he grieves, yet in her abſence joys: 
His wife he wiſhes, and would fil} be rear, 
Not her with him, but wiſhes him with ner: 
Now with. 10 looks lie ſects his native ſhore, 
Which fate has deſtin'd him to fee no more; 
He ſought, but in the dark temp e c nig 
He knew not whither to direct his 111 
So whirls the ſeas, ſuch carknefs — ds the iK, 
Tha: the black night receives a deeper dye. 
Tue giclt ly 1 Pp ran ound; the tem} zeft tore 
Her mit. and over-board the ruddet ho! c 
One billow mounts ;. and. with a ſcornful brow, 


tif 


| Ard toſs'd on ſeas: preſs” d wit h the pON« lerous 
| F the ſhi} p within th' ab yſs below: 
n with the verel fink into the main 
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he many, never more to riſe again. 
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Proud of her conquett gain'd, in ſults the 
be lo; 
Nor lichter falls, than if ſome giant tore 
2 1 7 re 
Pipdus and Athos, with the irt ight they bote, as 
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Fy'n he who late a ſceptre did command, 
Now graſps a floating fragment in his hand 
| while he firugeles on the ſtormy main, 
Invokes his father, and his wife, in vain; 

But yet his conſort is his greateſt care: 

Aiczone he names amidſt his prayer, 

Names as a charm againſt the waves, and wind ; 
Molt in his mouth, and ever in his mind: 

Tir'd with his toil, all hopes of ſafety paſt, 
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From prayers to wiſhes he deſcends at laſt; 
That his dead body, wafted to the ſands, 
Mizht have its burial from her friendly hands, 
As oft as he can catch a gulp of air, 
And peep above the ſeas, he names tie fair, 
And, ev'n when plung'd beneath, on her he raves, 
Murmuring Alcyone below the waves : 
It laſt a falling billow ſtops his breath, 
Breaks o'er his head, and whelms him underrcath. 
Bright Lucifer unli ke lumfeltf appears 
at ni ght, his heavenly form obſcur'd with tears; 
and fince he was forbid to leave the ſkies, 
muttied with a cloud his mournful eyes. 
Mean time Alcyone (his fate unknown) 
Computes how many nights he had been gone, 
Obſerves the waning moon with hourly view . 
Numbers her age, and wiſhes for a new ; 
Atainit the promis'd tine provides with care, 
And haſtens in the woot the robes he was to wear: 
And for herſelf employs another loom, 
New Creiſs'd to meet her lord returning home, 
Fattering her heat with joys that never were to 
come : 
Spe i the temples with an odorous flame, 
t before the ſacred altars came, 
Toj pray for him, v 78 was an empty name. 
A Powers implor'd, but far above the reit 
To re ſhe her pious vows addreſs'd, 
ler much. lov'd lord from perils to protect, 
and fate o'er ſeas his voyage to direct: 
then pray'd that ſhe might ſtill poſleſs 
ro pretending rival ſhare a part; 
{is laſt petition heard of all her prayer, 
ihe reft diſpers'd in winds were loft in air, 
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his heart, 


but ſh wy the Coddeſs of the nuptial bed, 
d with her vain devotions for the dead, 
Reſolv' dthe tainted hand ſhould be repeil'd, 
k ch incenſe offer'd, and her altar held: 
Then Iris thus beſn« ke : Thou faithful maid, 
y whom the queen's commands are well c convey d, 
tiaſte to the houſe of ſleep, and bid the Cod, 
Who rules the night by viſions with a nod, 
Prepare a dream, in figure and in form 


bling him who periſh d in the ſtorm : 
11.3 form before Alcyone preſent, 
ike her certain of the ſad event 
ſu'd we rohes of various hue the files, 
And fi zing dravvs an arch (a ſegment of tlic I 
en caves her hoe nding bow, and fro: A the they 
end: > to ſearch the ſile 
ear the is in his dark abode 
a cavern, d wells the drowſy C 
gloomy manſion r.07 the rif ing ſu ng 
its, nor the lhtfoire noon : 

round pr region fly, 

val twilight, and a doubtful 10 Y 3 
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lis borny bill provoke the 
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Nor watchtul dogs, nor the more wakeful geeſe, 

Diſturb with nightly noiſe the ſacred peace: 

Nor beatt of nature, nor the tame are nigh, 

[Nor trees with te: npeits rock'd, nor human cry; 
But ſate repoſe without an air of breath 

'Dwells here, and a dumb quiet next to death. 

An arm of Lethe, with a gentle flow 

Arifing upwards from the rock below, 

The palace moats, and o'er the peb bles creeps, 

And with ſoft murmurs cal:s the coming ſleeps; 
Around its entry nodding poppies grow, 

[And all cool ſimples that ſweet reſt beſtovs ; 
Night t trom the plants their ſleepy virtue drains, 
And paſſing theds it on the ſilent plains: 

No door there was th” unguarded houſe to keep, 
On cre: ng hinges turn'd, to break tits ſleep. 

| But in the gloomy court was rais'd a bed, 
Stuff* d with black plumes, and on an ebon- ſted: 

too, where lay the God 
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Black was the covering 
And ſtept ſupine, his limbs diſplay*d abroad: 
|About his head fantaſtic viſtons fly, 
ag hich various images of things ſupply, 
{And mock their forms; the Jeaves ot trees not more, 
Nor bearded ears in ficids, nor ſands upon the thore. 
The virgin entering bright indulg'd the day 
To the brown cave, and b:uth'd the dreams away: 
The God, diſturb'd with this new glare of light, 
iC aſt ſudden on his face, unſeal'd his fight, 
And rais'd his tardy head, which ſunk again, 
{And firking on his boſom knock'd his chin : 
At length theok off himſelf; and aſk'd the dame, 
(And aſking yawn'd) for what intent ſhe came? 
Io whom the Goddeſs thus: O ſacred reſt, 
Sweet pleaſing fleep, of all the powers the beſt! 
O peace of mind, repairer ot decay, 
Wloſe balms renew the limbs to labours of the 
day, 
Care ſhuns thy ſoft app 
( a vay ! 
725 orn a dream, expreff Ting human form, 
The ſhape of him who ſuffer'd in the ſtorm, 
And it flitting to the Lrachin court, 
he weck of wretched C CY X to report: 
Be fore hiz queen bid the pale ſpectre ſtand, 
Who begs a vain relief at Juno's hand. 
She ſaid, and ſcarce awake her eyes could keep, 
| Unable to ſupport the fumes of ſleep: 
But fled, returning by the way ſhe went, 
And ſwerv*d along her bow by ſwiſt aſcent. 
The God, uneaſy till he flept again, 
Re ſolv'd at once to rid himfeli of pain; 
And, though againſt his cuſtom, call'd aloud, 
Exciting Morpheus fromthe ſl: epy crowd: 
| Morpheus of all his numerous train expreſs'd 
| The ſhape of man, and imitated beſt ; 
Tg walk, the words, the geſture, could ſupply, 
ne habit mimic, and the mien bely ; 
n Well, hut all his action is con find; 
Extending not beyond our human kind. 
\r.other birds, and beaſts,” and dragons apes, 
And dreadtul images, and monſ:er ſhapes . 
Chis demon, Icel los. in heaven's high hall 
The gods have nam'd; but men Phobeter call: 
third is Phantaſus, whoſe actions roll 
On meaner thoughts, and things devoid of ſoul ; 
arth, fruits, and flowers, he repreſents in dreams, 
| Ard ſolid rocks unmoy'd, and running Rrearns ; 
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Theſe three to kings and chiefs their ſcenes dſplay, 


The r<ft before th* ignoble commons play: 
Of theſe the choſen Morpheus js aiſpatch'd: 
Which done, the lazy monarch over-watch'd 
Down from his propping eibow drops his head, 
Diſſolv'd in ſleep, and ſhrinks within his bed. 
Darkling the demon glides for flight prepar'd, 
So ſoft that ſcarce his fanning wines are heard. 
To Trachin, ſwiſt as thought, the flitting ſhade 
Througl air his momentary journey made: 
Then lays ande the ſteerage of his wings, 
Forſakes his proper form, aſſumes the king's ; 
And pale as death, deſpoil'd of his array, 
Into the queen's apartment takes his way, 
And ſtands before the bed at dawn of day: 
Unmov'd his eyes, and wet his beard appears 
And ſhedding vain, but ſeeming real tears; 
The briny water dropping from his hairs; 
Then ſtaring on her, with a ghaſtly look 
And hollow voice, he thus the queen beſpoke : 
Know”'ſt thou not me! Not yet, unhappy wife? 
Or are my features periſh'd with my life ? 
Look once again, and tor thy huſband loſt, 
Lo all that's leſt of him, thy huſband's ghoſt ! 
Thy vows for my return were all in vain; 
The ſtormy ſouth o'ertook us in the main; 
And never ſhalt thou ſee thy hving lord again. 
Rear witneſs, heaven, I call'd on thee in death, 
And while 1 call'd, a billow ſtopp'd my breath: 
Think not that flying fame reports my fate ; 
1 preſent, I appear, and my own wreck relate. 
Riſe, wretched widow, rife, nor undeplor'd 
Permit my ehoſt to paſs the Stygian ford: 
But zite, peur d, in black, to mourn thy periſh'd 
tor 
Thus ſaid the player-god ; and, adding art 
Of voice and geſture, ſo pertorm'd his part, 
She thought (fo like ber love the ſhade appears) 


That Ceyx ſpake the words, and Ceyx ſhed the tears. 


She groan'd, her inward ſoul with grief oppreſt, 


She tigh'd, the wept ; and ſleeping beat her breaſt : 


Then ſtretch'd her arms t' embrace his body bare, 
Her claſping arms incloſe but empty air: 

At this not yet awake ſhe cry'd, Oh ſtay, 

One is our tate, and common is our way ! 

So dreadtul was the dream, ſo loud ſhe ſpoke, 
That, ſtarting ſudden up, the ſlumber broke; 
Then caſt her eyes around in hope to view 

Her vaniſh'd lord, and find the vifion true: 

For now the maids who waited her commands, 
Ran in w. th lig ted tapers in their hands. 

Tir'd with the ſearch, not finding what ſhe ſeeks, 


With cruel blows ſhe pounds her blubber'd cheeks; 


Then from her beaten breaſt the linen tare, 
And cut the golden caul that bound her bair. 
Her nurſe demands the cauſe ; with louder cries 
She proſecutes her griefs, and thus replies. 

No more Alcyore, the ſuffer'd death 
With her lov'd lord, when Ceyx loſt his breath: 
No flattery, no falſe comfort, give me none, 
My ſhipwreck'd Ceyx is for ever gone; 
I ſaw, I ſaw him manifeſt in view, 
His voice, his figure, and his geſtures knew: 
His luſtre loſt, and every living grace, 
Yet I rezain'd the features of his face; 
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I would have ſtrain'd him with a ſtrict embrace, 
But through my arms he flipt, and waniſh'd from the 
place: 
There, ev'n juſt there he ſtood ; and as ſhe ſpoke, 
Where laſt the ſpeQre was, ſhe caſt her look: 
Fain would ſhe hope, and gaz'd upon the ground 
If any printed footſteps might be found. 
Then ſigh'd and ſaid; This I too well foreknew, 
And my prophetic fear preſag'd too true: 
"Twas what I begg'd, when with a bleeding heart 
took my leave, and ſuffer'd thee to part, 
Or I to goalong, or thou to ſtay, 
Never, ah never to divide our way 
Happier for me, that all our hours affign'd 
Together we had liv'd ; ev*n not in death disjoin'd' 
50 had my Ceyx ſtill been living here, 
Or with my Ceyx I had geriſh'd there: 
Now I die abſent in the vaſt profound ; 
And me without myſelf the ſeas have drown'd: 
The ſtorms were not ſo cruel ; ſhould I ſtrive 
Lo lengthen life, and ſuch a grief ſurvive ? 
Zut neither will J ſtrive, nor wretched thee 
in death forſake, but keep thee company, 
if not one common ſepulchre contains 
ur bodies, or one urn our laſt remains, 
Vet Ceyx and Alcyone ſhall join, 
heir names remember'd in one common line. 
No ſarther voice her mighty grief affords, 
For ſighs come ruſhing in betwixt her words, 
And ſtopt her tongue: but what her tongue deny'd, 
Soft tears and groans, and dumb complaints ſup- 
Ply'd. 
Twas morning; to the port ſhe takes her way, 
And ſtands upon the margin of the ſea : 
That place, that very ſpot of ground ſhe ſought, 
Or thither by her deſtiny was brought, 
Where laſt he ſtood: and while ſhe ſadly ſaid, 
"Twas here he left me, lingering here delay'd 
| His parting kiſs ; and there his anchors weigh'd; 
Thus ſpeaking, while her thoughts paſt actions 
trace, 
And call to mind, admoniſh'd by the place, 
Sharp at her utmoſt ken ſhe caſt her eyes, 
And ſomewhat floating from aſar defcries ; 
It feem'd a corpſe adi iſt, to diſtant fight, 
But at a diſtance who could judge aright ? 
It waſted nearer yet, and then ſhe knew 
That what before ſhe but ſurmis'd, was true: 
A corpſe it was, but whoſe it was, unknown, 
| Yet mov?d, howe'er ſhe made the cafe her own * 
'Took the had omen of a ſhipwreck'd man, 
As for a ſtranger wept, and thus began: _ 
| Poor wretch, on ſtormy ſeas to loſe thy life, 
Unhappy thou, but more thy widow'd wife 
At this ſhe paus'd; for now whe flowing tide 
Had brought the body nearer to the ſide: 
The more ſhe looks, the more her ſears increaſe, 
At nearer ſight ; and ſhe's herſeli the lefs: 
Now driven athore, and at her feet it hes, 
She knoivs too much, in knowing whom ſhe ſees: 
Her huſband's corpſe ; at this ſhe loudly ſhriess, 
"Tis he, *tis he, ſhe cries, and tears her cheeks, 
Ber hair, her veſt, and, ſtooping to the ſands, 
About his neck ſhe caſt her trembling hands. 


ard is it thus, O dearer than my lite, 


Though with pale cheeks, wet beard, and dropping! Ihus, thus return'ft tho 1 to thy longing wie, 


hair, 
None but my Ceyx could appear ſo fair: 


She faid, and to the neighbouring moie the . 
(Rais'd there to break th incurſions of the flood); 
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Ferflong from thence to plunge herſelf ſhe ſprings, Not ducks, when they the ſafer flood forſake, . j 
fut ſhoots along ſupported on her wings: Purſu'd by Ser. ſo ſwift regain the lake. if; x 
A bird new-made about the banks the plies, As faſt he follow'd in the hot career: '' oh 
Nor far from ſhore, and ſhort excurſions tries; Defire the lover wing'd, the virgin fear. 9 
Nor ſceks in air her humble flight to raiſe, A ſnake unſeen nov pierc d her heedleſs foot; 1 
Content to ſæim the ſurface of the ſeas; Quick through the veins the venom'd juices ſhoot: 1 
Her bill, though ſlender, ſends a creaking noiſe, She ſell, and ſcap'd by death his fierce purſuit. . 
And imitates a lamentable voice : Her lifeleſs body, frighted, he embrac'd, 1 * 
Now lighting where the bloodleſs body lies, And cry*d, Not this I dreaded, but thy haſte: 15 ki 
die wing a funeral note renews her cries; O had my love been lets, or leſs thy fear P 4 
At ell her ſtretch ter little wings ſhe ſpread, The victory thus bought is ſar too dear. 17M 
aud with her feather*d arms embrac'd the dead: Accurſed inake ! yet I more curs'd than he! 45 
Ten, flickering to his pailid lips, the ſtrove He gave the wound; the cauſe was given by me. {ip 
s To 1int a Kifs, the laſt eſſay of love: Vet none ſhall ſay, that unreveng'd you dy'd. Ws 
Vhether the vital touch reviv'd the dead, He ſpoke; then climb'd a cl. 's o'er-hanging fide, + | 
Or that the moving waters rais'd his head And, reſolute, leap*2 on the foaming tide. bl, 
To meet the kiſs, the vulgar doubt alone; Tethys receiv*d him gently on the wave; "a | 
for ſure a preſent miracle was ſhown, The death he ſought deny'd, and feathers gave. ſi 
The Cods their ſhapes to wintry-birds tranſlate, Debarr'd the ſureſt remedy of grief, #1 
det both obnoxious to their former fate. And forc'd to live, he curit th* unaſk'd relief, pi 1 
Their conjugal affection ſtill is ty'd, Then on his airy pinions upward flies, 1 7 
And ſtill the mourpful race is multiply'd; And at a ſecond fall ſucceſsleſs tries: 15 jf 
They bill, they tread : Alcyone compreſs'd The downy plume a quick deſcent denies, {TH 
deren days ſits brooding on her floating neſt : Enrag'd, he often dives beneath the wave, . 
Awintery queen: her fire at length is kind, | And there in vain expects to find a grave. 181 
Cams every ttorm, and huſhes every wind: His ceaſelefs forrow for th* unhappy maid 14 5 
* pares his empire for his daughter's eaſe, Meager'd his look, and on his ſpirits prey'd. 'F ol 
d for his hatching nephews ſmoeths the ſeas. | Still near the ſounding deep he lives; his name 1 f 
, From trequent diving and emerging came. 4 
8 9 
1 1 
FE 
ESACUS transformed into a CO RMO- 5 14 
RANT. it | 
TWELFTH 3005 1h 
FROM THE ELEVENTH BOOK OF 's N 
ns wel: ” 
OVID'S METAMORPHOSES. 11 
OVID'S METAMORPHOSES. . 


: HSE ſome old man ſees wanton in the air, Et: : 3 
And praiſes the unhappy conſtant pair. WHOLLY TRANSLATED. [4 
en [to hi s friend the long-neck'd cormorant ſnows, _ | 1 
former tale reviving others woes: Connection to the Tnd of the Ex xvexTa Boor. 11 
T1 | 7 
at fa able M ddl. he cries, which cuts the flood Fo . = FEY - »lal 
Vun ſlender legs, was once of royal blood; HAlſacus, the fon of oh lovirg- a count on life * 15 
It | Es Sia awed . 
. ce ſtors from mighty Tros proceed, | ſafes the court : lin bſcurely, he falls " 2 . 
brave Laomedon, and Ganym ede | oith a nymph ; Leah: 15 "ey from kim, <vas killed ey 4 975 
\y ! fe ly aut y tempted Jove e do Neal the hoy), | je f ent; fer g 8 #- hats, he _— have PL, -ozuned * By 
Ind P euer Ame: 4 10 7 J % fu 9. 
Ant | am, | mies prin ce! who fc] with T Troy: = nie} 5 out, * ae 77 ty f Fe Cd "wy is turned into 4 15 
melt was Hector's brother, and (had fate Car morart. Pr a, x-t hearing of Æſacus, believes 14 
h y Ng s Je of 
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A cenotaph his name and title kept, 

And Hector round the tomb, with all his brothers, 
wept. 

This pious office Paris did not ſhare; 

Abſent alone, and author of the war, 

Which, for the Spartan queen, the Greciar.s drew 

T' avenge the rape, and Aſia to ſubdue. 

A thouſand ſhips were mann'd, to ſail the ſea: ? 

Nor had their juſt reſentments found delay, 5 

Had not the wind and waves oppos'd their way. 

At Aulis with united powers, they meet; 

But there, croſs winds or calms detain'd the fleet. 

Now, while they raiſe an altar on the ſhore, 

Ard ſove with ſolemn ſacrifice adore ; 

A bodirg ſign the prieſts and people ſce: 

A ſnake of fize immenſe aſcends a tree, 

And, in the leafy ſummit, ſpy'd a neſt, 

Which, o'er her callow young. a ſparrow preſ.'d. 

Fight were the birds unedg'd ; their mother few, 

And hover*'d round her care; but ſtill in vice: 

Till the fierce reptile firſt devour'd the breod ; 

Then ſeiz'd the fluttering dam, and drank her blood. 

This dire oſtent the fearful people view; 

Calchas alone, by Phœebus taught, foreckrew 

What heaven decreed: and with a ſmiling glance, 

Thus gratulates to Greece her happy chance. 

O Argives, we ſhall conquer: Troy is ours, 

But long delays ſhall firſt afflict our powers: 

Nine years of labour, the nine birds portend ; 

The tenth ſhall in the town's deſtruction end. 

The ſerpent, who his m w obſcene had fill'd, 

The branches in his curl'd embraces held: 

But, as in ſpires he Nood, he turn'd to ſNtene; 

The ſtony ſnake retain'd the figure ſtill his own, 

Vet not for this the wind-bound navy weieh'd; 

Slack were their ſails; and Neptune diſobey'd. 

Some thought him loth the town ſhould he de ſtroy'd, 

Whoſe building had his hands divine employ'd: 

Not ſo the ſcer: who knew, and krown ſoreſhow'd, 

The virgin Phœbe with a virzin's blood 

Muſt firſt be reconcil'd; the common cauſe 

Prevail'd; and, pity yielding to this laws, 

Fair Iphigenia the devoted maid 


* 


All mourn her fate; but no relief appear'd : 
The royal victim hound, the knife already rear'd: 
When that offended power, who cavs?d their woe, 


blow. 

A miſt before the minifters ſhe caſt; 
And. in the virein's rocm, a hind ſhe nlac'd, 

i oblation Main, and Plic-he recorciPd, 
The florm was hufh'd, and dimpled ocean ſmil'd : 
A favourable pale a:oſe from ſhore. 
Which to tie port Cefr'd the Grecian callies Lore. 
Full in the midſt of this c:ertec ſpace, 
Eetwixt heaver, earth, and ſxics, there ſtands a 
place 
ConFning on all three; with triple hound; 
Whence all tlings, though remote, are Lew | 
around, 
And thither bring their undulating ſound. 
'The palace of loud ſame; her ſcat of power; 
Plac'd on the ſummit of a lofty tower; 
A thouſind windirg entries, long and wide, 
Receive of tre reports a flowing tice. 
A tronfard carries in the walls are a“e; 
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Was, by the weeping prieſts, in linen robes array'd ; 
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Tis built of braſs, the better to diffuſe 

The ſpreading ſounds, and multiply the news; 
Where echoes in repeated echoes play: 

A mart tor ever full, and open night and day, 
Nor filence is within, nor voice expreſs, 

But a deaf noiſe of ſounds that never ceaſe; 

| Contus'd, and chiding, like the hollow roar 

| Of tides, receding from tli' inſulted ſhore ; 

Or like the broken thunder, heard from far; 
When Jove to diſtance drives the rolling war, 
The courts are fill'd with a tumultuous din 
Of crouds, or ifIving forth, or entering in: 

A thorougiifare of news: where ſome-Ueviſe 
Things never heard; ſome mingle truth with lies: 


1 


Intent to hear, and eager to repeat. 
Error fits brooding there; wit': added train 
Oi vain credulity, and joys as vain: 


| Suſpicion, with ſedition join'd, are rear; 

And rumors rais' d, and murmurs mix'd, and pani- 
GUE IEAar, 

Fame fits aloſt; and ſees the ſubjc& ground, 

And ſeas about, and ſkies above; cenqu.ring all 
around. 

The Goddeſs gives th? alarm; and ſoon is known 

The Grecian fleet, deſcending on the town. 

Fix'd on defence, the Trojans arc not ſlow 

To guard their ſhore from an expected foe, 

They meet in fight: by HeQor*s fatal hand 

Prctefilaus falls, and bites the ſtrard, 

Which with expence of blood the Grecjans won: 

And prov'd the ſtrength unknown of Priam's ſon. 

And to their coſt the Trojan leaders felt 

The Grecian heroes, and what deaths they dealt. 

| From theſe firſt onſets, the Sigæan ſhore 

| Was ſtrew'd with carcaſes, and ſtain'd with gore: 

Neptunjan Cygnus troops of Greeks had ſlain; 

| Achilles in his car had fcour'd the plain, 

| And clear'd the Trojan ranks : where'er he ſought, 

n or Hector, through the fields he ſought, 

Cygnus he found ; on him his ſorce eſſay'd: 

For Hector was to the tenthi year delay'd. 

His white-maned ſteeds, that bow'd beneath the 
yoke, 

He chear*d to courage, with a gentle ſt:oxe; 

Then urg'd his fiery chariot on the foe: 


And riting ſhook his lance, in act to throw. 


! 


Relenting ceas'd her wrath ; and ſlopp'd the coming} But firſt he cre'd, O youth, be proud to bear 


hy death crobled by Pelides* ipear. 

The lance purſued the voice without delay; 
Nor did the whizzing weapon miſs the way, 
But pierc'd his cuiraſs, with ſuch ſury ſent; 
ind ſign'd his-boſom with a purple int. 
At tliis the ſeed of Neptune; Goddets-born, 
For orrament, not uſe, theſe arms are worn; 
T his helm, and heavy buckler ] can ſpare, 
As only decorations of the war: 

So Mars is arm'd for glory, net for need, 
"Tis fornewhat more from Neptune to proceed, 
Than from a daughter of the ſea to ſpring: 
Thy fire is mortal; mine is Ocean's king. 
Secure of death, I ſhould contemn thy dart, 
Though naked, and impaſſable cepart : 
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ud, a tough well chofen ſpear ; | Unlac'd Eis helm: about his chin the twiſt 
hie boy Rood firicere, He ty'd; and ſcon the ſtrangled ſou! diſmiſs'd. 
Cre ten cid ro dt ſence provide, | With eager hafte he went to ſtrip the iead ; 
I WS unſhiclded fide The vanquiſh'd 2 from his a ms was + d. 
vic th imvatient hero tar'd, His fea-cod f. re, © immortalize his fame, 
» Eencompais'd with a guard, | Had turn WF it to the b ird that bears his name. 
reus roars: provok'd trom tar | A truce ſucceeds the lal bours of this d. ty, 
rlet, a! | a ſanguine War Lud a; (1tÞ: nded with a lo ng de lay. 
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eit he welded not a wooden ſpear His yows ior Cgynus flain the victor p paid, 

„the point was there And a white helfer on her 5 ir laid 

my band, and this my lance he fa „ 7 The reeking entrails on the fi: e they threw; 
h ſo many tl Huſand for are dead. And to the Gods the Cra ful &'our flew : 

ter 15 their uſual virtue fie; i? 3 | Heaven had it part in ſacrifice: the reſt 

once; and the yrneſſian wa , * as broil'd and! roaſted for the future ſcaſt. 


a point: he look'd 


ehcdos, confeſs'd it in their fall. The chief e zueſts were ſet around: 
cams, Caicus, roll'd a crimſon flood; And hung ee ere. d, the howls were crown d 
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hebes ran red with-her own natives hivod, W hich in de P craug'tits their cares and labours 
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© 1elephus employ'd their Biere ing feel, crown'd, 
wound tum firſt, and afterward to neal, Tbe mellow hy Gd not their ae 
' V:z0ur Of this um Was never vain: And mute Ws all the warlike ly mp HONY 3 
that my wonted prowels I retair Diſcourſe, the ſood-of ſouls 5, was their delight, 
an, And pleati 4 chat] prolong'd the ſummer's night, 
Kid, and COubtful of his former rh The ſubjeR, dee eds) of arms; and valour ſhown, 
One new trial of his force pocee: Or on the 1500 an fide, or on their own, 

ole Merztes rom among the ref : Of dangers und len taken, tame atchiev'd, 


— — 


1 id ; eo» | 5 $1 x Fg e: ro : 
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Then thus the hero: Neither can I lame 1 


wo 
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ie hard earth the J. cis n knock'd his he. ad, What things but theſe could fierce Achilles tell, 


la) Wwypine ; and forth the Ipirit tied Or what could fierce Achilles hear ſo well ? 
*1 } £} . , af {as co. : 
he lail great ac! Perform'd, ot Cygnus ſlain, 
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Hatred, 01 Javelin ; bot! are ſtill the ſame. Did moſt the martial aud ence N 
e lame 1 will mp Oy againſt this foe ; ' Wondering 10 find a body, free hy fate 
Dur with the * ne fucceſs to throw, From ſteel, and which could ev'n that Neel re. 
e cet; and wt hile he ſpoke he t. brewz | hate: 
* weapon With unerring fury fiew ; [Amaz'd, their admiration they renew; 
19 ft !Noulder aim'd: nor entrance found ; And tcarce Pelides could bet; eve it true. 
e roma rock, with ſwift rebound Then Neftor thus; What once this age has 
Ieturn'd : 4 bloody mars; PEA d Knovn, 
ii talſe joy the flatter'd hero! hear*d. In fated s „ and in him al lone : 
eke Was none; the blood that was in T he ſe 2 have ſeen in Cæneus Jong before, 
W, Whoſe | ch ot a thouſand ſwords could bore, 
& lance before from Nlain Menwtes drew. Cznevus, in courage, and in ſtrength cxcelr d, 
nn ieaps from off his loſty car, And ſtill lis Othrvs* with his fame is RIPd. 
coe night on foot renews the war ut what did moſt his martial deeds adorn, 
ing with gt diſdain, repeats his blows ; (Tliough ſince he chang'd his ſex) a i woman born 
ed nor armour can their fore oppeſc; A novelty ſo ſtrange, and full of fate, 
> cantiets of his buckler ſtre the ground, His liſtening audience ak'd him to relate. 
tience in his bor'd arms are found. Achilles thus commends their common ſuit; 
eh no wound or blood is ſcen; O father, fit ſt for prudence in repute, 
elf is blunted on the fin. Tell with EO t oquence ſo much thy y Own, 
attempt the chief ns longer bears; What th it heard, or what of Can neus known: 
f 5 h ollow temples and his ears What was DN e iis change of ſex begun, 
beats: the fon of Ne. ptune, flunn'd What trophie \, Join'd in wars with thee; he won? 
$þ repeated buffets, quits his ground; ; Who conquer*d him, and in what tatal ftrife 
iy ſweat ſucceeds, and ſhades of night; [The youth, without a wound, could loſe his life * 
nu nature ſwims before lis ff wat : Neleides the ny Though tar y age, ard time 
Alti victor prefles on the more, Have ſhrunk wy { incws , and dec ay d my prime; 
reads the ſteps the vanquiſn'd trod be fore, | Though much I have for: o'ten of my ſtore, 
„nor refpite gives. 6 ſtone there lay Vet not NO „ Iremember more 
d hig trem blin g ſoe, and | fopp'd his way: Of all that arms . or peace dc gn'd, 
«© tlie advan ige which he found, { [hat ac ion Nil] is freft my. mind 
dane; and puſt'd him back ward on the Thau aught beſide. If reverend age can give 
ö | | To faith a fand ion, in my third 1 Jive. 
er. Hile he pref," 1 Tas in my ſecond Ct Fury, | furvey'd 
e, his p: ating breaſt, Young Ce; iS, then a fair Theſfillan maid x 
L 1 
* 


n * * 


e rr —— — * — 
10 —— CR LY 
— — 
** Is Wb: I» = * ry fy, 
N + * 5 


e 
"IM = 
* io 


r 


** 


ts Hg ates 
tg 
a 


— ˙— *» 
W 


re 


— 


Me 
— 


DD n 
— 
* 
* 


- 


=— 
18 if 
1 9 
23'S. 
m # 4 
1 
*y 
18 
1 
32 
+ 
7 
5 
© 
7 9 
f 3 


OY 
% 


©, Iu. 1h 


1 


te” Ok n 
W 1 


K 


—— 


n . 
* 4 MG Ys ett 
uu? ks 
— mm 


— 
w 


7 ey E 
* er 
. 
„ Wie 


Fg 2 
85 
5 i | 
1 * b 
i » 


258 DRY D E 
Cenis the bright was born to high comminr'd x 
A princeſs, and a native of thy land, 
ivine Achilles: every tongue proclaim*d 
Tl: beauty, and her eyes all hearts inflam'd. 
Peicus, i iy fire, ar Aran for: ght her bed, 
monx the reft ; but he had cithiet led 
Thy mother then, or was by promiſe ty'd; 
Fut ſhe to him, and all, alike her love deny'd. 
It was her fortune once to take 
Along the ſandy margin of the 
The power of Ocean view þ ner as he e paſ: 
And lov'd, as on x: „ by force emvrac*d. 
So faine reports, bes virgin tre 4 yas ſeiz 4, 
And his new joys the raviſher ſo d 
That thus, tranſporter, to the 
AR what thou wilt, ro prayc 
This alfo ſame relates: the! aug 
Who not the rape ev'n of a Co! 
This anſwer, proud, return'd: 
A mighty recompence, of rig! ity belong 
ive me no more to ſuFer ſuch a be p 
Put change the woman, for a better name 
One gift tor ail; ſhe ſaid; and wine the "FRE 
A ſtern, majeſtic, manly lor > ſhe tœok. 
A man f ne was: and as the Godh ad (wore, 
To Cxnevs turn'd, who Cenis was before. 
To this the lover adds, without requeſt : 
No force of ſteel ſhould violate his breaſt. 
Glad of the gift, the new-made warrior goes ; 
And arms among the Greeks, and longs {o: 
ſoes. 
Now brave Pirithous, bold Ixion's ſon, 
The love of fair Hippodame had won. 
The cloud- begotten race, half men, half bcaſt, 
Invited, came to grace the nupt'al feaſt : 
Ina . cave's receſs the treat was made, 
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With Hows recoubled, on his face and Ereaftt 
— 1 „ 4. 
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i And 1ough with figures of the ring gold; 
The hero fnatcli*d it p, and toſs'd in Air, 
fun at the front If the tov] raviſmer: 
; He aw S 5 and taps vomits forth a food 
Of and om and brains, and mingled blood 
Fee | hait neighing, tluougli the hall, 
[Arms, ams, ; = d With fi : 
o Ve itt their br ther? C8 Ame f 44 
LE DOS ING us, at. ny! B 1 131 \ the 6 0 
Once inſtruments of tealts, but now of fate; 
Wipe An Blattes tl 1 > -o! c Arins t. C2] 3 
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| His tace Ol fearvreo 
Se „ when ſome brawny fac! 
Neſore an alta! 
' His eye- ball. rooter out are 
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hoſe entrance trees with ſpreading boughs o'er- 


ſhave. * 
came, 
To mix with thoſe the Vapithæan name: 
Nor wanted 1 : the roofs with joy refound : 
And Hymen, G Hymen, rung arqund, 
Rais'd altars ſhone with holy fires; the bride, 
Lovely herſelf (: ly by her ſitle 
A bevy of bright ny mph, with ſo ue frac 5 
Came glittering I: ke a ſtar, aud took | 
Ker lieavenly form beheld, all with” 
And little wanted, but in . 
ploy 

For one, muſt brutal of +! 
Or whether wine or beauty fit blood, 
Cr both at once, belield with luitful eyes 
The bride; at once refolv'd to make his prize. 
Down went the hoard; and fastening 
He ſeiz'd with ſudden force the ſliglited fair 

was Eurytus began: his beſtial kind 
His crime purſu ed; and each as pleas'd 
Or her, whom chance preſented, 
An image of a taken town expre fd. 
The cave reſounds with female fir jeks; 
Mad rg revenge, to make a witd repriſe : 
And Theſeus firſt; What frenzy has as poſſeſo d, 
O eee he cry 'd, thy bruta! bread, 
o vrrong Pirithous, and rot him alone, 
Put, while 1 live, two friends conioin'd in one ? 

To n mis threat, he thrutts aſide 

Ide crowd of Centaurs, and redeems the brice : 
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Ot precious weight: a ſconce, that hung on high, 
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cliſmantlech 
Jaws, cheek 
wound, 
This Belates tli' avenger, could not brook : 
ut, by the foot, a maple board he took; 
And In wry d at Amycus : his chin is bent 
and down the Centaur ſent; 
Whom ſputtering bloody tecth, the ſecond ble 
'avn ! ſword diſpat ch'd to ſhaces belo' 
Grineus was near; and caſt a furious look 
NY with fact: 
Qaming aj 5. 
Have with their holy tra 
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e wounded warrior ſhook his flaming hair, The ſhatter'd tree receives his fall, and ſtrikes, 
vhat a team of horfe could hardly rear) Within his full-blown paunch, the ſharpe n d ſpikes. 
res thethreſhold None; but could not throw; Strong Aphareus had heav*'d a mighty jtone, 
{el torbar! the threaten'd blove z Ine fragment of = 1ock, and would have thrown 3 
pbping trom his lifted arms, came down [But Thetevs, with a club of harden'd oak, 
Cometes' head, and cruſh'd his crown. [Ihe cuhit-Hhone of the bold Centaur hroxe 3 
Klurtus then retain'd his joy; hut faid, And left him maim'd ; nor ſeconded the solch 
cllows may our tices be ſped 0 hen leapt on tail Bianor's hack (who hore 
th redoublcd ttrokes he plies his head No mortal burden but his own, before). 
ing lever not deludes his pains ; [P:cfs'd with [1:5 knees his tides ; the double man, 
ves the batter'd ikuil wituin the brains. [Hi ; ſpeed with ſpurs increas'd, unwilling tan. 
wth, the conqueror, with force renew'd, One hand the hero faſten'd on his locks ; 
| Corythus, purſued: His other ply'd tum with repeated ſtrokes. 
thus with downy cheeks, he flew ; The club hung ro 'nd his cats and h atter*d Lrows 3 
lien fierce Evagrus had in views, He o_ Is; and, ba hi ing up his heclz, his rider th rows. 
d, What palm is frem a beardicefs prey! | The fame Hercvle: in arms Nedymnus wound 
Mus prevents what more he had to lay; ! And lay by him Lycota is on the ground; 
nove veitlun his mouth the fiery death, And Hippaſus, whoſe beard his breaſt invades z 
ter'd luſling in, and chok'd his breath. And Ripheus, haunter of the woodland ſhades : 
f next he flew z but weary chance And Tereus, us'd with mountain-bears to ſtrive; 
would the ſame ſucceſs advance. And from their dens to draw th' indignant beaſts 
e tie whirPd in fiery circles round ? alive. 
1 


nd, a ſharpen'd ſtake ſtrong Dryas found; Demoleon could not hear this hateſul ſiglit, 
the ſhoulder*s joint inflicts the wound. 5 Or the long fortune of th' Athenian knight: 


: ile weapon ttruckz which roaring out with Eut pull'd with all his force, to diſengage 
pain From earth a pine, the product of an age: Pl 
* He drt: nor longer durſt the fight maintain, The root ſtuck faſt: the broken trunk he ſent 70. 
ö ut turn'd his back, for fear; and fled amain. At Theſcus: Theſeus fruftrates his intent, '4'f 
* wh him fled Orneus, with like dread poffeſ,'d; And leaps aside, by Pallas warn'd, the blow 4 L 
and Medon wounded in the breaſt, To ſhun (for fo he ſaid; and we believ'd it fo). 15 11 
ant Mermercs, in the late race renown'd, Yet not in vain th' enormous weight was caſt z . 
den limping ran, and tardy with his wound. Which Crantor's body ſunder*d at the waiſt : 41 
is and Met: meus from fight withdrew, Thy father's ſquire, Achilles, and his care; ' 4 4 
bas maim'd, who boars encountering flevv : Whom conquer'd in the Delopeian war 484 
v a" Augur Aﬀtylos, whoſe art in vain Their king, his preſent ruin to prevent, TH 7 
A elit difluaded the four-footec train, 5 A pledge of pcace implor'd, to Peleus ſent. yi 3 
\ow beat the hoof with Neſſus on the plain; Thy fire, with grieving eyes, beheld his fate 4; 4 
Lat do his tellow cry*d, Be ſafely flow, And cry'd, Not long, lov'd Crantor, ſhalt thou wait WT 
ey d, a death deferr'd is due to gre: at Alcides* bow. Thy vow*'d revenge. At once he ſaid, and threw i 
Meat t me 1 Dryas urg'd his chance ſo well, His aſhen-fpear, which quiver'd as it flew, + * 
der it Ly „ Areos, Imbreus fell ; With all his force and all his ſoul apply'd ; 1 
ore one by 8 and hghting face to face: The ſharp point enter'd in the centaur's ſide : ! p " 
F-1 "(N20 188 „ to fall with more diſgrace: Both hands to wrench it out, the monſter join'd ; 1 
( | %teartul while he look*d behind, he bore And wrencl''d it out; but left the ſteel behind. i 
\ xt his nofe and front, the blow before. Stuck in his lungs it ſtood: inrag'd he rears it 
tne noiſe and tumult of the fray, His hoofs, and down to ground thy fatl'er beats. "ith 
moon. ng and drunk v with wine, Aphidas lay. { Thus trampled under ſoot, his ſhield defends 3 : 
' 8 then the bowl within bis hand he kept, His head; his other hand the lance protends. {28 
a on a bear's rou 2h hide ſecurely flept. Ev'n while he lay extended on the duſt, N 
4 Am Phorhas with his flying dart transfix'd ; | He ſped the Centaur, with one ſingle thruſt. bs 
eth next draught with Stygian waters mix'd, Two more his lance before transfix'd from far ; 18 
We nee thy fill, the infulting victor cry'd; And two his ſword had ſlain in cloſer war. . 
Ad with death unfelt, the Centaur dy'd; To theſe was added Dorylas: who ſpread "20 
car's, | de ruddy vomit, as he breath'd his foul, A bull's two goring horns around his head. . % 
beard. I als'd his rant, and fill'd his empty bowl. With theſe he puſt'd; in blood already dy'd : N 
1d | Maw Petrzus* arms employ'd around Him, fearleſs, I appreach'd, and thus dety'd : Fe = 
vl WMC grovn ock, to root it from the ground. Now, monſter, now, by proof it ſhall appear, 15 
right, , an 1 that, he wrench'd the fibrous bands, Whether thy horns are ſharper, or my ſpear. 1 
ank was like a ſapling in his lvinds, At this, I threw : for-want of other warc, 8 
lone, _ till o £y'd the bent: while thus he ſtood, He lifted up his hand, his front to guard. 14 
hile it , "1045" dart drove on, and nail'd hiin to the wood. [His hand it paſs'6, and fix'd it to his brow: 'F 
us and Cl 1omys fell, by him oppreſs'd: Loud ſhovts of ours attend the lucky blow: 7 4 
ip nd Dictys added to the reſt Him Peleus finiſh'd, with a ſecond wound, * 
ark pal m: Hel lops, through either ear Which through the navel pierc'd: he reed i 
5 » receiy'd the penetrating ſpear. around, | 
MM; ow; and, ſeiz'd with ſudden fright, Y And dragg'd his dangling bowels on the ground: 
OS leadlong from the hill of ſteepy height; Trod what he dragg'd, and what he trod he cruſh'd; 


d an aſh beneath, that could not bear And to his mother- earth, with empty belly, ruſn' 


1 weight 11 1 


3 _ 2 og 
20 „ ß 


Nor could thy form, O C/ Harus, fore/ſhow 


The curdied milk: or lrom te p * 
Thy fate (if form to m. onſters men allow): 1 rien down. by weiglits above, is dra n'd av 
Juſt blooin'd thy beard, thy beard ot co! den hve : | Bit t him, while ſtoopinꝝ down to ſpoit the (lar 
Thy locks, in golden waves, about thy ſhoulders Pierc'd trough the paunch, 1 tumbled on the! 

flew. 1 hen Cl thonius and Teleboas 1 fle 

Sprightly thy lool: : the ſhapes in every part A fork the former arm' d; adarth 194 
So clean as might inſtruct the ſculptor's art, The javckn wounded me (behold the 0 
As far as man extended: vihere hegan Then was my time to fees the Tio 4 
The beaft, the beaſt wos equal to the man. Then 1 was Hsecter's mat open 
Add but a hotſe's head and neck, and he [Fut he was then unt orn {t id ; 
O Caſtor, was, a courſer worthy thee. |'Now, i am nothing | forbear to tel 
So was his back Properrien's tor the ſeat ; [By Periphantes now Pyretus fell ; 
So roſe lis brawny chett; o lift ly mov d1 his ſect. | The Centaur by the Knight : ror will 1 lay 
Coal-· black his colour, but 1; ke jet it ſhone On Amphix, er what deaths he dealt 
His legs and flowing tail were white alone, V. hat Honour, with a pointieſ lance, be 
Eelov'd by many maidens of his kind, | Stuc:. in the front of a four-footed man 
But fair Hylonome poiletſs'd his mird; What tame young Macareus « n Fecht 
Hylonome, tor features, and for face, Or dwell on Neſſus, now return'd from tust 
Excelling all the nymplis of double race: How prophet Moptu » not alone drvin'd, 
Nor leſs her blandiſhments, than beauty, move; W iioſe valour equal'd his forefecing mind. 
At once both loving, and coyſeſſing love. Already Cænedus, with his conquering hand, 
For him ſhe dreſs'd; for him with female care Had flaughter'd five the boldett of thei band: 


She comb'd and ſet in curls, her auburn hair. 

Ot roſes, violets, and lilies mix'd, 

And ſprigs of flowing roſemary betwixt, 

She ſorm'd the chaplet, that adorn'd her front: 

in waters of the Pegaſzan tount, 

And in the ſtreams that trom the fountain play, 

She waſti'd her face, and bath'd her twice a day. 

'The ſcarf of furs, that hung below her fide, 

Was ermin, or the pantlur's ſpotted pride; 

Spoils of no common beaſt: with equal flame 

They lov'd : their ſylvan pleaſures were tbe ſame : 

All day they hunted; and when day expir'd, 

Together to ſome ſhady cave retit*], 

Invited, to the nuprials both repair : 

And, ſide by ſide, they both engage in war. 
Uncertain from what hand, a flying dart 

At Cyllarus was ſent, which pierc'd his heart. 

The javelin drawn trom out the mortal wound, | 

He faints with Raggering ſteps, and ſeeks the ground: | 

The fair within her arms recciv'd his ſall, 

And firove his wandering ſpirits to recat: 

And, while her hand the ſtrcaming blood oppos'd, | 

Join'd face io face, his lips with hers ſhe clos'd. 


Pyrachmus, Helymus, Antimachvs, 
Bromus the brave, and ſtronger Stip! 
Their names I number'd, and remember well. 


No trace remaining, by wha 


t v. oun 


t lus: 


ls they 9) 


Latreus, the bulkieſt of thc double Face, 


Whom the ip oil'd arms of lain Haletus g. 
In years retaining ſtill his yout! 


Though his bl: ack hairs were 
Bet wixt th' emhattled ranks 


Might hear him, while he made this empty boat 


» 


01 might, 
interſpets' dw. 


began to prance, 
Proud of his helm, and Macedonian hnce; 
And rode the ring around; that either hoſt 


And from a itt umpet ſhall we ſuſter frame 7 


For Cenis ſtill, not Camens, 


is tin F 


THQETIC? 


Kind ſtill the native foltnels of thy Kine 
Prevails, and leaves tlie woman in thy mind. 


Remember what thou wert: 


To chan 0 thy ez: to make 
Arc ut 4 m in in {hevy : ( O, cat 7 
[And - we the bufinefs of the war to men 
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Stifled with kiſſes, a ſweet death he dies Betwixt the nether beaſt and upper man. 

She fills the fields with undiftinguiſh'd cries: The monſter mad with rage, and ſtung with fman, 

At leaſt her words were in her clamour drown'd ; His lance directed as the hero's heart: 

For my ſtunn'd ears receiv'd no vocal ſourd, It ſtrook ; but bounded from his G breaſt 

In madneſs of her grief, ſhe ſeiz'd the dart Like hail from tiles, which the fate toute nweit; 

_ grawn, and reeking irom her lover's heart; Nor ſeem" th e ſtroke with more effect to come, 
To her bare boſom the ſharp point apply d, Chan a ſm 15 le falling on a drum. 

And wounded fell z an d, lalline hy „ his fide, l Be nent 15 75 enen tre in clofer fi kt, 

Embrac'd him in her arms, and thus embracing \ But the keen fauchion had no power torte 

dy'd. 2 v5 tmuſt; the blunted pe ELUIN d asam 

Ev'n ſtill me thinks, I ſee Phæocomes; Since dovenright baOW's, he cry d, and tiuuſts are! 

Strange was his habit, and as odd his drets, 95 prove his ſide: in ſtrong embraces held | 

Six lions hides, with thongs together fait, {He prov'd his fide; his fide the ſword rep&11'd * 


His upper part defended to his waiſt; 
And where man ended, the continued veſt | 
Spread on his back the houſs and trappings of a beaſt. 
A ſtump too heavy for a tem to draw 

(It ſeems a lable, though the fact ! ſaw z 

He threw at Pholon; the d leſcending | blow 

Divides the ſkull, and cleaves nis head in two. 
The brains, from noſe and month, and either ear, 
Game iNving out, as through a colendar 


| 
| 
- | 


Untouch'd his body, as a ſolid rock; 


\im'd at his neck at laſt, 


br« ke. 


He thruſt: and in his ſhoulde 


f 13 14 1 2 1 0 1 7 
His hollow belly echo'd to the ſtroke; 


the h lade in ſhivers 


Th' impaſſive knight ſtood idle, to deride ) 
His rage, and offcr'd oft his naked lice : ON. © 
At length, Now. wouſter, in thy turn, he cry d. 
Try thou the ren, on of Ceneus: at the \ vor 1 


plung 'd the ſword. 


— — 


r Leno Ing} 
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Then writh'd his hand; and as he drove it dawn, We praiſe not Hector; though his name, we know, 
5 in ht hreatt, ma le man wounds in one. 13 arcatl n arms; ti: ti id LO Pans A IVE. 

[he Centarrs ſaw, inta g'd, tu' unhop'd ſuceeſs; He, vour great father, level'd to the ground 
And ruihins on, 11 crowds, to ether pes; {Mettentia's towers: nor better fortune ound 
\ n | 1117) alo , The darts th enre IS, an Pylos; that | neigh bouring ita! A, 
Revuls'd t trom his fatcd bo flew, {And this my own ; both guiltlefs of their tate. 
Amaz'd they tto d; ti! Nlogychus began, | Topaſs the refl, twelve, wanting one, he flew; 
() (hame, a nation conquer'd by a man! My brethren, who their birth from Neu drew. 


\ wonamn-man; ver ;nore 2 nian is ne, 


1 * , 1 0 - * 0 i o by * * - * 
Wai Ou I 1 3 ana VV; ti 1 Vs 8. Are e. 


Now, what avail our nerves” tu' united force, 
(two the ſtrongeſt creatures, man and horſe: 
Nor goddeſs- born, nor of Ixion's feed, 


We feem (a lover built for Juno"s bed); 
tk. by this half man. Whole mountains throw 


ois at once, and bury tam below. 
o way remains. Nor need we doubt 
| ſoul within, though not to torce 1t out. 
nſtead of wounds: he chanc'd to 


—— ns HIRE HS; Ione 
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Vere ſouthern ſtorms had rooted up a trre; 
Tis, tals'd from carth, againſt the foc he threw 3 
enble (newn, his fellow .brutes purſue. 


With toreit- loads the warttor t 
Uthrys and Pelion ſoon were void of ſhade ; 
zreating groves were naked mountains made. þ 
| with the burden, Cæneus pants for breath 
on his ſhoulders hears the wooden death. 
we th in; olerable weight he tries; 
engt n it roſe above his mouth and eyes; 
Vet till he heaves: and itruggling with deſpair, 
Shakes all afide, and gains a gulp of air: 
hort relief, which but prolongs his pain 
He fa.nts by fits; and then FPG again: 
At laſt, the burden only nods above, 
As when an eart! * Ke tir $ = Idan grove, 
ed wem'd 
To moſt ; but otherwiſe our Mopſus deem'd, 
„ lie ſaw a yellow hird ariſe 
rom out the pile, and cleave the liquid ſkies : 
| ſaw it too: with golden ſeathers briglit, 
Nor e er before beheld ſo ſtrange a fight. 
Whom Mopſus viewing, as it ſoar'd around 
ur troop, and heard the pinions rattling ſound, 
All hail, he cry'd, thy country's grace and love; 


Douhtful his death: he ſfufocare 


Vho fat 


Thang'd to the 


All youths of early promiſe, had they liv'd 
By him they perifn'd : 1 alone ſurviv'd. 


Ihe reſt were eaſy conqueſts : but the fate 


01 Periclymenos is wondrous to relate. 


Lo him our common grandfire of the main 


Had given to change his form, and, chang'd reſume 


again. 


Vary'd at pleaſure, every ſhape he try*d; 


A! d in all beaſts Alcides Rin de ty d: 
Vanquiſh'd on earth, at length he ſoar'd above; 
ird, that bears the bolt of love 
Lhe new-difſembled eagle, now endu'd 

With peak and pounces, Hercules purſu'd, 
und cut *d his manty cheeks, and tore his face ; 


| Paen, fate retir'd, and tour'd in empty ſpace. 
hey invade: 7 
' (haqge ; ut, bending his inc vitable how, 
geached him in air. Giafnended is he fied: 
N CACHE lum in air, tulpengded as ne ſtood; 


\icides hore not long his flying ſoc; 


And in his pinion fix'd the ſeather'd wood. 
icht was the wound; but in the finew hung 
Ihe point; and his diſabled wing unſtrung. 
Ae wheePd in air, and ſtretch'd his vans in vain; 
= Vans no longer could his flight ſuſtain ; 
while one gather*d wind, one unſupply'd 
3 drooping down ; nor pois'd his other fide. 
te tel]; the ſhaft, that ſlightly was impreſs d, 
Now from his heavy fall with weight increas'd, 
Drove through his neck, aſlant; he ſpurns the ground, 
And the foul itfues through the weazon's wound, 
Now, brave commander of the Rhodian ſeas, 
What praiſe is due from me to Hercules? 
>ilence is all the vengeance I decree 
For my ſlain brothers; but tis peace with thee. 
Thus wirh a owing tongue old Neſtor ſpoke : 
hen, to full bowls each other they provoke : 
\t length, with wearineſs and wine oppreſs'd, 
They rift from table, and withdraw to reſt. 


Once firſt of men del v, no firſt of birds above. 

its author to the ſtory gave be af et 

bor us, our courage vas increas'd by grief; 

\lhan''d to fee a ſingle man, rin 1 

With odds, to fink beneath a _— titude: 

We pulh', 4 the foe, and forc'd to ame ful fight; 

Part fell; and part eſcap'd = ſavour of the night. 
tale, by Neſtor told, did much diſpleaſe 


Tlepolemus, the ſeed of Hercules: My brighteſt nephew, and whom belt J love, 

kor, oſten he had heard his ſacher ſay, * 2s [ N hoſe hands were join'd with mine, to raiſe the 
That e himſelf was preſent at the fray; | wall 

And more than ſhar*d the glories of the day. 5 Ot tottering Troy, now nodding to her fall; 


Old Chronicle, he ſaid, among the reſt, 
You might have nam'd Alc 1 at the leaſt: 
I; he not worth your praiſe? The Pylian prince 
vigh'd ere he ſpoke ; then = this proud defence. 
My tormer woes, in long oblivion drown'd, 
l would have loit ; but you renew the wound: 

letter to paſs him o' er, than to relate 
The cauſe I have your mighty fire to hate. 
His fame has fill'd the x orld, and reach'd the ky 3 - 
(Which, oh, I wiſh, with truth, I covid deny) 


The fire of C ygnus, monarch of the main, ? 
| Mean time, laments his ſon, in battle lain ; $ 
And vows the victor's death, nor vows in vain. 


For nine long years the ſmother*d pain he bore 
(Achilles was not ripe for fate before): 


He thus hefpoke the God that guides the year. 
Immortal offspring of my brother Jove ; 


[1 

| 

* 18 

þ Then when he faw the promis'd hour was near, 
| 


Doſt thou not mourn our power employ*d in vain, 

And the defenders of our city ſlain ? 

To paſs the reſt, could noble Hector lie 

Unpity'd, dragg'd around his native Troy? 

And yet the murderer lives; himſelf by tar 

A greater plague, than all the waſteful war: 

He lives ; the proud Pelides lives, to boaſt 

_ 7 town deſtroy'd, our common labour loſt * 
could I meet him! But I wiſh too late; 

7 prove my trident, is not in his fate. 


a 
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Bur let him try {for that's allaw'd) thy dart, 
And pierce his only penetrable part. 

Apollo bows to the ſuperior throne ; 
And to his uncle's anger adds bis own. 
Then in a cloud involy'd, he takes his Highit, 
Where Greeks and Trojans mix'd in mortal ght; 
And found out Paris, lurking where he toc, 
And ſtain'd his arrows with plcheian blood 
Pheebus to him alone the God conſeſsd, 
Then to the recreant knight he thus address 
Doſt thou not bluſh, to ſpend thy ſhafts in vin 
On a degenerate and ignoble tt aih ? 
If fame, or better vengeance, be thy care, 
There aim, and, with one arrow, end the war. 

He faid ; and ſhew*'d from far the blazing field 
And ſword, which but Achilles none could wield; 


Upſturted fierce :; and ind d with diſdain, 
Fager tO 11 tank, unahlt to contain 

| His boiling rage. he roll'd his che atound 

Ihe ſhore, and Grecian gailies lieul'd a-zrounrt. 

hen ſtretghing out his lands, O Jove, he cry d, 
Muſt then our cauſe before the fleet be ary 'd? 

| And cares Ulytles lor the prize contend, 

In ſiglit of whar he durſt not once delend ? 

But baſeiy fied that memorable da; 

| When 1 from Hector's 

| prey. 

So much 'tis ſafer at the noify bar 

| With words to flouriſh, tlian engage in war 

By different methods we maintain'd our right 

Nor am I made to talk, nor he to figlit. 

In bloody fields 1 labour to be great; 


And how he mov'd a' God, and mow'd the — His arms arc a ſmooth tongue, and ſoft deceit. 


. ing field. 

The Deity himſelf directs aright 

Ti inverom'd ſhaft; and wings the ſatal flizht. 
Thus fell the foremoſt of the Grecian name; 

And he, the baſe adulterer, boaſts the fame. 

A ſpectacle to glad the Trojan train; 

And pleaſe old Priam, after Hector ſlain. 


If by a female hand he had foreſeen © 7 
5 Lofing he wins, becaufe his name will he 


He was to die, his wiſh had rather been 

The lance and doubte ax of the fair warrior queen. 
And now, the terror of the Trojan tield, 

The Grecian honour, ornament, and ſhicld, 
High on a pile, th* unconquer'd chief is plac'd : 
The God, that arm'd him firſt, conſum'd at laſt, 
Of all the mighty man, the ſmall remain: 

A little urn, and fcarcely fill'd, contains. 

Yet great in Homer, ſtill Achilles lives; 

And, equal to himſelf, himſelf ſurvives, 

His buckler owns its former lord; and brings 
New cauſe of ſtriſe betwixt contending kings ; 
Who worthieſt, after him, his ſword to wicld, 
Or wear his armour, or ſuſtain his ſhield. 

Ev'n Diomgge ſat mute, with down-caſt eyes : 
Conſcious ovanted worth to win the prize: 
Nor Menelaus preſum'd theſe arms to claim, 
Nor he the king of men, a greater name. 

Two rivals only roſe: Laertes' fon, 

And the vaſt bulk of Ajax Telamon. 

The king, who cheriſh'd each with equal love, 
And from himſelf all envy would remove, 

Left both to be determin'd by the laws z 

And to the Grecian chiefs transferr'd the cauſe. 


i 
THE 
SPEECHE!S 


OF 


AJAX AND ULYSSES. 


FROM THE THIRTEENTH BOOK OF 


OVID's METAMORPHOSES. 


Nor need I ſpeak my deeds, for thoſe you fee 
| The ſun and day are witneſſes for me. 

Let him who fights unſeen relate his own, 
And vouch) the filent ſtars, and conſcious moon 
Great is the prize demauded, I cone, 

But ſuch an abject rival makes it lets. 

That gitt, thoſe honours, he but hop'd to gain, 
Can leave no room for Ajax to be vain : 


Ennobled by deſcat, who durſt contend with me 
Were mine own valour queltion'd, yet my blood 
Without that plea would make my title good : 

| My fire was Telamon, whoſe arms, employ'd 
With Hercules, theſe Trojan walls deſtroy'd ; 
And who before, with Jaſon, ſent from Greece, 
In the firſt ſhip brought home the golfen flecct: 
Great Telamon from Macus derives 

| His birth (th' inquiſitor of guilty lives 

In ſhades below; where Siſyphus, whoſe ſon 


ſtone). 

Juſt Xacus the king of Gods above 

Begot : thus Ajax is the third from Jove. 

Nor ſhould I ſeek advantage from my line, 

Unleſs, Achilles, it were mix'd with thine : 

As next of kin Achilles“ arms I claim; 

This fellow would ingraft a foreign name 

Upon our ſtock, and the Siſyphian ſeed 

By fraud and theft aſſerts his father's breed. 

Then muſt I loſe theſe arms, becauſe 1 came 

To fight uncall*d, a voluntary name? | 

Nor ſhunn'd the cauſe, but offer d you my aid, 

While he long lurking was to war betray d: 

Forc*d to the field he came, but in the rear; 

And feign'd diſtraction to conceal his fear : 

Till one more cunning caught him in the ſnare, 

Ill for myſelf) and dragg'd him into war, 

Now let a hero's arms a coward veſt, 

And he, who ſnunn'd all honours, gain the beſt; 

And let me ſtand excluded from my right, : 

Rohb*d of my Rinſman's arms, who firſt appear'd n 
fight. 

Better for us, at home he had remain'd, 

Had it been true the madneſs which he ſeign'd, 

Or ſo heliev'd; the leſo had been our ſhame, 

The leſs his counſel'd crime, which brands the Gre- 
clan name; 

Nor Philoctetes had been left inclos'd 


HE chiefs were ſet, the ſoldiets crown'd the In a bare iſle, to wants and pains expos'd, 


field: 
To theſe the maſter of the ſevenfold ſhield 


Where to the rocks, with ſolitary groans, 
| His ſufferings and our baſeneſs lie bemoans 3 


{ 
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And wiſhes (ſo may heaven his with fulfil) Hector came on, and brought the Gods along; 

he due reward to him who caus'd his ill. Fear ſeiz'd alike the feeble and rhe ſtrong: 

Now he, with us-to Frov's deſtruction ſworn, Each Greek was an Ulyſſes ; ſuch a dread 

Our brother of the war, by whom are borne Th” approach, and evin the found, of Hector 

f es' arrows, pert in narrow bounds, bred: 

With cold and hunger pincléd, and pain'd with Him, fleſh'd with ſlaughter, and with conqueſt 
oupds, croven'd, 

ro And him food and cloathing, muſt employ met, and over-turn'd him to the ground. 

F | the birds the ſhatts due to the fate of Troy. When after, matchleſs as he deem'd in might, 
vet Hie lives, and lives from treaſon free, | He challeng'd all our hott to ſingle fight, 
e left Uiyfles* company : * All eyes were fix'd on me: the lots were tarown ; 
Palamece might wiſh, ſo void of aid But for your champion I was wiſh'd alane: 
er to have been apps —_ ſo to death betray d. jYour vows were heard; we fought, and neither 
he coward bore the imm nn 4 * | yield 3 : 

Who tham'd him out of madneſs into fight: | Yet I return'd | unvarquiſh* d from the field. 

Nor, Caring otherwite to vent luis hate; [With Jove to friend th' inſulting Trojan came, 

d him fit of treaſon to the ſtate; And menac'd us with force, our fleet with flame : 

And tuen for proot product d the golden ſtore Was it the ſtrength of this tongue - valiant lord, 

Hinſſe lf ad hidden in huis tent before: ln that hlack hour that ſaved you from the ſword ? 

aus of two champions he de priv'd our hoſt, Or was my breaſt expos'd alone, to brave 

one, and! one by tre aſon loſt, A thouſand ſwords, a thouſand ſhips to ſave ? 
vs fichts Ulyfles, thus his fame extends, The hopes of your return! and can you yield, 
d midlable n þ wt to his friends: For a ſav'd fleet, leſs than a ſingle ſhield ? 

| hae 5 creatrets is in words and found : Think it no boaſt, O Grecians, if I deem 
ieitutul Neſtor leſs in both is jound: Theſe arms want Ajax, more than Ajax them; 
| trat he might without a rival reign, Or, I with them an equal honour ſhare ; 

is faithful Nettor on the plain; They honour'd to be worn, and I to wear. 

* his friend, ex*n at his utmoſt need, Will ke compare my courage with his flight? 

WHO wt d ard tardy, with his wounded | ſteed, As well he may compare the day with night. 
out for aid, and call'd him by his name; Night is indeed oY province of his reign : 
oward.ce has neither ears nor ſhame : * et all his dark exploits no more contain, 

us fits the good old man, berett of aid, Than a ſpy 8 and a fleeper ſlain; 
rd, for as much as lay in him, betray'd. A prieſt made priſoner, Pallas made a prey: 
d tl rot a able ſorg'd by me, But none of all theſe actions done by day: 

he one of his, an Ulyſſean lye, Nor auglit of theſe was done and Diomede away. 

I vouch ev'n Miomede, who, though his friend, if on ſuch petty merits you conſer 

Caynot that at excuſe, mM . ieſs defend: So vaſt a prize, let each his portion ſnhare; 

He call'd him back alond, ard tax'd his fear ; Make a juſt dividend; and if not all, 

And fun cnt" he heard, but r durft not hear. The greater part to Diomede will fall. 

Ine Gods with Fe eyes on mortals look But why for Ithacus ſuch arms as thoſe, 
ſtly was forſaken, who torſook : | Who naked and by night invades his foes ? 
vanted that ſuccour he reſus'd to lend, The glittering helm by moonlight will proclaira 
Hang every fellow ſuch another friend: The latent robber, and prevent his game: 
+0 wonder, if he roar'd that all might hear, Nor could he hold his tottering head upright 
s ©0CUtion was increas'd by fear : Jeneath that motion, or ſuſtain the weight; 
ard, ! ran, I found him out of breath, | Nor that right arm could toſs the beamy lance : 
etre mbling, and half dead with fear of death. Much leſs the left that ampler ſhield advance; 
ouch ke had judge a himſelf by his own laws, Ponderous with precious weight, and rough Wit'y 
| ood. condemn*d, I help*d the common » 208 | coſt 
my broad buc ler hid * from the (Of the round world in rifing gold emboſs'd, 
MX lhield trembling as he lay below); That orb would ill become his hand to w ield. 
ending fate the coward freed: \nd look as for the gold he ſtole the ſhield; 
n forgive me ſor ſo bad a deed ! ich ſhould your error on the wretch beſtow, 
will perſiſt, and urge the ſtriſe, It would not frighten, but allure the ſoe: 
Tier um give me back his forſcit life : | Whiy aſks he, what avails him not in fight, 
. turn to that rent jous tield; und would but cumber and retard his flight, 
under my protecting ſhield: in which his only excellence is plac'd ? 
me wounced, let the foe be near, {You g zive him death, that intercept his haſte, 
let ts Qu.vering heart conſeis his fear ; Add, th at his own is yet a maĩden-ſhield, 
"© put lum in the very jaws of fate; Tot the leaſt dint has ſuffer'd in the field, 
ed lum plead his cauſe in that eſtate; | Guiltlcſ; of fi ght: mine batter*d, hew'd, and bor'd, 
onen ſnatch'd from death, when from be- Vorn out of ſervic ICE, muſt ſorſake his lord. 
low v. hat farther need of words our right to ſcan ? 
wed hield I loos'd and let him go, {My arguments are deeds, let action ſpeak the man, 
;, _* *Kavens, how lieht he roſe, with what al. ound Sin ice from a champion's arms the (triſe aroſe, 
f g trom earth, forgetful of his bo ound; So caſt the glorious prize amid the focs; 
ch. how eager then his ſeet to ply ; (Then ſcnd us to redeem both arms and ſhield, 


not ſtrenath to Rand, had . ſpeed to fly And let him wear wif veins them in the fleld, 
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He ſaid: a murmur from the multitude, 
Or ſomewhat like a ſtifled ſhout, enſued: 
Till from his ſeat aroſe Lacrtes* ſon, 
Look*d down awhile, and paus'd ere he begun; 
Then to th' expecting audience rais*d his look, 
And not without prepar'd attention ſpoke: 
Soft was his tone, and ſober was his face; 
Action his words, and words his action grace. 


If heaven, my lords, had heard our common prayer, 


"Theſe arms had caus'd no quarrel for an, heir; 
Still great Achilles had his own poſſeſs 

And we witli great Achilles had been ble 8 d. 
But ſince hard fate, and heaven's ſevere decree, 

Have raviſh'd bim away from you and me 
{At this he ſigh'd, and wip'd his eyes, and drew, 
Or ſeem' d to draw, ſome drops of kindly deve); 
Who better can ſucceed Achilles loſt, 

Than he who gave Achilles to yourhoſt: ? >.” 
This only I 
May gain, by being what he ſeems to be, 

A ſtupid thing, nor I may loſe the prize, 

By having ſenſe, whioh heaven to him denies: 
Since, great or ſmall, the talent I enjoy'd 
Was ever in the common cauſe employ*d : 

Nor let my wit, and wonted eloquence, 

Which often has been us'd in your deſence 
And in my own, this only time be brought 
To bear againſt myſelf, and deem'd a fault. 
Make not a crime where nature made it none ; 
For every man may freely uſe his own. 

The deeds of long- deſcended ance ſtors 
Are but by grace of imputation ours, 

Theirs in effect: but ſince he draws his line 
From ſove, and ſeems to plead a right divine; 
From Jove, like him, I claim my pedigree, 
And am deſcended in the ſame degree : 

My fire Laertes was Arcefius? heir, 

Arcefius was the ſon of Jupiter : 

No parricide, no baniſh*d man, is known 
In all my line : let him excuſe his own, 
Hermes ennobles too my mother's fide, 

By both my parents to the Gods ally'd ; 

But not becauſe that on the female part 
My blood is better, dare I claim deſert, 

Or that my fire from parricide is free; 

But judge by merit betwixt him and me: 

The prize be to the beſt; provided yet, 

That Ajax for a while his kin forget, 

And his great fire, and greater uncle s name, 
To fortify by them his feeble claim : 

Be kindred and relation laid afide, 

And honour's cauſe by laws of honour try'd : 
For if he plead proximity of blood, 

That empty title is with eaſe withſtood. 

Peleus, the heio's fre, more nigh than he, 

And Pyrrhus his undoubted progeny, 

Inherit firit theſe trophies of the field ; 

To Scyros, or to Phthia, ſend the ſhield : 

And Teucer has an uncle's right; yet he 
Waves his pretenſions, nor contends with me. 

Then, tince the cauſe on pure deſert is plac'd, 

Whence ſhall I take my riſe, what reckon laſt ? 
I not preſume on every act to dwell, 

But take theſe few, in order as they fell. 

Thetis, who knew the fates, apply* d her care 

To keep Achilles in diſguiſe from war; 

And till the threatening influence were paſt, 

A woman's habit on the kero ca ® 
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requeſt, that neither he J\. 
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All eyes were 
and Ajax 


Whom, by this act reveal”: 
G Goddeſs born, 
The fall of Hium is referv* c tor thee ; 

Then ſeiz'd him, and, produc'd in open light, 
Sent bluſhing to: 
Mine then are all the actions of the War; 
Great Telephus was conquer'd by my ſpear, 
And after cur'd: 
Leſbos and 
Scyros and Cylla: not on — to dwe:l, 
By me Lyrnefus and ſtron 


And met 


| Scarce held their 


cozen'd by the borrow'd veſt, 
(never wiſer than the re it) 
ound no Pelides there ; at length 1 came 


With ere wares to this pretended dame z 
She, not diſcover'd by her mein or voice, 


etray d her manhood by her marly choice; 


And while on female toys her fellows look, 


raſp'd in her warlike hand, 4 javelin ſhook ; 
thus be {pok e 
reſiſt n ot heaven's decree, 


he field the fatal Knight. 


to me the Thehans owe, 
Tenecos, their ov OP 3 ; 

0 hryſa fell 

And fince ſent the man wWio Hector flew, 
o me the r oble Hector's death is duc; 


Thoſe arms I put into his living hand, 
Thoſe arms, Pelices dead, 


I now demand 


When Greece was injur'd in the Spa ir ce 
at Aulis to revenge th' e 


ſts, that Te 


rtan ! 
z 


"Twas a dead calm, or adverſe blu 


And in the port the wind- bound fleet detain'd: 
Bad figns were feen, and oracles ſevere 

Were daily thunder*d in our-general's ear ; 
That by his daughter's hlood we muit appeaſe 
Diana's kindled wrath, and free the ſeas. 
Affection, intereſt, fame, his heart affail'd ; 
But ſoon the 
Bold, on hiraſelf he took the pious crime, 

As angry with the Gods, as they with him, 
No fubhject could ſuſtain their ſovereign's look, 
Till this hard enterprize I undertook : 


father o'er the king pievail'd: 


| only durit th* imperial power control, 


And undermin'd the parent in his ſoul ; 


Forc'd him t' exert the king for common good, 

Ard pay our ranſom with his daughter*s blood. 

Never was cauſe more difficult to plead 

Than where the judge againſt himſelt decreed 

Vet this I won by dint of argument ; 

The wrongs his injur'd brother underwent, 

And his own office, ſham'd him to conſent. 
"Twas harder yet to move the mot her's mind, 

And to this heavy taſk was I deſign'd: 

Reaſons againſt her love I knew were vam; 

[| circumvented whom I could not gain: 

Had Ajax been employ'd, our ſlacken' d ſails 

Had ſtill at Aulis waited happy galcs. 

Arriv'd at Troy, your choice 
me, 

A fearleſs envoy, fit for a bald embatly : 

Secure, I enter*d through the hoſtile court, 

Glittering with ſteel and crouded with retort: 

There in the midſt of arms, I plead ont cauie, 

Ur re the foul rape, olate lav 

Accuſe the ſoes, as authors of the ſtriſe, 

Reproact h the raviſher, deman d the wiſe. 

priam. Antenon, and the wiſer few, 

mov'd; but Paris and luis lawleſs crew 

hands, and lifted ſwords 


100 d ; 


Was fix'd UL 


andy 


ſtood : 
In act to quench their impious thirſt of 


| This Mene! laus knows ; expos'd to th 1 
; With me the rough preſudium of the war. 


— — 


d on 


but 
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Endlefs it were to tell what I have done, 
In arms, or counſel, ſince the ſiege begun: 
The firſt encounters paſt, the foe repell'd, 
They ſculk'd within the town, we kept the field, 
War ſcem'd | aſleep for nine long ycars; at length, 
Poth lides reſolv d to puſh, we try'd our ſtrength, 
Now wirat did Ajax while our arms took breath, 
Vers'd Leah in the groſs mechanic trade of death? 
t you requi e my deeds, with ambuth'd arms 
| trapp'd the foe, or tit'd with falſe alarms ; 
e ſhips, drew lines along the plain, 
The fainting chear'd, chaſtis*d the rebel · train, 
Provided for age, our ſpent arms renew'd; 
kool 'd at home, or ſent abroad, the common 
cauſe purſu'd. 
The king, deluded in a dream by Jove, 
Deſpair'd to take the town, and order'd to remove. 
Wat t ſubject durſt arraign the power ſupreme, 
euere. Jove to juſtify his dreum? 
Ajax might with the ſoldiers to retain 
From ihameful ſlight, but wiſhes were in vain; 
az wanting of etfect had been his words, 
duch as of courſe his blundcring tongue affords. 
But did this boaſter threaten, did he pray, 
Or his own example urge their ſtay ? 
None none of theſe, but ran himſelf away. 
I ſaw him run, and was aſham'd to ſee ; 
Who plv* his feet fo faſt to get aboard as be ? 
Then, ſpeefing through the place, I made a ſtand, 
d, O baſe degenerate band, 
To ieave a town already in your hand, 
Atter ſo long expence of blood, for fame, 
10 bring home nothing but perpetual ſhame ! 
what 1 have forgotten tince, 
YT grief infpir'd me then with <loquence) 
Re'uc i their minds, they leave the crowded port, 
1 to their late forſaken camp xeſort ; 
VPinay'd the council met: this man was there, 
mute, ad not recover'd of his fear: 
rites tax'd the king, and loudly rail'd, 
dat lus wide-openine mouth with blows I ſeal'd. 
ben, rifing, I excite their ſouls to ſame, 
and kipdle ficeping virtue into flame. 
tence, whatever he perform'd in fight 
G5 Juftly mine who drew him back from flizht 
„uch of the Grecian chiefs conſorts with thee ? 
But D:omede defires my company, 
1 1 cominunicates his praiſe with me. 
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And let dull Ajax bear away my richt, 
When all his days out-balance this one night. 
Nor fought 1 darkling ſtill: the ſun beheld 


You ſaw and counted as I paſs'd along, 
Alaſtor, Cromius, Ceranos the ſtrong, 
Alcander, Prytanus, and Halius, 
Noemon, Charopes, and Eunomus, 
Choon, Cherſidamas; and five beſide, 
Men of vbſcure deſcent, but courage try'd : 
All theſe this hand laid breathleſs on the ground 
Nor want I proof of many a manly wound: 
All honeſt, all before : believe not me; 
Words may deceive, but credit what you ſee. 
At this he bar'd his breaſt, and ſhew'd his ſcars, 
As of a turrow*d field, well plough'd with wars ; 
Nor is this part unexercis'd, ſaid he ; 
That giant bulk of his from wounds is free: 
Safe in his ſhield he fears ro {ce to try, 
And better manages his blood than I: 
But this avails me not, our boaſter ſtrove 
Not with our foes alone, but partial Jove, 
To ſave the fleet: this I confeſs is true 
(Nor will I take from any man his due): 
But thus aſſuming all, he robs from you. 
Some part of honour to your ſhare will fall, 
He did the beſt indeed, but did not all. 
Patroclus* in Achilles“ arms, and thought 
The chief he ſeem'd, with equal ardour fought 3 
Preſerv'd the fleet, repell'd the raging fire, 
And ſorc'd the fearful Trojans to retire. 
But Ajax hoaſts, that he was only thought 
A match for Hector, who the combat fonght z 
Sure he forgets the king, the chiefs, and me; 
All were as eager for the fight as he; 
He, but the ninth, and not by public voice, 
Gr ours preſerr'd, was only fortune's choice: 
They touzht ; nor can our hero boaſt th* event, 
For Hector from the field unwounded went. 
Vhy am I ſorc'd to name that fatal day, 
That ſnatch'd the prop and pride of Greece away? 


'| ſaw Pelides fink, with pious grief, 


And ran in vain, alas! to his relief; 
Por the brave foul was fled : full of my friend, 


[ raſa” 4 11150 the war, his relics to defend: 


' 


Nor ceas'd my toil till I redeem'd the Preys 


| And, loaded with Achilles, march'd away 
3 {Thoſe arms, which on theſe ſhoulders then 1 bore, 


"Tis juſt you to theſe ſhoulders ſhou; d reſtore. 
You ſee 1 want not nerves, who could ſuſtain 


None is endued with a more grateful mind, 

Nid Thetis then, ambitious in her care, 

heſe arms thus labour'd for her fon prepare; 
That Ajic after him the heavenly gift ſhould 


o tim the ſculptures of the ſhield, 


As gui led hy a God, ſecure he ron, 

A n | with my ſello vhip, amid the foes; 

Any ſure no little me it 1 may boaſt, The ponderous ruins of fo great a man: 

hom tach à man ſelects from fach an hoſt; Or if in others equal force you find, 

0 y lots, I went without affright, 

*2 care with him the dangers of the niglit: | 

e e fame errand fc ent, we met the ſpy iT 

Hector, douhle --tongued, and us'd to lye; | 

um le diſpatch'd, but not ti il, undermin'd, | wear ? 

10 lum firſt to tell what "treacherous Troy de- For i at dull ſoul to ſtare with ſtupid eyes, 
fien'd: On the learn'd unintelligible prize ! 

My tak periorm”: d, with praiſe I had retir'd, WI at are t 

60 0 = tent with this, to greater praiſe aſpir'd; Heaven's planets, earth, and ocean's watery b 


Rhœſus, and his Thracian crew, 
and his, in their own ſtrength, I ſlew ; 
1 eturn 10 a victor, all my vows complete, 

i the king's chariot, in his royal ſeat: 

*tuſe me now his ar ms, whoſe fiery ſteeds 


ere promis'd to the ſpy for his nocturnal deeds ; 
Vor. III. 


0 


The Plei:v 55 Hyads ; leſs and greater Bear, 
Undipp'd in ſeas; Orion's angry ſtar; 

Two differing cities, grav'd on either hand? 
Would he wear arms he cannot underſtand t 
Beſide, hat wiſe ohjeQtions he prepares 
Againſt my late acceſſion to the wars 
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With ſlaughter'd Lycians when J ſtrew'd the fleld: 
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Does not the foo! perceive his argument 

Is wit! mor* force arainſt Achilles bent? 
For if qiſſem l he fo great a crime, 

The favir is common, and the ſame in him: 
And if he ravcs both of long dels 
My gu''t is lefs, who ſooner came away. 

His pi ous mother, anxious ſor his life, 
Detain'd her ſon ; and me my pious wife, 

To them rhe blooms of our youth were due: 
Cur river manhood we reſerv'd for vou 

But grant me guilty, tis not much my care, 
When with fo great a man my gut [ ſhare: 
My wit to wa: the match 61 hero brought, 
But by this fool he never had been caught. 
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Nor need 1 wonder that on me he threw 
Such {oul afperfions, when he ſpares not you: 
If Palamede unjuiil/ fell by me, 

Your honourſuffer'd in tit? u not decrce ; 
but accus'd, you doon:?d ; an: | yet he dy'd, 
Co. ed treaſon, and was faifly try'd: 
You heard rot he was ſalſe; your eycs keheld 
The traitor manifeſt : the bribe reveald 

Thar Kg loctetes is on Leinnns eſt, 

Wor.nded, for!lorn, cf an aid bereft, 

Is not my crime, or ot my crime alone 

Defenc your juitice, for tue fact's your own : 

Tis true, th' advice was mine; that ſtaying 
there 


He might his weary limbs with reſt repair, 
From a lone vovare free. and from a longer war. 
He toon the counſel, and he lives at leait ; 

Th' evert fc:lares I counſel'd for the beſt: 
Though faith is all, in minitters of ſtate; 

For who cin promiſe to be fortunate ? 

Now tince his arrows are t! ie late of Troy, 

Do rot my wit, or weak adCreſs. mploy; 
Send Ajax there, with his perſuative ſenſe, 

Jo mollify the man, and e im thence : 
But Xan thus ſhall run backward; Ida ſtand 

A leatleſs mountain; and the Grecian hand 
Shall ficht for I roy; if, when my countcis fail, 
The wit of heavy A} AX can prevall. 

Hard Philo tete $, exerciſe thy ſpleen 
Againſt t! * tel!ows., and the kin- of men; 
Curſe me devoted head, above the reſt, 

Ayd wiſh in arms to meet me hreaſt to breaſt : 
Vet I the dangerous taſk wiii undertake, 
And either die myſelf, or bring the back 

Nor douht the ſame ſucceſs, as when before 
3 an p wophet to theſe tents | hore, 


1a 


** 


Surriizd by n and fo-c'd him to declare 
In Kat wn. e. the torture of the war ; 
Hcaven's dark de crets ave anſwers to Gilplay, 


And now to 


133 


ver this ! boek. and trom Troy convey'd 
1224 image Of t the ir 2v. rdan maid; 


at work was mire :; for err thoue h our friend, 


ke the town, and where the ſecret 


Yet while the was in Troy, di 0 roy dt d. 
Now what as gj one, or t deſfi;m'd ? 

A noiſy notliing, and ar empty wind. 

If b: be what he promiſes in the 4 

Woy was I ſent, and why fear'd he to 302 

Our hoaſting champion thouent the ta, not liglit 
Jo paſs the guards, commit himſelf to. vight: 
Rot 079 trough a hoſtile town to 1-3 [ 


3 


Hut 1caic, with ſteep aſcent, the lac 1 #1 place; 
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With wandering ſteps to ſearch the citadel, 
And from tae prieſts their patroneſs to ſte al: 
Phen through ſurrounding foes to force 


| 


«nd bear in triumph home the he en prey ; a 1 
ich had J not, Ajax in vain b : . 
Neiore that mon ſtrous b. I,, his erent ſhield. k 
hat night to conquer 1 o, ht be faid, 5 
When Troy was liable to oaqutit ad. 

Why po! int ' it thou to ay Pa tmncrt ſſe war? 5 
Tydides had indeed a worthy ſhare [) of 
In all my toil and but »hey thy might * ; 
Our ſhips prote didſt tho ungly figlt? 
An :o'n'd, and t f raIny wert hut one * 

afk d uo friend, or nag out þ im alone: 7 
Who, har! ot been wel 1ffur*d, that art 
And cor diic u _ of war tur better part, f 
And more avail'd than ſtrength, my valiant ſriend Th 
[4 d urg'd a , ter right, than Ajax can pretend: No 
As go F.uivpyius may clan, Tin 
And the more moderate Ajax of the name: 
The Cretan k g, anc! His brave chario — - 
And Menelaus bold with ſword and ſpear On 2 
All. theſe had been my rivals in the ſhield, Une 
{And yer all the le to my prerenſions yield. Inſc: 
Tay hoifterovs hands are then of uſe, when ! gut! 
[With this the ctivg ne ad thoſe hands apply 
Bran w:thout brain is n ine 2 my prudent cate 


{ Foreſces, provides, adminitters the war : 

| Tiy province is to fight, but when ſhall be 

Thie ime to fight, tlie king conſults with 

No diam of judgment with thy torce is join'd 3 

Thy body is of profit, and my mind. 

By how much more the ſhip of ſafety owes 

To lim who ſtcers, than him that only rows 3 

Ry how much more the captain merits praiſe 

Than he who fights, and fighting but obeys ; 

By fo much greater is my worth than thine, 

ho canſt but execute what I deſign. 

What gain'ſt thou, brutal man, it 1 confeſs 

Thy ſtrength ſuperior, when thy wit is leſs? 

Mind is the man: I claim my whole deſert 

From the min«.*s vigour, and.th* immortal part. 
But you, O Grecian chieſs, reward n:y care, 

Ne grateſul to your watchman of the war; 

For all my labours in ſo long a ſpace, 

Sure | may plead a title to your grace: 

Enter the town ; I] then onharr*d the gates, 

hen 1 remov'd their tutclary fares. 

By all our common hopes, it Lopes they be 

Which 1 have row reduc'd to certainty ; 

By failng Troy, by yonder tottering towers, 

And by their taking Cods, wh n no.] ats ours; 

Or if ther eycta tarther taſk rema is 

To be perto m'd by prude nce or by pins 3 

if yet ſome detperate action reſts behind, 

That aſks high conduct, and a dat: ntleſ $ mind; 

If avzht be wanting to the Trojan « 

' Which none hot I can n' ge an 

Award thoſe arms $ aſk, by 

Gr give tO | at yon. re; ule to 

| le cas“ 
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and cealing with rc! pe ct he how ' 
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with his hard at once the ſatal ſtatue ſhov 
air, and ocean rung, with loud 
plauſe, 

And by the gereral vote he gain'd his cauſe. 
Thus conduct won the prize, when courage ! 
vnd eloquence o'er brutal force prevail'd, 
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In ſwiſtneſs fleeter than the flying hind, 
Or driven tempeſts, or the driving wind. 
All other ſaults with patience I can bear; 
But ſwiſtneſs is the vice I only fear. 

Yet, if you knew me well, you would not ſhun 
My love, but to my wiſh'd embraces run: 
Would languith in your turn, and court my ſtay 
And much repent of your unwiſe delay, 

My palace, in the living rock, is made ? 
By nature's hand: a ſpacious plcating ſhade; 
Which neither heat can pierce, nor cold invade, 5 
My garden fill'd with fruits ycu may behold, 

And grapes in cluſters, imitating gold; 

Some bluthing bunches of a purple ue: 

And theſe, and thoſe, are all reſerv'd for you, 

Red ſtrawberries in ſhades expecting ſtand, 

Proud to be gathei*d by ſo white a hand. 
Autumnal cornels later fruit provide, 

And plumbs, to tempt you, turn their gloſſy ſide: 
Not thoſe of common kinds; but ſuch alone, 

As in Pheacian orchards might have grown : 

Ner cheſtnuts ſhall be wanting to your food, 

Nor garden-ſruits, nor wildings of the wood; 
The laden boughs for you alone ſhall bear; 

And yours ſhall he the product of the year. 

The flocks, you ſee, are all my own ; beſide 
The reſt that woods and winding vallies hide ; 
And thoſe that folded in the caves ahide. 

Aſk not the numbers of my growing ore ; 
Who knows how many, knows he has no more. 
Nor will I praiſe my cattle ; truſt not me, 

But judge yourſelf, and paſs your own decree: 
Behold their ſwelling dugs; the ſweepy weight 
Of ewes, that fink beneath the milky freight : 
In the warm ſolds their tender Inbkins le; 
Apart from kids, that call witli human cry 
New milk in nut-brown bowls is duly ferv'd 
For daily drink; the reſt for cheeſe reſerv'd. 
Nor are theſe houthold dainties all my ſtore: 
The fields and foreſts will afford us more; 
The deer, the hare, the coat, the ſavage boar. 
All ſorts of veniſon; and of birds the heſt; 

A pair ot turtles taken from the neſt ; 

I walk's the mountains, and two cubs I found, 
Whoſe dam had left em on the naked grou nd; 
So like, tliat no diſtinction could be. ſeen; 

So pretty, they were preſents fe for a queen; 
And ſo they {t;all ; I took them both away; 
And keep, to be companions of your play. 

Oh raiſe, fair nymph, your beauteous face ahove 
The waves; nor ſcorn my preſents, and my love. 
Come Calatea, come, and view my face; 

J late bcheld ie in the watery glaſs, 

And found it lovelier than I tear d it was. 
Survey my towering ſtature, and my ſize: 
Not Jove, the-Jove you dream, that rules the ſkies, 
Bears ſuch a bulk, or is ſo largely ſpread : 
My locks (the plenteous harveſt of my head) 
Rang o*er my manly face; and dangling down, 
As with a ſhady grove, my ſhoulders crown. 
Nor thi nk, tecauſe my limbs and body bear 
A thick-ſet underwood of briſiling hair, 
ty have deſorm'd: what ſouler ſight can be, 
Than the hald branches of a leafleſs tree? 

oul is the ſteed without a flowing mane: 
And birds, without their feathers and their train. 
Wool decks the ſheep; and man receives a grace 
From buſhy limbs, and from a bearded face. 


PO EMS. 
My forehead with a ſingle eye is fill'd, Hs o 
Round as a ball, and ample as a ſhield. Ard, 
The glorious lamp of heaven, the radiant fun, Puten 
Is Nature's eye; and ſhe's content with one. With 


Add, that my father ſways your ſeas, and I, 

Like you, am of the watery family. 

I make you his, in making you my own 

You I adore, and kneel to you alone : 

Jove, with his faded thunder, I deſpiſe, 

And only fear tlic lightning of your eyes. 

Frown not, fair nymph; yet I could bear to be py 

Diſdain'd, if others were diſdain'd with me, 

But to repulfe the Cyclops, and prefer 

{The love of Acis, heavens! I cannot bear. 

But let the ſtripling pleaſe himſelf; nay more, 

Pleaſe you, though that's the thing 1 moſt abhor ; 

The boy ſhall find, if cer we cope in fight, 

Theſe giant limbs endu'd with giant might. . 

His living bowels from his belly torn, 

And ſcatter'd limbs ſnall on the flood be borne, 

Thy flood, ungrateſul nym ph; and fate ſhall find 0 

That way ior thee and Acis to be join'd. 2 

For oh! I burn with love, and thy diſdain | 

Augments at once my paſſion and my pain. Cons 

Tranflated /Etna flames within my heart, 4 

And thou, inhum 1an, wilt not caſe my ſmart. 
Lan enting thus in vain, he 1ofe and ſtrode 

With furious paces to the neighbouring wood ; wor 

Neſtleſs his feet, diſtracted was his walk; 

Mad were his motions, and confus'd his talk. A & 

Mad as the vanquiſh'd bull when forc'd to yield IA. 

His lovely miſtreſs, and forſske the field. And fil] 
Thus far unſeen I ſaw; when, fatal chance Nero 

His looks directing, with a ſudden glance, 

Acis and I were to his fight betray*d : 

Where, nought ſuſpecting, we ſecurely-play'd. 

From his wide mouth a bellowing cry he calt; | To cult 

| fee, J tee, but this ſhall be your laſt. Ui 

A roar fo loud made A tna to rebound; U 

And all the Cyclops labour'd in the found, 

Affrighited with his monſtrous voice, I fied } | BY 

And in the neighbouring ocean plung'd my head. q 

Poor Acis turn'd his back, and, help, he cry*c, ) 

Help, Galatea, help, my parent Gor's, 

And take me dying to your deep aboves. 

The C yclops follow? d; but he ſent heſore 

A rib, which from the living rock he tore : 

Though but an angle reach'd him of the ſtone, 

The mighty fragment was encu h alore, 60 

To cruth all Acis; *twas too late to fave, f 

But whliat the fates allow*'d to give, I gave: 

That Acis to his lineage ſhould return; 

And roll, among the river Gods, his urn, 

Straight iſſued from the ſtone a ſtream of blood; 

Which loſt the purple, mingling with the ſlood. 

Then like a troubled torrent it appear'd: 

The torrent too, in little ſpace, was clear d 

The ſtone was cleft, and through the ; awn'r 

chink 

New reeds aroſe, on the new river's brink. 

The rock, from out its hollow womb diſcos 

A ſound like water in its courfe oppos'd: 

When (wondrous to behold) full in the flood, 

Up ſtarts a youth, and nav el- high he ſtoo 

Horns from his temples ri fe ; and either horn 

Thick wreaths of reeds (his native growth) adorny 

Were not his ſtature taller than before, 

* bulk augmented, and his beauty more, 


ern, 
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Put nune NO more, he rolls along the Plans 
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Jis ov! lows Mues ſor Acis he might paſs: 
ad cs chang'd into a ſtream lie wes. 


With rapid motion, ind his name retains. 
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s is ſought, to guide the growing ſtate, 
J One able to ſupport the public weight, 
ind fil] te throne where Romutus had fate. 
Renown, veluch oft beſpcaks the public vouths 
ecommenced Numa to their choice 
<etul, pious prince; Who, not content 
v the Sabine rites, his ſtudy bent 
ate his mind; to learn the laws 
e, and explore their hidden cauſe: 
this care, his country he ſorſook, 
tona thence his journey took. 
„ut fit enquar'd the founcer's name 
| ory * ann whence he came. 


4 1£1310r o' The place replies, 
cu ous of antiquities) 
'es tinher cook his way 
Pain, and drove along his conquer'd prey 
the fields {us grazing cows; 
eit 1ONIE hnoſpita le houſe: 
entertain'd his godlike gueſt; 
repan'd his weary limbs with reſt. 
ence depat ting, bleſs*d the place; 
laid, in 'T :me's revolving race, 
1 ftnall take its name from thee 3 
ne fulfi:!'d the prophecy :; 
the juſteſt man on e arth, 
4 4; Argos had his birth: 
;  arm*d with his club of oak, 
ow CE in 4 dream, and thus beſpoke z 
native ſoil, and make abode 
taris rolls down his rapid flood; 
es and ſleep f ſook lim, and the God. 


"nz he wah'd, and roſe with anxious heart; 


V laws torbad him to depart : 


1 * 
he do Twas death to go away; 
a. 1 { {ve mera 4 if he > dar'd to tug 


f z 


„„ counted; and when night came on, 
dt lame Larewarning dream, begun: 
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Once more the God Rood threatening o'er his head: 
With added cyrſes if he diſobey'd. 
Twice wa:n'd, he ſtudy'd flight; but would convey, 
At once, his p<rfon and his wealth away: 
Thus while he linge:*d, his defign was heard 
A ſpeedy proceſs tormd, and death declar'd. 
Witneſs there needed none of his offence, 
Againit himſelf the wretch was evidence: 
Condemn'd, and deititute of human aid, 
To him, for wt om he ſuffer'd, thus he pray'd: 
0 Power, who haſt deferv'd in heaven a throng 
Not given, but by thy labours made thy own, 
Piry thy ſupplant, and protect his cauſe, 
Whom thou hatt made obnoxious to the laws. 
A cuſtom was of old, and ftill remains, 
Which life or death by ſuffrages ordains; 
White ftones and black within an urn are caſt, 
he firſt abſolve, but fate is in the laſt : 
The Judges to the common urn bequeath 


Their votes, and drop the ſable ſigns of death; 


The box receives all black; but pour'd from thence 


The ſtones came candid forth, the hue of innocence, 
Thus Alimonides his ſafety won, 

Preſerv'd from death by Alcumena's ſon: 

Then to his kinſman Cod his vows he pays, 

And cuts with proſperous gales ti Ionian ſeas 3 

He leaves Tarentum, ſavour'd by the wind, 

And Thurine bays, and Temiſes, behind; 

[Soft Sibaris, and ali the capes that ſtand 

Along the ſhore, he makes in fight of land; 


Still dou! ing . ſtill coaſting, till he ſound 


The mout!, of Z£faris, and promis d ground: 
Then ſaw where, on the margin of the flood, 

The tomb that held the bones of Croton ſtood: 

| Here, by the God's command, he built and wall'd 
The place prediQer : and Crotona call'd : 

Thus fame, from time to time, delivers down 

Phe ſure trad; tion of th' Italian town, 

Here dwelt the man divine whom Samos bore, 
But now ſclf-banith'd from his native ſhore, 
Becaute he hated tyrants, nor could bear 
The chains which none but ſervile fouls will wear: 
He, though from heaven remote, to heaven could 

move, 
With ſtrength of mind, and tread th* abyſs above; 
And per ctrate, with his interior light, 
Thoſe upper depths, which Nature hid from fights 
And what he had obferv'd and learnt from thence, 
Lov'd in familiar language to diſpenſe. 

The crowd with fiient admiration ſtand, 

And heard him, as they heard their God's command; 
While he dif: ours of heaven's myſterious laws, 
The world's origin al, and nature's cauſe; 
And what was Cod, and why the fleecy ſnows 
In filence fell , and rattling winds aroſe ; 

What ſhook the ſledfaſt earth, and whence begun 

The dance of planets round the radiant ſun; 

It thuncer was the voice of angry Jove, 

Or clouds, with nitre pregnant, burſt above: 

Of theſe, and things beyond the common reach, 
He ſpoke, and charmꝰd his audience with his ſpeech, 
He firſt the taſte of fleſh from tables drove, 
| And wry well, if arguments could move 
O mortals from your fellows blood a Rain, 
Nor ta nt your bodies with a food profane: 
Wh. le corn and pulſe by nature are beſtow'd, 

And planted orchards bend their willing load ; 
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270 DRYDEN 
While labour'd gardens wholeſome herbs produce, 
And teeming vines afford their generous juice; 
Nor tardier fruits of cruder kind are loſt, 

But tann'd with fire, or mellow'd by the froſt ; 
While kine to pails diſtended udders bring, 

And bees their honey redolent of ſpring ; 

While earth not only can your needs ſupply, 

But, laviſh of her ſtore, p:ovides for luxury; 

A guiltleſs feaſt adminiſters with eaſe, 

And without blood is prodigal to pleaſe, 

Wild beaſts their maws with. their lain brethren fill, 
And yet not all, for ſome reſuſe to kill: 

Sheep, goats, and oxen, and the nobler ſtecd, 

On browz, and corn, the flowery meadow feed. 
Bears, tigers, wolves, the lion's angry brood, 
Whom heaven endued with principles of blood, 
He wiſely ſunder'd trom the reſt, c yell 

In foreſts, and in lonely caves to dwell, 

Where itronger beafts oppreſs the weak by might, 
And all in prey and purple feaſts delight. 

O impious,ufe ! to Nature's laws oppos'd, 
Where towels are in other bowels clos'd : 
Where, fatten'd by their fellows? fat, they thrive; 
Maintain'd by murder, and by death they live. 


(So {ati} 'tis ſometimes too nivuych ro ale!) 
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And daily to give down the milk ſhe bred, 

A tribute te the graſs on which ſhe fed 

Living, boch to0d and raiment ſhe ſupplies, 

And is of icaft advantage when ſhe dies. 
How did the toiling ox his death deferve, 

A downright ſimple drudge, and horn tc ſ-rye ? 

O tyrant! hat juſtice canſt thou b ope 

The promiſe of tlu yer, a plenteovs crow; 

hen thou de {troy} thy Tabouring f cer, who te 

And plow*d, with pains, thy «fe ung ate ful feld“ 

From his yet reeking neck to draw the yoke, 

that neck with which the {erly co he broke; 

And to the hatchet yield ity huſbaneman, 

Who firiſh'd autumn, and the fpring hegan! 

Nor this alone] hut heaven itſett to bribe, 

We tothe Gods our ,mypicts acts afcribe: 

Firit recompente with acath then creature“; toil, - 

Then call the ble(3'd above to Hare the ſpoil; 


he tarrent victim muilt 1';c powers anpeaſr : 
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Ap 'rple fillet his broad bravs ados, 
With flower; 
He hcars the nurderous prayer the prieſt prefers, 
But underſtands not, tis hx 
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*Tis then for noug ht that mother earth provides Bebolds the meal herwixt hs topics ca? 
The ſtores of all the ſhows, and all ſhe hides, (The truit and product of his labovrs pait) ; 
If men with fleſhly morſels muſt be ted, [And in the water views perhaps the-knite 


And chew with bloody teeth the breathing bread ; 
What elſe is this but to devour our gueſts, 

And barbarouſly renew Cyclopean feaſts ! 
We, by deftroying life, our life ſuſifin ; 

And gorge the ungodly maw with meats obſcene. 

Not fo the golden age, who fed on fruit, 

Nor durſt with bloody meals their mouths pollute. 
Then birds in airy ſpace miglit ſafely move, 
And timorous hares on heaths ſecurely rove : 
Nor needed fiſh the guiletul hooks to fear, 

For all was peac:ſul, and that peace fincere. 
Whoever was the wretch (and curs'd be he) 
That envy'd firſt our food's fimplicity ; 

Th' eſſay of bloody feaſts on brutes began, 
And after forg'd the ſword to murder man, 
Had he the ſharpen'd ſteel alone employ'd 

On beaſts of prey that other beaſts deſtroy's, 
Or men invaded with their fangs and paws, 
This had been juſtify'd by Nature's laws, 

And ſelf-defence : but who did ſeaſts begin 

Of fleſh, he ſtretch'd neceſſity to ſin. 

To kill man-killers, man has lawful power; 
But not th' extended licence, to devour, 

Ill habits gather by unſeen degrees, 

As brooks make rivers, rivers run to ſeas. 

The ſow, with her broad ſnout for rooting up 
Th* intruſted ſeed, was judg'd to ſpoil the crop, 
And intercept the ſweating farmer*s hope: 

The covetous churl, of unforgiving kind, 

Th' offender to the bloody prieſt refign'd : 

Her hunger was no plea; for that ſhe dy, 
The goat came next in order, to he try'd: 

The goat had cropt the tendril of the vine: 

In vengeance laity and clergy join, 

Where one had loſt his profit, one his wine. 
Here was, at leaſt, ſome ſhadow of offen ce: 
The ſheep was ſacrific'd on no pretence, 

But meek and unreſiſting innocence. 

A patient, uſeful creature, horn to bear 

The warm and woolly fleece, that cloath'd he? mur. 

des er, 


Uplifted, to deprlve him ot his life; 

Then broken up alive, his entra.ls ſees 

Torn out, for prieſts t' inſpect the Cods decrees 

From whence, O mortal men, this uit of hiood 

Have you deriv*d, and interdicted food! 

Be tauglit by me this dire delight to ſhun, 

Warn'd by my precepts, by my practice won : 

And, when you eat the we!l-ceferving beaſt, 

Think, on the labourer of your field you feaſt! 
Now fince the God inſpires me to proceec, 

Be that, whate'er inſpiring Power, obey'd. 

Fer I will ſing of mighty myſteries, 

Of truths conceal'd before from human eyes, 7? 

Dark oracles unveil, and open all the Kies. \ 

Pleas'd as I am to walk along the ſphere 

Of ſhining ſtars, and travel with the year, 

To leave the heavy earth, and ſcale the height 

Of Atlas, who ſupports the heavenly weight: 

To look from upper light, and thence furvey 

Miſtaking mortals wandering from the way, 

And wanting wifdom, feartul for the ſtate 

Of future things, and trembling at their fate? 
Thoſe I would teach; and by riglit reaſon bring 

To think of death, as but an idle thing. 

Why thus affrighted at an empty name, 

A dream of darkneſs, and fictitious flame? 

Vain themes of wit, which but in poems paſs, 

And fables of a world, that never was: 

What feels the body when the ſoul expires, 

By time corrupted, or conſum'd hy fires 

Nor dies the ſpirit, but new he repeats 

In other forms, and only changes feats. 

| Ev'n I, who theſe myſterious truths dec 

Was once Euphorbus in the Trojan war; 

My name and lineage I remember well, 

| And how in fight by Sparta's king I tell, 

In Argive ſuno's fane ] late beheld 

My buckler hung on high, and own'd my som 

ſhield, 5 
Then death, ſo call'd, is but old matter dt 
in ſome new figure, and a vary d vel 
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Tus all things are but alter'd, nothing dies; 
and ere e there th unbouy'e ! ſpirit flies, 
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nd } INIPLE:, te Wave Le Ore, 
n ſucceſſive cour : the nunutes ron, 
R rde their predeceſſor minutes on, 
aſt! Moving, ever new: loc tormer things 
d, t atide, like ahdicated kings: 
'; moment alici's wit is done, 
ac ſome act till then unknown, 
s, we ſee emerges into liglu, 
vg ſuus deſcend to fable night; 
eaven itſeif receives another die, 
| weary F anin als in flumbers lie 
cht Udright eaſe; another, when the gray 
* 1 prevudes the ſplendor of hed | 
y x of Phozbus, * en he clinibs on 1 Hugh 
* at frtt hut as a bloodſhot eye; 
wien his chariot downward drives to be 
e! ball is with the ſame ſuffuſion red; 
unted high in his meridian race 
it he ſhines, and with a better face: 
re, pure particles of æther flow, 
ö infection of the world below. 


r equal | ght ly une qual moon adorns, 
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* „dete day fe wanes, her face is leſs, 
. gathering into globe, ſhe fattens at increaſe. 
,,*rce1v"ſt thou not the proceſ; of the year, 
| OW t e our ſeaſons in four forms Appar, 
cle, * ming human lite in ever; ſhape they Wear? 
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help! ti ough freſh, and wanting to hc led, 
* Breen ſtem grows in ſtature and in t ze, 
my wy } feeds with ho pe the farmer's ces; 
= ; en 9 childiſh year wit FROWTS ts crown'd, | Fire frit 
dre» d Ard avithly perfumes the fields aroun: 


i 
_—_ 


POEMS. 271 
But ro ſubſtancial nouriſhment receives, 
Infirm the ſtalks, unſolid are the leaves. 
Proccecing cnward whence the year began, 
The tammer grows adult, and ripens into man. 
This ſeaſon, as in men, is moſt repleat 
With kindly moiſture, and prolific heat. 
Autumn ſucceeds, a ſober tepid age, 
Not froze with fear, nor boiling into rage; 


More than mature, and tending to decay, 
When our brown locks repine to mix with odious 
Lrey 
Laſt, winter creeps along with tardy pace, 


Sour eis his front, and furrow'd is his tace. 

His ſcalp, 11 not dilkonour*d quite of hair, 
Ihe tagged fleece is thin, and thin is worſe than barg, 

Ev'n our own bodies daily change receive, 

| ome part of what was theirs betore they leave; 
Nor ate to-day what yelterday they were; 
Nor ta whole {ame to morrow will appear. 
me was, when we were fow'd, and juſt began, 
From ſome tew irvitful drops, the promiſe of a man; 
Ther Nature's hand ſermented as it was) 
Mouldcso to Maps tie ſoft, coagulated maſs; 
ard when he little man was fully jo nid, 
hie breathle 0 e bryo with a ſpirit warm' d; 
{Bu when the rn.0ther's throes begin to come, 
ne ercature, pert within the narrow roomy 
Breaks his blind priſon, puſhing to repair 
Eis ſhfled breath, and draw the living air; 
Caft or the ma the world he lies, 
( helpleſs tube, but by inſtinct he cries. 

next effays to wilt, but cownward preſs'd 

n jour _ iantates bis brother beaſt: 

7 flow d hie gathers from the ground 

His le s, and to the rolling chair is bound; 5 
IT ten walks alone; a horſeman now become, 
He rides a flick. and travels round the rom: 
In time he vaui+s among his yourhful peers, 


r 8 and rung with nerves, in pride of 
ye: 
He runs with mettle his firſt me Try ſtage, 


b. 5 the next, Sits of his rage, 
(But manages his ftreagtli, and ſpares his age. 


{ Heavy tic thirt, and RIA, he ſinks apace, 
down-hill all, but creeps along the 
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Now ſapleſi on the verge of death he ſtands, 


Conte n. laung luis former feet and hands; 

255 0 MN lo- Wn, lu flacken'd finews fees, t 
Ar. her" arais, once fit to cope with Hercules, 
IU; able now to make, much lets to tear, the trees. i 
do en wept, when her too faithful glaſs 

Re deu to her eyes the ruins of her face: 

{1 


charms her raviſhers could ſpy, 
To torce her twice, or ev'n but once enjoy 

| I tiy teetn, devouring time, thine, envious age, 
On things blew ſtill exerciſe your rage: 

With venom de grinders you corrupt your — 


Tf cen of tres —_— le 
Wonder ene aA 


vhici. h ele ments we call, abide, 

s ftiynre, nor to that, are ty'd; 

For tlis eterral world is ſaid of old 

But tour prolific principles to hold, 

Four GitFerent bodies ; two to heaven aſcerd, 

| and of ter two down to the centre tend: 

ith wings expanded mounts on high, 
Pure, void of v 2ight, and dwells in upper ſky; 
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272 D R Y D E 4 
Then air, becauſe unclog'd in empty ſpace, 
Flies after fire, and claims the ſecond place: 
But weighty water, as her nature guides, 
Lies on the lap of earth, and mother earth ſubſides. 
All things are mixt with theſe, which all contain, 
And into theſe are all reſolv'd again: 
Earth rarifies to dew; expanded more 
The ſubtil dew in air begins to ſear; 
Spreads as ſhe flies, ard weary ot her name 
Extenuates ſtill, and changes into flame; 
Thus having by degrees perteftion won, 
Reſtleſs they ſoon untwiſt the web they ſpun, 
And fire begins to loſe her radiant hue, 
Mix'd with groſs air, and air deſcends to dev; 
And dew, condenſing, does her form forego, 
And ſinks, a heavy lump of earth, below. 
Thus are their figures never at a ſtand, 
But chang'd by Nature's innovating hand 
All things are alter*d, nothing is deſtroy'd, 
The ſhifted ſcene for ſome new ſhow employ'd. 
Then, to be horn, is to begin to be 
Some other things we were not formerly: 
And what we call to die, is not t' appear, 
Or be the thing that formerly we were. 
Thoſe very elements, which we partake 
Alive, when dead ſome other bodies make: 
Tranſlated grow, lave ſenſe, or can diſcourſe; 
But death on deathleſs ſubſtance has no force. 
. Fhat forms are chang*d I grant, that nothing can 
Continue in the figure it began : 
The golden age to filver was debas'd: 
To copper that; our metal came at laſt. 
The face of places, and their forms, decay 
And that is ſolid earth, that once was ſea: 
Seas in their turn, retreating from the ſhore, 
Make ſolid land what ocean was before; 
And far from ſtrands are ſhelis of fiſhes found, 
And ruity anchors fix'd on mountain ground ; 
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Antiſſa, Pharos, Tyre, in ſeas were pent, 

Once iſles, but now increaſe the continent; 

While the Leucadian coaſt, main- land eſore, 

By ruſhing ſeas is ſever'd from the ſh e. 

So Zanclę to th” Italian earth was ty'd, 

And men once walk'd where ſhips at anchor 

ride ; 

Till Neptune overlook'd the narrow way, 

And in diſdain pour'd in the conquering ſea. 

Two cities that adorn'd th' Achaian ground, 

Buris and Helice, no more are found, | 

But, whelm'd bencath a lake, are funk 

drown'd ; 

And boatſmen through the'cryſal water ſhow, 

To wandering paſſengers, the walls below. 
Near Trezen ſtands a hill, expos'd in air 

To winter winds, of leafy ſhadows hare : 

This once was level ground : hut (ſtrange to tell) 

Th included vapours, that in caverns dwell, 

Labouring with colic pangs, and cloſe confin'd, 

In vain fought iſſue from the rumbling wind: 

Vet ſtill they heav'd for vent, and heaving (ill 

Inlarg'd the concave, and ſhot up the hill 

As breath extends a bladder, or the ſkins 

Ot goats are blown t' incloſe the hoarded wines; 

The-mountain yet retains a mountain's face, 

And gather'd rubbiſh heals the hollow ſpace. 
Of mary wonders, which I heard or knew, 

Retrenching moſt, I will relate but few: 

What, are not ſprings with qualities oppos'd 

Endued at ſeaſons, and at ſeaſons loſt? 

Thrice in a day thine, Ammon, change their form. 

Cold at high noon, at morn and evening warm: 

| Thing, Athaman, will kindle wood, if thrown 

| On the pil'd earth, and in the waning moon. 

The Thracians have a ſtream, if any try 

The taſte, his harden'd bowels petriſy; 

| Whate*er it touches it converts to ſtones, 


And what were fields before, now waſh'd and worn, And makes a marble pavement where it runs 


By falling floods from high, to valleys turn, 

And crumbling ſtill deſcend to level! lands; 

And lakes, and trembling bogs, are barren ſands ; 
And the parch'd deſart floats in ſtreams unknown ; 
Wondering to drink of waters not lier own. 

Here nature living fountains opes ; and there 
Seals up the wounds where living fountains were 
Or earthquakes ſtop their ancient courſe, and bring 
Diverted ſtreams to feed a diſtant ſpring. 

So Lycus, ſwallow'd up, is ſeen no more, 

But far from thence knocks out another door. 
Thus Erafinus dives ; and blind in earth 

Runs on, and gropes his way to ſecond hirth, 
Starts up in Argos meads, and thakes his locks 
Around the fields, and fattens all the flocks, 

So Myſus by another way is led, 

And, grown a river, now diſdains his head: 
Forgets his humble birth, his name forſakes, 

And the proud title of Caicus takes, 

Large Amerane, impure with yellow ſands, 

Runs rapid often, and as often ſtands ; 

And here he threats the drunken fields to drown, 
And there his dugs deny to give their liquor down. 
Anigros once did wholeſome draughts atford, 

But now his deadly waters are abliorr'd: 

Since, hurt by Hercules, as fame reſounds, 

The Centaurs in his current waſh'd their wounds, 
The ſtreams of Hypanis are ſweet no more, 

But brackiſh loſe their taſte they had beſore, 
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Whoſe waters into women ſoften men? 
Of Athiopian lakes, which turn the brain 
To madneſs, or in heavy fleep conſtrain? 
Clytorean ſtreams the love of wine expel. 
(Such is the virtue of th' abſtemious well, 
Vhecher the colder nymph that rules the flood 
Extinguithes, and balks the drunken God; 
Or that Melampus (fo have ſome aſſur'd) 
When the mad Prœtides with charms he cur 2 
und powerful herbs, both charms and ſimples ca 
Into the ſober ſpring, where ſtill their virtues laſt. 
Unlike effects Lynceſtis will produce; : 
Who drinks his waters, though with moderate d 
Neels as with wine, and ſces wich double fight : 
His heels too heavy, and his head too light. 
Ladon, once Pheneos, an Arcadian ſtream, 
(Ambiguous in th* effects, as in the name) 
By day is wholeſome beverage; but 1s thought 
By nieht infected, and a deadly draught. | 
Thus running rivers, and the ſtanding lake, 
Now of thief: virtues, now of thoſe partas®* 
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Time was (and all things time and fate obey) And he that bears th' artillery of Jove, 

When faſt Ortygia floated on the fea ; * The ſtrong. - pounc'd eagle, and the billing dove : 

Such were Cyanean ifles, when. Typhis ſteer'd And all the feather*d kind, who could ſuppoſe 
Berwixt their ſtraits, and their collition fear'd ; (But that from ſighit, the ſureſt ſenſe, he knows) 

ſhey ſwam where now they ft ; and firmly join d , Th icy from th' inc.uded yolk, not ambient white 
Secure ot rooting up, reſiſt the wind. aroſe ? 

Nor Etna vomiting ſulphurtous fire There are who think the marrow of a man, 

Will ever belch ; tor ſulphur will expire | Which in the ſpine, while he was living, ran; 

(The veins exhauſted of the liquid ſtore) | When dead, the pith corrupted, will hecome 

Time was the caſt no flames; in time will caſt no A ſnake, and hiſs within the hollow tomb. 


more, | All theſe 1eceive their birth from other things 3 
For whether earth's an animal, and air But from himſelf the phcenix only ſprings : 
[mbibes, her lungs with coolneſs to repair, Self- born, begotten by the parent flame 
And what ſhe ſucks remits : ſhe ſtill requires In which he burn'd, another and the ſame : 


Iniets for air, and outlets tor her fires ; | Who not by corn or ' herbs his lite ſuſtains, 
When tortur'd with convulſive fits the ſhakes, But the ſweet eſſence of Amomum drains: 
That motion chokes the vent, till other vent ſhe And watches the rich gums Arabia bears, 
makes: | While yet in tender dew they drop their tears. 

Ur when the winds in hollow caves are clos'd, He (his five-centuries of life fulfill'd) 
And ſubtil ſpirits find that way oppos'd, | His neſt on oaken boughs begins to build, 
They toſs up flints in air; the flints that hide Or trembling tops of palm: and firſt he draws 
The feeds of fire. thus toſs'd in air, collide, | The plan with his broad bill and crooked claws, 
Nincling the ſulphur, till the fuel ſpent, Nature's artificers; on this the pile 
The cave is cool'd, and the fierce winas relent. Is form'd, and riſe; round; then with the ſpoil 
Ur whether ſulphur, catching fire, feeds on, Ot Caſſia, Cynamon, and ſtems of Nard, 
's unctuous parts till all the matter gone (For ſoſtneſs ſtrew'd beneath) his funeral bed is 
for earth ſupplies rear'd: 
Funeral and bridal both; and all around 
'T he borders with corruptleſs myrrh are crown'd : 
On this incumbent ; till ztherial flame 
| Firſt catches, then conf.:mes, the coſtly frame; 
| Conſumes him too, as on the pile he lies: 
He liv'd on odours, and in odours dies. 

An intai.t-phcenix from the former ſprings, 
His father's heir, and from his tender wings 
| Shakes off his parent duſt, his method he purſues, 
And the ſame leaſe of liſe on the fame terms renews: 
| When grown to manl.ood he begins his reign, 
And with ſti pinions can his flight ſuſtain, 
He lightens of its load the tree that bore 
His father's royal ſepulchre before, 


the flames 20 more aſcend; 
tit that feels them; and when carth denies 
that tood, by tengt/: of time conſum'd, the fire 
FN tor want of fuel mull expire. 
A face ot men there are, as fame has told, 
W.o ſhivering ſuffer Hyper orcan cold, 
1,, hire times bathing in Minerva's late, 
St fathers to defend their naked tides they take. 
Tis laid, the Scythian wives (' cle ve who will) 
Trans torm t. emiclves to birds by m: agic {Kill ; 
Yard over with an oil of v ondrous might, 
that adds. new pinions to their airy flight, 
Put this by ſure experiment we know, 
1 it living creatures rom cori uption grow: 
"ice in a hollow pit a ſlaughter'd ttcer, 
Hes from his putrid bowels will appear; And his own cradle: this with pious care 
all like their parents haunt the fields, and bring Plac'd on his back, he cuts the buxom air, 
tier honey -harveſt home, and hope another ſpring. Seeks the ſun's eity, and his ſacred church, 
e warl; Ke ſtred 1s multiply'd, we find, Ard decently lays down his burden in the porch. 
ups and hornets of the warrior kind. * wonder more amazing would we find? 
ct com a crab his crooked claws, and hide | 1 Hyzna ſhews it, of a double kind, 
ſt in earth, a ſcorpion thence will glide aries the ſexes in alterrate years, 
hot his ſting, his tail in circles toſs'd In one begets, and in another bears. 
ay tie imbs bis backward father loſt. The thin cameleon, fed with air, receives 
ine worms, that ſtretch on leaves their filthy loom, The colour of the thing to which he cleaves. 
hom their bags and butterflies become. | India, when conquer d, on the conquering God 
Wn flime hegets the frog's loquacious race: For planted vines the ſharp- .ey'd lynx beſtow'd, 
Mort of their cet at firſt, in little ſpace | Whoſe urine, ſhed belore it touches earth, 
With arms and legs endued, long leaps they take, | Congeals in air, and gives to gems their birth. 
lud on their hinder part, and ſwim the lake, So coral, ſoft and white in ocean's bed, 
and wy IVES re vel: for nature gives their kind, | Comes harden'd up in air, and glows with red. 
lo that intent, a lene th of legs behind. All changing ſpecies ſhould my ſons recite 3 
the cubs of hears a |! ving lump appear, Before I ceas'd, would change the day to night. 
"hen whi pd, and no determin'd figure wear, Nations and empires flouriſh and decay, 
The mother licks them into ſhape, and gives By turns command, and in their turns obey 3 
As mw uch of form as ſhe herſelf receives. Time ſoftens hardy people, time again 
e grubs trom their ſe xangular abode Hardens to war a ſoft, unwarlike train. 
out unfiniſh'd, like the maggot's brood : Thus Troy, tor ten long years, her foes withſtood, 
nde without limbs ; til time at leiſure brings ¶ And daily bleeding bore th? expence of blood 
: Sy $ they wanted, and their tardy wings. Now for thick ſtreets it ſhews an empty ſpace, 


ere 
* % 
$ nA {} 


* 
- 
#\ 


Of ird who draws t e car of Juno, vain Or, only fill'd with tombs of her own periſh'd race, 
| N 3 n'4 head, and of her ſtarry train; * becomes the ſepulchre of what ſhe was. 
vt, III. * 
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Mycene, Sparta, Thebes of mighty fame, 
Are vaniſh'd out ef ſubilance into name, 
And Dardan Rome, that juſt he ins to 1iſe, 
On Tibei's banks, in time ſhail mate the tkies ; 
Widening her bovr.es, and working on her WAY 5 
Ev'n now the metditates imperiai ſway : 
Yer this is change, but ſhe by changing th tives, 
Like moons new born, and in her cradle firives 
10 fill her infant-horns; an hour ſhall come 
hen the round world ſhall be contain'd in Rome, 
For thus old ſaws torete!, and Helenus 
Anchiſes' drooping ſon enl:ven'd thus, 
When ilium now was in tlie finking ſtate, 
And he was doubtful of luis future fate: 
O Goddeſs- born, with thy hard fortune ſtrive, 
Troy never can be loſt, and thou alive. 
Thy paſſage thou ſhalt ſi ee tluougl fire and ſword, 
And Troy in foreign lands thall be re1tor'd. 
In happier fields ariſing town 1 ſee, 
Gieater than what e'er was, or is, or cer ſhall he: 
And heaven yet owes the world a face deriv'c 
trom tice, 
Sages and chiefs, of other lincaze born, 
The city ſhall extend, extended hall adorn : 
Rut from lulus he muſt draw his birth, 
By whom thy Rome ſhall rule the conquer'd earth: 
Whom heaven will lend mankind on earth to reign, - 
And late require the precious pledge again. 
This Helenus to great /Fneas told, 
Which I retain, cer fince ino her mold 
My ſoul was cloath'd ; and now 1cjvice to view 
My country's walls rebuilt, and '1roy reviv' anew, 
Rais'd by the fall : decreed by lofs to gain; 
Enflav'd but to he free, and conquer*d but to reign. 
Lis time my hard- moutli'd courfers to control, 
Apt to run riot, and tranſgreſs the goal : 
And therefore I conclude, whatever lies 
In earth, or flits in air, or $1!s the ſkies, 
All ſuffer change; and we, that are of ſoul 
And body mix'd, are members of the whole. 
Then when our fires, or grandfires (hall torſake 
The forms of men, and brutal figures take, 
Thus houv'd, ſecvrely let their ſpirits reſt, 
Nor violate thy father in the beaſt, 
Thy friend, thy brother, any of thy kin ; 
If none of theſc, yet there's a man within: 
O ſpare to make a Thyeſtean meal, 
T' incloſe his bod, and his ſoul expel 
Ill cuſtoms by Jegrees to habits riſe, 
Nl habits ſoon be. ome exalted vice: 
What more advance can mortals make in ſin 
So near perfeQion, who with blood begin ? 
Deaf to the calf that lies beneath the knife, 
Looks up, and from her butcher begs ker life : 
Deat to the harmleſs kid, that ere he dies, 
All methods to procure thy mercy tries, 
And imitates in vain thy children's cries. 
Where will he ſtop, who feeds with houſhold bread, 
Then cats the poultry which before he fed ? 
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Free as in air, let birds on earth remain, 

; Nor let infid.ous glue their wings conſtrain; 

Nor opening hounds the trembling ſtag atfriglit, 

Nor purple teathers intercept his flight ; 

Nor hooks conceal'd in baits for fith prepare, 

Nor lines to heave them twinkling up in air, 
Take not away the life you cannot give: 

or all thines have an equal right to live. 

Kill noxious creatures, where tis ſin to ſave; 

This only juſt prerogative we have: 

3ut nouriſh life with vegetable food, 

nd ſhun the ſacrilegious taſte of hlood, 
Theſe precepts by the Samian ſage were tavglit, 

Which godlike Numa to the Sabines brought, 

And rhence transferr'd to Rome, by gift his own 

A willing people, and an offer*d throne. 

O Happy monarch, ſent by heaven to bl:ſs 

A ſavage nation with ſoft arts of peace, 

To teach religion, rapine to rettrain, 

ive laws to luſt, and ſacrifice ordain: 

Himfelf a ſaint, a Goddeſs was his bride, 

And all the Muſes o'er his acts preſide. 


— 
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CANACE TO MAC AREUS. 
1 
THE ARGUMENT. 


Macareus and Canace, ſon and daughter to en 
Ged of the Winds, loved each other inceſtusaſ) 
Canace was delivered of a ſon, and committed fn 
to her nurſe, to be ſecretly conveyed away. The in- 
fant crying out, by that means vas diſcovered 0 
Holus, who, enraged at the wickedneſs of his c. 
ren, commanded the babe to be expoſed ts wild heat 
on the mountains: and withal, ſent a ſword to Caras, 
with this meſſage, That her crimes would inſtru dc. 
how to uſe it. With this ſroord ſhe flew herjeiſ « 
but befere ſhe died, ſhe writ the following better (8 
her brother Macareus, wwho had taken jancruary ? 


the temple of Apollo, 


F ſtreaming blood my fatal letter ſtain, 
Imagine, ere you read, the writer (lain; 
One hand the fword, and one the pen employs, 
And in my lap the ready paper lies. ; 
'Think in this poſture thou behold'ſt me write: 
In this my cruel father would delight. 
O! were he preſent, that his eyes and hands 
Miglt ſee, and urge, the death which he commands 
Than all rhe raging winds more dreadful, he, - 
Unmov'd, without a tear, my wounds would ſec. 


Let plouen thy ſteers; that when they lofe their; Jove juſtly plac'd him on a ſtormy throne, 


breath, 


His people's temper is ſo like his own. 


X : ; ze haſt 
To Nature, not to thee, they may impute their The North and South, and each contending blaſt, 


death. 
Let goats tor food their loaded udders lend, 
And ſneep from winter-coi1 thy fides defend 
But neither ſpringes, nets, ror ſnares employ, 
And be no more ingenious to deltroy. 


Are underneath his wide dominion caſt : | 
Thoſe he can rule : but his tempeſtuous mind 
Is, like his airy kingdom, unconfin'd. 

Ah! what avail my kindred Gods above, 
That in their number I can reckon Jove ? 
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ii my heavenly friends afford, 


What help will 2 
reaft litt the pointed ſword ? | 
d us, came before its time; | Swift 
And 

With one ficire puff he blows the leaves away: 
pod the ſelt-diſcover'd infant lay. 

Tie noiſe reach'd me, and my preſaging mind 


10 1 17 by 
if NOUT, Wi hic! | join 
jn drath we had been one without a crime. 
WI cid thy flames beyond a hiother's move? 
+| 


d too; and, knowing not mv wound, | 
& ſecret pleaſure in thy k:fes found : * 


Iv ſt at the door, ch ane 


/ lov'd 1 thee with more than üſter's love? E 
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infant cry'd : 
he grand © be ard him, and the thett he ſpy d. 
as a eee to the nurſe he flies, 

Gcafs luis ſtormy ſubjects with his cries. 


Joo ſoon its own approach; ng woes divin'd. 


dy cheeks no longer did their colour boaſt, Not (hips at ſea with winds are ſhaken more, 


y {food grew loathſome, and my ſtreneth | loft; 
still ere I ſpoke, a ſigh would ſtop my tongue; 
Sort were my Num! "ers, F my nights were long. 
plit, | knew not from my love theſe vriets 
Vet, was, alas, the thing I did noi know, 
mn My vw.ly nurſe by long experience found, 
{ firſt diſcover'd to my ſoul its wound 
ſaid ſhe 3 and then my Gown woah 9 
my ſurpriz f 


Ad grow, 


115 e, 
And guilty dumbneſs, witnefs'c 
Fo Cd, at che laſt, my ſhameful pain 1 tell: 
we both krow 
m halt co:tent, 
confent. 


and, oh, what follow d 
Wh en, half-denving, more t 
I mbraces warm'd me to a full 
* Then with tumultuous joys my heart did bear, 
„ And guilt that made them anxious made them 
P great.“ 
But now my ſwelling womb heav'd up my breaft, 
And rifing weiglu my finking Iirubs oppreſt. 
What herbs, what 27 ts, did not my nuiſe produce, 
S. To make abortion by their powerful juice ? 
5 What Fer eres try 'q we act. to thee ug know? 
(vr firſt crime common; 
But th e ſtrong child, tecure in tis dark 
With nature's vigour did our arts repel. 
And ro the pale- ſaced empreſs of the nieht 


; Nine times had 111d 
Meu, - LY * 


hy ae 178 
tilts Was nue nene. 


11 
Eats 


: 


her orb with orion *d tights 


| Not knos ing tas my labour, 1 commain | 
(541) E : L * a 
77 i ſudden ſnootinęs, and of grinding pain: | 
04 i * 5 


tires came thicker, and my cries ir creas'd. 


he in- Which with her lend the conſe urſ. 
* n nen 0 tie conic ons NUTTLL 
lil. Je tha ON 127 Py I tune Was ] COIne, 
an | 4 urg d my clamours, but tear kept me dumb. 
ae \ drunk x ſtrugglipg 1 ref! rain'd my cries, 
py and drunk the tears that trickled from my cyes, 
N Death w was in fight, Lucina gave ro aid; 
tler ts * ev'n ny vin 8 had my gvilt betray'd. | 
_ ou cam ft, and in thy countenance ſate deſpair; 
Rent were thy garments all, and ton thy hair: 
ret, <igni g comſort, which thou couldſt not give, 
"reſt in thy arms, and whiſpering me to live) 
or both our ſakes, ſaldſt thou) preſerve thy liſe; 
; Live, my dear fiſter, and my dea er wife. 
1 4 Ras'd by that rame. with my laſt pangs I ſtrove 
- duch power have words, when ſpoke by tlioſe we 
hy | love 


The babe e, as if he heard what thou hadſt ſworn, 
Ro With haft v joy ſprung forward to be born. 
nancs: Y What helps it to have weather'd out one ſtorm ? 
Fear of ous father does another form 


l ſec. High in his hall, rock'd in a chair of Rate, 
| The king with his tempeſtuous council ſate. 
11 Through this large room our only paſſage lay, 
1 which we could the new - born babe con vey. 
F _— nid in her lap, the bold nurſe bore him out 
| 


 olive-branches cover*d round about; 
„ muttering prayers, as holy rites ſhe meant, 
ugh the divided crowd urqueſtion'd wer! 


Ti 0 


1 


D 3 PAYS fo 6 
Es * 8 
8 27 ye 


| The habe c 
| And hes 4 4 
By what expreſſions can my grief be ſhown ? 


; Out went the ies my Voice its ireedo 


His trembling 
1* You! father f fends you this; and lets you know, 


ſuppreis'd. ; Inſte ad of that, let furies lig 


Nor ſeas themſelves, when angry tempeſts roar, 
| Than I, when my loud father's voice I hear: 
Ihe bed cen me trembled with my fear. 

| He ruſh” 
[Scarce from my murder could his hands refrain. 
1 "ny newer d him with ſilent tears; 


upon me, and divulg'd my ſain; 


they fow'd: my tongue was frozen up with fears. 


His little gr a child he commands 2 


To mountain wolves and every bird of prey. 
y*d oat, as if he i 
d his pardon with what voice he could. 


* 


(Vet you may gueſs my anguith by your on:) 
To ſee my howels, and, what yet was worſe, 


demn'd to ſuch a curſe ! 
om tound, 
my blubber*d cheeks I wound. 


Your bowels too, c 


My breatits 1 hear, 


And now appear*'d the meſſenger of death; 


Sac were his looks, and ſcarce he Crew his breath, 
Fo ſay, * Your father ſends you -( with that word 
hands preſented me a ſword): 
That your own crimes the uſe of it will ang 3 
Too well 1 know the ſenſe thoſe words impart 
His preſent ſhall be treaſur*d in my heart. 

Are theſe the nuptial giſts a bride receives? 

And this the fatal down a-father gives? 

Thou God of Marriage, ſhun thy own diſgrace, 


And take thy torch from this d lercfted place : 


ht their brands, 
And fire my pile with their infernal hands. 
Wirh happier REY my ſiſters wed ; 
Warn'd by the dire example of the dead. 
For thee, poor babe, what crane could the 
tend ? 
How could thy infant innocence offend ? 
A guilt there was; but, ol, that guilt was mine! 
Thou ſuffer*it for a fin that was not thine 
Thy mother's grief and crime! but juſt enjoy'd, 
Shewn to my ſight, and born to be deftroy's ! 
Unhappy offspring of my teeming womb ' 
Dragg'd headlong from thy cradle to thy tomb 
Thy un-offending life I could not ſave, 
Nor weeping could I follow to thy grave: 
Nor on thy tomb could offer my ſhorn hair: 
Nor ſhew the grief which tender mothers bear. 
Yet long thou ſhalt not from my arms be loſt; 
For ſoon I will o'ertake thy infant ghoſt. 
Put thou, my love, and now my love's deſpair, 
Perform his funerals with paternal care. 
His ſcatter'd limbs with my dead body burn; 
And once more join us in the pious urn. 
If on my wounded breaſt thou dropp'ſt a tear, 
Think for whoſe ſake my breaſt that wound cid 
hear; 
and faithfully my laſt defires fulfil, 
As I perform my cruel father's will. 
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276 | DRYDEN'S POEMS. 


If Iſhould yield, what reaſon could I uſe ? 
rA. ty what miſtake the loving crime excuſe? 
Her ſault was in her powerful lover loſt ; One of 
gut of what Jupiter have I to boaſt ? Ora: 
£45 Tt. AVI. Fhovgh you to heroes and to kings ſucceed, But fir 
' Our famous race does no addition need To thi 
THE ARGUMENT. And great alliances but uſcleſs prove 
To one that comes herſelf ſrom mighty Jove, Vet erat 
Helen having received an efiftle from Paris, returr Go Feng and toaſt in ſome leſs haughty place : \ bribe 
the following anſever : wherein ſhe ſeems at firſt . Your Phrygian blood, and | namen Wich * 
chide him for his preſumption in oriting as he has Which [ would ſhew 1 valued, if 1 durit ; o thin 
done, which could only proceed ſrom Is Joo opinion You are the fitth from Jovc, but I the firſt, | hurmbl; 
of her virtue; then owns herſelf to be ſenſible of The crown of Troy js powerful, I conſeſs; 4 Godd: 
the faſſion, whick he had expreſſed for her, thoug/ But | have reaſon to think WEE leſs. But be it 
ſhe much ſuſpeFed his conftancy; and at laſt diſcovers Your letter fill'd with promiſes ol all | The men 
her inclination to be favourable to him : the wwhole That men can good, and women pleaſant call, That ! f. 
letter ſhewing the extreme artifice of womankind. Gives expectation ſuch an ample field, 1 For mira 
As would move Goddetics themfclves to yield. Une 10y 
NES ; But if I er offend great juno's laws, A greate 
V HEN looſe epiſtles violate chaſte eyes, Yourſelf ſhall be the dear, the only cauſe : hat pre 
She half conſents, who ſilently denies. Either my honour I'll to death maintain, ſuno an: 
How dares a ſtranger, with deſigns ſo vain, Or follow you, without mean thoughts of Zain am | ve 
Marriage and hoſpitable rizlits propane ? Not that ſo fair a prefent 1 deſpiſe ; What hi 
Was it for this, your fleet did ſhelter find We like the gift, when we the giver prize. Ar yet 
From ſwelling ſeas, and every faithleſs wind ? But 'tis your love moves me, which made you take How ru 
(For though a dittant country brought you forth, Such pains, and run ſuch hazards for my ſike. 1% hane 
Your uſage here was equal to your worth.) | have per.eiv'd (though I ditſenm "ted too) 15 is} 
Does this deſerve to be rewarded fo? A thouſand things that love has made you do. Happy 
Did you come here a ſtranger or a for ? Your eager eyes would almoſt dazzle mine, | thi 
Your partial judgment may perhaps complain, In which {wild man, your wanton thoughts v ould [yn wv 
And think me barbarous for my juſt <ſ.'ain. ſhine, 03 of 
Ill bred then let me be, but rot unchaſte, Sometimes you'd figh, ſometimes diforde:* ſtand, 3 
Nor my clear fame with any ſpot de ſac'd. And with unuſual ardor preſs my hund; At cour 
Though in my face there's no atieQed frown, © |Cortrive juſt after me to take the via, | D em} 
Nor in my carriage a feign'd niccnets ſown, Nor would you let the leaft occation pats : lo leav 
1 keep my honour ſtill without a ſtain, When oft ] fear'd I did not nund alone, let iT 
Nor has my love made any coxcomb vain. ind bluſhing ſate for things which you have done Love fc: 
Your boldneſs I with admiration ſee ; Fhen murmur'd to myſelf, He'll for my ſake More f 
What hope had you to gain a queen like me ? Do any thing; 1 hope *twas no miſtake, Love is 
Becauſe a hero forc'd me once away, Oſt J have read witlun this pleafing grove, Call'd | 
Am I thought fit to be a ſecond prey? . [Under my name, thoſe charming words, Ie. 1 logo, 
Had I been won, I had deſerv'd your blame, , frowning, ſeem'd not to believe your flame; I bid li 
But ſure my part was nothing but the ſhame. But now, alas, am come to write the ſame. | Wt 4 
Yet the bate theſt to him no fruit did bear, [f were capable to do amiſs, Alto! 
I'ſcap'd unhurt by any thing but fear, | could not but be ſenſible of this, ſmil' 
Rude force might ſome unwilling kiſſes gain; For oh! your face has ſuch peculiar charms, And or 
But that was all he ever could obtain. That who can hold from flying to yeur arms? Popiti 
You on ſuch terms would ne'er have let me go ; But what 1 ne*er can have without offence, 1 
Were he like you, we had not parted fo. May ſome bleſt maid poſſeſs with innocence. Abſent 
Untouch'd the youth reſtor*d me to my friends, Pleaſure may tempt, but virtue more ſhould move; tou kt 
And modeſt uſage made me ſome amend. O learn of me to want the thing you love. | uy ar 
*Tis virtue to repent a vicious dced. What you defire is ſought by all mankind : ö A Juſt 
Did he repent, that Paris might ſucceed ? As you have eyes, ſo others are not blind. vere | 
Sure *tis ſome fate that ſets me above wrongs, Like you they ſee, like you my charms a fe; Creat| 
Yet ſtill expoſes me to buſy tongues. They wiſh not leſs, but you dare venture more | 10 ita 
I' not complain; for who's diſpleas'd with love, Oh had you then upon out coaſts been brought, Decaut 
If it fincere, diſcreet, and conſtant prove ? My virgin-love when thouſand rivals ſought, ; ne le 
But that I fear; not that I think you baſe, You had I ſeen, you ſhould have had my voice; | e be 
Or doubt the blooming beauties of my face ; Nor could my huſband juſtly blame my choice Tov | 
But all your ſex is ſubject to deceive, For both our hopes, alas | you come too late; | Putin 
And ours, alas, too willing to believe. Another now is maſter of my fats. I way 
Yet others yield ; and love o'ercomes the beſt : More to my wiſh I could have liv'd with you, | Ore | 
But why ſhould I not ſhine above the reſt ? And yet my preſent lot can undergo. | vur f 
Fair Leda's ftory ſeems at firſt to be {Ceaſe to ſolicit a weak woman's will, | "_. 
A fit example ready form'd for me. And urge not her you love to ſo much ill. bre 
But ſhe was cozen'd by a hborrow'd ſhape, But Jet me live cortented as I may, 1 —_ 
And under harmleſs featters felt a rape. And make not my unſpotted fame your prey. n 
. | 0 


- 


\ 
. 
4 
f 
| 
? 
| 
! 
' 
= 
I 
i 


tak⸗ 


md, 


10ve 3 


DRYDEN' 
dome right you claim, fince naked to your cyrs 
nee Coddeſſes diſputed beauty's prize: 
One offer d valour; t' other croœẽns; but the 
Obrain'd her cauſe, who ſmiling promis'd me. 
gut firſt Jam not of belief fo light, 
ſo think fuch nymphs would ſhe v you ſuch a 
fight : 
et granting this, the other part is feign'd; 
\ bribe ſo mean your ſentence had rot gain'd, 
With partial eyes I ſhould myſelf regard: 
fo think that Venus made me her reward: 
| humbly am content with human praiſe ; 
\ Goddeſ;'s ipplauſe would envy raite, 
But be it as you ſay ; for, tis conſeſt, 
The men, who flatter higheſt, plcale us beſt. 
That ſuſpect it, ought not to qiſpleaſe; 
For miracles are rot believ'd with caſe. 
Une joy 1 have, that I had Venus” voice; 
A greater vet, that you conkrat'd her choice; 
That profter*d laurels, promis'd ſovereignty, 
juno and Palla, had contemn'd tor me. 
Am | your empire then, and your renown ? 
What heart of loch, but muſt by this be Won? 
Ant yet bear witr es, O you Powers above, 
how rude J am in all the arts of love 
hand is yet untauglit to wr.te to men: 
(15 is th' eſſay of my unpradis'd pen. 
Happy thoſe nymphs, whom uſe has perſect made! 
| think all crirac, and tremble at a ſhade 
Yn white | write, my fearful conſcious eyes 
on often hack, miſdoubting a ſurpritze 
lor no the rumour ſpreads among the croud, 
At court in whiſpers, but in town aloud : 
Dſemble you, whate'er you hear them fay : 
Lo cave off loving were your better Way; 
reti you will diſſemble it, you may. 
Lore fecritly : the abſence of my loro 
wore freedom gives, but does not all afford: 
Long is his journey, long will be his ſtay ; 
Cala by affairs of conſequence away, 
1999, or not, when unreſolv*d he ſtood, 
dic lim make what ſwift return he could: 
en, Eiffing me, he ſaid, I recommend 
to thy care, but moſt my Trojan tricnd. 
md at what he innocently ſaid, 
und only anſwer'd, you ſhall be obey'd. 
 Opitious winds have horn him far from hence, 
ww; it not this ſecure your cor:fidence. 
ent he is, yet abſent he commands: 
du know the proverb, . Princes have long hands.“ 
ume my burden; for the more I'm prais'd, 
lulter ground of jealouſy is rais'd. 
vere I lets fair, I might have been more bleſt : 
eat beauty through great danger is poſſeſt. 
lane me here his venture was not hard, 
ae he thought my virtue was my guard. 
„een d my face, but truſted to my life, 
, © Xauty doubted, but believ'd the wife, 
»% bid me uſe th occaſion while 1 can, 
n Our hands by the good eaſy man. 
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05 N yet I doubt 'twixt love and fear ; 
ws me trom you, and one brings me near, 
© Names are mutual, and my huſband's gone: 
* {nes are long ; I fear to lie alone. 
* TE contains us, and weak walls divide, 
„ou ke too preſſing to be long deny'd. 
15 = not live, but every thing conſpires 
in our loves, and yet my fear retires. 
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You court with words, ien you ſnould force employ; 
A rape is requitite to thame-fac'd joy. 

{ Indulgent to the wrongs which we receive, 

Our ſex can fiitttr what we dare not give. 

W hat have I ſaid? for both of us *twere beſt, 

Our kindling fire if cach of us ſuppteſt. 

Che faith ot ſtrangers 1s 100 prone to change, 

And, like themſelves, their wandering paſſions range. 

Hypfipile, ard the fond Minonian-maid, 

Were both by truſting of their gueſts betray'd. 

How can I doubt that other men deceive, 
When you yourſclt did fair Oenone leave? 
But leſt 1 ſhould upbraid your treachery, 
You make a merit of that crime to me. 
Yet grant you were to faithful love inclin'd, 
Your weary Trojans wait but for a wind. 

Should you prevail; while I aſſign the night, 

Your fails are hoifted, and you take your flight :; 

Some hawling mariner our love deſtroys, 

And breaks aſunder our unfinith'd joys. 

But ] with you may leave the Spartan port: 

To view tie Trojan wealth and Priam's court: 

Shown while lfte, 1 ſhall expoſe my fame, 

And fill a foreign country with my ſhame. 

In Aſia what reception ſhall 1 find? 

And what diſhonour leave in Greece behind? 
What will your brothers, Priam, Hecuba, 

And what will all your modeft matrons ſay ? 
Ev'n you, when on this action you reflect, 

My future conduct juſtly may ſuſpect: 

And whate*er ſtranger lands upon your coaſt, 
oncl::Ce me, by your own example, jolt. 

i from your rage a ſtrompet's name ſhall hear, 
While you forget what part in it 30% bear. 

You, my crime's author, will my crime upbraid : 

Deep unter ground, oh, let me firſt be laid! 

You Foalt the pomp and plenty of your land, 
And promiſe all ſhall be at my command: 

' Yeur Trojan wealth, believe me. I defpile; 

Ny own poor native land has dearer ties. 

;ShLonid I be injur'd on your Phrygian ſhore, 

| What help of kindred could 1 there implore ? 

Medea was by Jaſon's fiattery won: 


mag, like her, believe, and be undone. 


Plain honeſt hearts, like mine, ſuſpect no cheat, 
And love contributes to its own deceit. 

Ihe thips about whoſe tides loud tempeſts roar, 
With gentle winds were waſted from the ſhore. 
Your teeming mother dream'd a flaming brand, 
Sprung from her womb, conſum'd the Trojan land. 
To ſecond this, old prophecies conſpire 

That Ilium ſhall be burnt with Grecian fire, 
Both give me fear; nor is it much allay'd, 

That Venus is ob';z*d our loves to aid. 

For they, who loſt their cauſe, revenge will take ; 
And for one friend two enemies you make. 

Nor can ] doubt, but, ſhould I follow you, 

he ſword would ſoon our fatal crime purſue. 

A wrong fo great my huſband's rage would rouze, 
And my relations would his cauſe eſpouſe. 

Y ou boaſt your ſtrength and courage; but, alas 
Your words receive ſmall credit ſrom your face. 
Let heroes in the duſty field delight, 

Thoſe limbs were faſhion'd for another fight. 

Bid Hector ſally from the walls of Troy; 

A tweeter quarrel ſhould your arms employ. 

Yet ſears like theſe ſhould not my mind perplex, 


| Were I as wiſe as many of my ſex. 
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But time and you may bolder thoughts infpire ; 
And I perhaps may yield to your dcfire. 
Von laſt demand a private conference ; 
Theſe are your w ved 3, hut I can guts 
Y our unripe hopes their harveſt muſt attend: 
Be rul'd by me, anc time may he your triend. 
Ius is enough to let yeu underſtand; 


For now my pen has tir'd my tender hand: 
q 


our ſenfe. 


OEM 


cannot to myſelſ reſtore 

[51 11 complain, and ſtiil 1 love him more, 
Have pity, Cup id, on my bleeding heart, 
And N tity brother 's with an qua Cart. 
rave: nor canſt thou Venus of7 pring be, 
ove's mother could not bear a fon like thee 
rom harden'd oak, or from à rocks cold womh, 
At leaſt thou art Gil ſome fierce tigrefs come 


| 
1 
i 
F 
i 


iy woman knows the ſecret of my heart, Or on rough f eas, from their foundation torn, 
And may hcreater! better news impart Got hy the winds, and in a tempeſt born: 
[Jake that which now t iy trembling ſailors fear; s 
— — {Lake that whoſe rage ſhould ſtill detain thee here ; 
| Behold how high the foamy billows ride bt 
| The winds and waves are on the juſter fide. 
D I D O 13 O E N E A 12 winter weather and a ſtorm J fea / 
: 6 þ 1 owe, v hat rather 1 would owe to thee, 
Death thou deſerv'ſt from hcaver.*s avenging laws: 
EPIST. VII. Put i'm vnwilling to become the can. = 
To ſhun my my if thou. wilt ſeck thy fate, 
THE ARGUMENT, "Tis a dear vrchaſe, and a cONty hate. 
Stay but a little, till the tempeſt ceaſc, 5 
Exneas, the fon of Venus and Anchiſes, facing, at th, Ana e "our winde are lulli'd into a peace. | 
deſiru?! on of Troy, ſaved /is Gols, his father, and 2 ihn rage, like theirs, uncon nant ts ' 
for Aſcarius, from the fire, gut to ſca woith taventy g 5 will, if there be eee * 
fail ef bits: and having been {ng toft with tem et, Ou it toy not yet well re Ui ſhips ſoſtain Fr 
avas at loft thrown ut on ** 45 - of Lybia, auler. = often W erk d oy dar*ſt thou tempt th e man A . 
queer Di: (Aying from the cruel! > of Pygmalis Jer | 7 CGD VENT TON WEre TTY WAIT REY 
ef who had Killed her - buſi A Sichew ) lag © 0 ovIanc forms of death are in the deep, 
lately built Carthage. She. enterta ed Areas and ns PEI abyſs the 's ph munen | 
his fleet with great civility, ſell | afſicnately in le token ee ofe who fallety Iwore 
ith him, and in the ENa denied him no? tre {a 1 x I” 5 nen Num on) 0 a- horn Venus at, , 
favrurs. But M fercury admonifhi "g FEneas to go in „ delicate A cronies a 
ſearch : / Traly (a kingdom promiſed lim by the Geds ) + — 5 5 - booted Gece of 
he readily {prepared to obey him. Dido ſoon perceived oO dA mg 1 a in prefervs my joe. 
it, and hawiig in wan ty 92 all ether means to engage| 3 N W mY t thy death detent bf 
him to a 5 at laſt in deſſ air writes to 1 m 4 rioting 413 be FIC ERIE ON MAINE 
follows. YOU: ſome aveneing ftorm thy veſſel tear, 
But heaven fort id 1 y words ſhould omen tear} 
| hen in thy face thy de d vows wouldfl fy; 4 
o, Mæander's banks, when death is nigh, And my wrong'd ghoit he preſent to thy eye by 
71 ne „„ fines her own elegy. Wick tireate ening looks inmi thou be hold'ſt me be 
Not that J hope (tor, oh, that hope were vain !) ſtare, - P, 
zy words your loft atfection to regain : Gaſpimne my mouth, and clotted all my har. th 
Zut, baving loſt whate*er was worth my care, nen, ſhould ork 'd lightning and red thunder fall 
Why ſhould I fear to loſe a dying prayer What could'ſt rhom fay, but, I deferv'd 'em ail* : 
is then refolv'd poor Dido muſt be left, Leit this ſhould happen, make not haſte away; 60 
Of lite, of honour, and of love bereſt {To ſhun the danger will be worth thy ſtay. ©. 
While you, with looſen'd fails and vows, prepare | Have pity on thy ſon, if not on me: 
To ſeek a land that flies the ſearcher's care. (My dc death alone fs guilt enough ſor thee. W 
Nor can my rifing towers your flight reſtrain, What has his youth, what have thy Gods &eſcrv'd, T 
Nor my new empire, offer'd you in vain. To fink in ſeas, who were from fires preſerv'd ? 4 
Built walls you ſhun, unbuilt you ſeek ; that land hot neither Gods nor parent didſt thou bear ; Þ, 
Is yet to conquer; but you this command. | Smooth Nories all to pleaſe a woman's ear, 1 
Suppoſe you landed where your with deſign'd, kale as Jews tale of thy romantic life. f 
link what reception foreigners would find. Nor y ' nl 1 firſt-deluded wiſe: 5 
What people is ſo void of common ſenſc, Lei ſt to ng" g foes Creũſa ſtay d, 80 
To vote ſucceſſion from a native prince? [By t thee ati man, forſaken and betray d. . 
Yet there new ſceptres and new loves you ſcek; 1 whe 1 thou told'ſt me, ſtruck my tender heart, Ti 
New vows to plight, and plizhted vows to break. | That ſuc}: requital ſollow'd ſuch deſert, * 
When will your towers the height of Carthage know?! Nor doubt I but the Goods ſor crimes like theſe, " 
Or when your eyes diſcern ſuch crowds below ? Seven winters kept thee wandering on the ſeas. | 
If ſuch a town and ſubjects you could ſee, Thy ſtarv'd companions, caſt aſhore, I fed, 5 
Still would you want a wife who lov'd like me. Thyſelf admitted to my crown and bed. W 
For, oh, I burn like fires with incenſe bright: To harbour ſtrangers, ſuccour the diſtreſt, y 
Not holy tapers flame with purer light : Was kind enough ; but, oh, too kind the reſt | T, 


Eneas is my thoughts* perpetual theme; 
Their daily longing, and their nightly dream. 
Yet he's ungrateful and obdurate till : 

Fool that I am to place my heart ſo ill ! 


Curſt be the cave which firſt my ruin broug ht, 
Where, from the ſtorm, we common ſhelter ſought- 
A dreadful howling echo'd through the place: 
The mountain nymphs, thought I, my nuptials grace 


ſt me 


v'd, 


heart, 


le, 
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| thourhit fo then, but now too late I know | Here tou © to Carthage may*ft transfer thy Troy: 
Ihe feries YE 19 m; tuncrais Hom below. Here YOUNg Aleamus may 11S arms en PIOY 5 
{tity and violated fame, | „ while we live ſecure in ſott repoſe, 
©: your Cues to y dead huſband's name Fring many laurels home from conquer'd foes. 
py; death redeem my reputation loft, By Cup L's arrows, I adjure thee, itay ; 
| to his arms reitore my guilty 10h, By All tne Gorls C01 pat ons ot thy way. 
te Oy Ny Patrce, rd s o00Mmy * To So Ntay t iy Tro! s, W ho arc yet allve, 
I rais'd a chapel to my murder'd love; Live ſtill, and with no future fortune ſtrive; 
There, wreach'd with boughs and wool, his ſtatue So may thy youthful ſon old age attain, 
: p * 
ſtand Ad thy dead father's bones in PO remain: 
The pious moment of artful hands. As thou hait pity on unhappy me 


Laſt nicht, methought, he cali'd me from the dome, Who knew no ciime. but too much love of thee. 


And thrice, WIFN NOUNOW voice, CTY d, Dido, come. I am not Dorn from fierce Achulles? lime, 


omes; thy wite thy lawtul ſummons bears; 
Put comes more Nowly, clogg'd with confcious fears. 
torx. ve the wron ont CI 'd to thy beg; : 
Were bis Charm who ny Wc 1 faith N11 ifled. 
5 Goddeſs motlier, and his aged fire 
Born on luis b &, did to * fall conſpire, 
n! boch he was, and is, that, were he true, 
Walout a bluth 1 might his love purſue, 
þ tel itars my birth- day did attend : 

a5 my fortune open'd, it muſt end. 
\ ichted lord was at the altar | ain, 
V noſe wealth was made my bloody brother*s gain. 
derer $ hate, | 


Fri Alis, and 101ow'd 0) the Iiiu 

10 oreiga countries I remoy?d my tate ; 

And here, a ſ. PP: ant, rom the ratives hands 

| 00UGUE the ground on Which my city ſtands, 
th ail the e hack that frerche to the tea ; 


tn to the niendly port that ſhelier'd thee: 
'd thete walls which mount into the air, 
once my ntiehbours wonder, and their fear. 


For how they arm; and round me leagues are 


made, 


© | 4 2 % * * 
by (carce-ettabliſh'd empire to invade. 

nan my new. built walls I mutt prepare, 
In iuvtiptkl; woman, and unf{kili'd in war. 
Yet tlouſand rivals to my love pretend 

4180 een 1 # pi i * 

Ard we 1 11 p n * - . — % S 
Cor my perfon would my crown defend : 


Wlofe jarring votes in one complaint agree, 

hat e ich unjuttiy is diſdain'd for thee. 

To proud Ryarbas give me up a prey; 

er tat muſt lolow, if thou goctt away.) 

to my hutband's murderer leave my liſe, 

hat to the huſband he may add the wife. 

Go then, fince no complaints can move thy mind: 

Co, perjur'd man, but leave thy Gods behind. 

bw” MD ot thoſe Gods, b Y whom thou art forſworn, 

| Will in imp ous hands no more be borne : 

thy Werle gious worthip they diſdain, 

4nd rather would the Grecian fires ſuſtain. 

my greateſt ſhame is ſtill to come, 

" part of thee lies hid within my womb. 

| unvorm mult periſh by thy hate, 

ine perith goiltleſs in his mother's fate. 

Some God, thou 145 It, thy voyage GOES command: 

Would the ſan ie God had barr'd thee from my land 

+ 1 doubt not, thy d eparture ſteers, 

0 Kept thee out at: ſea ſo many years; 

40 thy * r labours were a P rice ſo great, 

tu to purchaſe Troy er it not 19 on 

er NOW thou ſcek*? . to be at beſt, 

carious gueſt. 

deludes thy ſearch: pert ps it will 

"yo lage Le undiſcover'd ſtill. 

e crown and wealth in dower I bring, 
ichedt cenquering, here thou art a king. 


By ſome inferior name adm 


Nor did my parents againtt roy combine. 


ro be thy wife it 1 unworthy prove, 

it my love. 

Tc be ſecur'd of ſtill poſſe ſſing thee, 

* lat pang 4 ( 905 Nr wa it wu 14 25 rot be! 


Wi: hen tree from tempeſis paiſengers may go: 

But now with northern blaſts n t billows roar, 
And drive the floating ſea- weed to the ſhore. 

Lcave to my Care the time to ſail avvay; 

When ſafe, I will rot ſuffer thee to Nay. 

Thy weary men would be with eaſe content; 

heit ſails are tatter'd, and their maſts are ſpent. 

it by © merit Ithy mind can move, 

What thou den) ſt my merit, give my love. 

Stay, ll learn my loſs to undergo; 

And give me time to ſtruggle with my woe. 

It not, know this, I wl not ſuffer long; 

My liiz*s too loathſome, and my love too ſtrong. 
Death holds my Pp en, and dictates what | ſay, 
While croſs my lap the Trojan ſword 1 lay. 

My tears flow down; the ſharp edge cuts their 
flood, 

And drinks my ſorrows that muſt drink my blood. 
How well thy gift does with my fate agree 

My funeral pomp is chiefly made by thee. 

To no new w OuNes my boſom |! dit; Hay: 

The {word but enters where love made the way. 

zut thou, dear Aſter, and yet dearer friend, 

Sha alt my cold aſhes to their urn attend. 

Sichæus' wife let not the marble boaſt, 

I loſt that title when my fame I loſt, 

This mort inſcription only let it bear: 

* Unhappy Dido lies in quiet here. 

& The cauſe of death, and ſword by which the dy'd, 
+ ZEncas gave: tic reft her arm fopply' 3 


OVID's ART. OF LOVE 


Muſt Icarn lus rigs oy reading me. 
Seamen with ſailing arts their veiiels move; 
Art guides the chariot: art intlructs to love, 
Of chips and chariots others know the rule; 
But 1 am matter in Love's m ty ſchool! 


by Cupid's ſchool whoe'er would take degree, 
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Cupid indeed is obſtinate and wild, 

A ttubborn God, but yet the God's a child: 
Eaſy to govern in his tender age, 

Like fierce Achilles in his pupillage : 

That lero, horn for conqueſt, trembling ſtood 
Before the Centaur, and receiv'd the rod. 

As Chiron mollity'4 his cruel rind 

With art, and taught his warlike hands to wind 
The ſilver ſtrings of his melodious lyre : 

So Love's fair Goddefs docs my foul inſpire, 
To teach her ſoſter arts; to ſouth the mind, 
And ſmooth the rugged breaſts of human-kind. 

Yet Cupid and Achilles each with ſcorn 
And rage were fill'd; and both were goddeſs -born. 
The bull, reclaim'd and yok'd, the burden draws : 
The horſe reccives the bit within his Jaws 3 
And ſtubborn Love ſhall bend beneath my ſway, 
Though ſtruggling oft he ſtrives to diſobey. 

He ſhakes his torch, he wounds me with hisda ts: 
But vain his force, and vainer are his arts. 

The more he burns my ſoul, or wounds my fight, 
The more he teaches to revenge the ſpite. 

I boaſt no aid the Delphian Cod affords, 

Nor auſpice from the flight of chattering birds; 
Nor Clio nor her fifters have | ſeen : 

As Hetiod ſaw them on the thady green: 
Experience makes my work; a truth ſo try'd 
You may believe; and Venus be my guide. 

Far hence, ye veitals, be, who bind your hair; 
And wives, who gowns below your ankles wear. 
I ſing the brothels looſe and unconfin'd, 

Tl,” unpunithable pleaſures of the kind; 
Which all alike, for love, or money, find. 

You, who in Cupig's rolls in{cribe your name, 
Firſt ſeek an object wortliy of your flame; 

Then ſtrive, with art, your lady's mind to gain: 
And lait, provide your love may long remain. 
On theſe three precepts all my work ſhall move: 
Theſe are the rules and principles of love. 

Before your youth with marriage is oppreſt, 
Make choice of one who ſuits your humour beſt ; 
And ſuch a damfel drops not from the ſky ; 

She muſt be ſought for with a curious eye. 

The wary angler, in the winding brook, 
Knows what the fiſh, and where to bait his hook. 
The ſowler and the huntſman know by name 
The certain haunts and harbour of their game. 
So muſt the lover beat the likeliet grounds: 
Th' aſſembly where his quarry moſt abounds, 
Nor ſhall my novice wander far aſtray ; 

Theſe rules thall put him in the ready way, 
Thou ſhalt not ſail around the continent, 

As far as Perſeus or as Paris went: 

For Rome alone affords thee ſuch a ſtore, 

As all the world can hardly ſhew thee more 
The face of heaven with fewer ſtars is crown'd, 
Than beauties in the Roman ſphere are found. 
Whether thy love is bent on blooming youth, 
On dawning ſveetneſs in unartful truth: 

Or courts the juicy joys of riper growth ; 

Here may*ſt thou find thy full defires in both. 
Or if autumnal beauties pleaſe thy fight 

(An age that knows to give, and take delight); 
Millions of matrons of rhe graver ſort, 

In common prudence will not balk the ſport. 
In ſummer heats thou need'ſt but only go 
To Pompey's cool and ſhady portico ; 


Or Concord's fane ; or that proud edifice, 
Whoſe turrets near the haudy ſuburb rife ; 
Or to that other portico, where ſtands 
lhe cruel father urging his commands, 
And fifty daughters w-it the time of reſt, 
To plunge their poniards in the brid:grooms breaſt: 
Or Venus' temple 3 where, on annual nights, 
They mourn Adonis with Aſſyrian rites, 
Nor ſhun the Jewiſh walk, where the ſoul drove, 
On fabbaths, reſt from every thing but love: 
Nor Iſis' temple; for that ſacred whore 
Makes others, what to Jove ſhe was before. 
And if the hall itſelf be not bely'd, 
Ev'n there the cavſe of love is often try'd ; 
Near it at leaſt, or in the palace-yard, 
rrom whence the noiſy combatants are heard, 
Uhe crafty counſellors, in formal gown, 
There gain another's cauſe, but loſe their own, 
There eloquence is nonpluſt in the ſuit : 
And ;awyers, who had words at will, are mute, 
Venus, from her adjoining temple, ſmiles, 
Lo ſce them caught in their litigious wiles. 
Grave ſenators lead home the youthful dame, 
&eturning clients, when they patrons came. 
But above all, the play-houſe is the place; 
There's choice of quarry in that narrow chace. 
There take thy ſtand, and ſharply looking out, 
yo00n may*it thou find a miſtreſs in the rout, 
For length of time, or for a ſingle bout. 
The theatres are berries: for the fair: 
Like ants on mole-hiils thither they repair z 
Like bees to hives, ſo numeroufly they throng; 
It may be ſaid they to that place belong. 
Vhither they ſwarm, who have the public voice: 
There chooſe, if plenty not diſtracts thy choice 
To ſee, and to be ſeen, in heaps they run; 
Some to undo, and ſome to he undone. 

From Romulus the riſe of plays began, 
Fo his new ſubjects a commodious man; 
Who, his unmarried ſoldiers to ſupply, 
Took care the common- wealth ſho..1d multiply : 
Providing Sabine women for his braves, 
Like a true king, to get a race of ſlaves. 
His play-houſe not of Parian marble made, 
Nor was it ſpread with purple fails for ſhade. 
The ſtage with ruſhes or with leaves they ftrew's, 
No ſcenes in proſpect, no machining God. 
On rows of homely turf they fat to ſee, 
Crown'd with the wreaths of every common tree. 
There, while they ſat in ruſtic majeſty, 
Each lover had his miſtreſs in his eye; 
And whom he ſaw moſt ſuiting to his mind, 
For joys of matrimonial rape defign'd. | 
Scarce could they wait the plaudit in their haſte; 
But, ere the dances and the ſong were paſt, 
The monarch gave the ſignal from his throne z 
And, riting, bade his merry men fall on. 
The martial crew, like ſoldiers ready preſt, 
Juſt at the word (the word too was, The Beſt) 
With joyful cries each other animate; _ 
Some cliooſe, and ſome at hazard ſeize their mate. 
As doves ſrom eagles, or from wolves the lambs, 
So from their lawleſs lovers fly the dames. 
Their tear was one, but not one face of fear ; 
Some rend the lovely treſſes of their hair; : 
Some ſhriek, and ſome are ſtruck with dumb de- 
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Her abſent mother one invokes in vain ; 
One ſtands amaz d, not daring to complain; 
The nimbler truſt their feet, the flow remain. 
But nought availing, all are captives led, 
Trembling and bluſhing, to the genial bed. 
She who tao long reſiſted, or deny'd, 
The luſty lover made by force a bride ; 
And with ſuperior ſtrength, compell'd her to his 
fide. 

Then ſootli d her thus: My ſoul's far better part, 
Ceaſe weeping, nor afflict thy tender heart: 
For what thy father to thy mother was, 
That faith to thee, that folemn vow I paſs, 

Thus Romulus became ſo popular; 
This was the way to thrive in peace and war; 
To pay his army, and freſh whores to bring: 
Who would not fight for ſuch a gracious king ? 
Thus love in theatres did firſt improve; 
And theatres are {till the ſcenes of love: 
Nor ſhun the chariot's and the courſer's race; 
The Circus is no inconvenient place, 
No need is there of talking on the hand; 
Nor nods, nor ſigns, which lovers underſtand. 
But boldly next the fair your ſeat provide ; 
Cloſe as you can to hers, and tide by fide. 
Pleas'd or unpleas'd, no matter; crouding fit : 
For ſo the laws of public ſhows permit. 
Then find occaſion to begin diſcourſe ; 
Enquire whoſe chariot this, and vhoſe that horſe ? 
To whatſoever fide ſhe is inclin'd, 
Suit all your inclinations to her mind; 
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Once more our prince prepares to make us glad; 
And the remaining eaſt to Rome will add. 
Rejoice, ye Roman ſoldiers. in your urn; 

Your enſigns trom the Parthians ſhall return; 
And the ſlain Craſſi (hall no longer mourn, 

A youth is ſent thoſe trophics to demand; 

And bears his father's thunder in his hand: 
Doubt nor th* imperial boy in wars unſeen ; 

In Childhood all of Cxſar's race are men. 
Celeſtial ſeeds ſhoot out before their day, 
Prevent their years, and brook no dull delay. 
Thus infant Hercules the ſnakes did preſs, 

And in his cradle did his fire confeſs. 

Bacchus, a boy, yet like a hero fought, 

And early ſpoils from conquer'd india brought. 
Thus you your father's troops ſhall lead to fight, 


And thus ſhall vanquiſh in your father's right. 
Theſe rudiments to you your lineage owe; 
Born to increaſe your titles, as you grow, 
Brethren you had, revenge your brethren ſlain; 
You have a father, and his rights maintain. 
Arm'd by your country's parent and your own, 
Redeem your country, and reſtore his throne. 
Your enemies aſſert an impious cauſe ; 

You fight both for divine and human laws. 
Already in their cauſe they are o'ercome : 
Subject them too, by force of arms, to Rome. 
Great father Mars with greater Czfar join, 

To give a proſperous omen to your line: 

One of you is, and one ſhall be divine, 

I propheſy you ſhall, you ſhall oꝰercome: 


Like what ſhe likes; from thence your court be=|My verſe ſhall bring you back in triumph home. 


gin; 
And whom ſhe favours, wiſh that he may win. 
But when the ſtatues of the Deitles, 
In chariots roll'd, appear before the prize; 
When Venus comes, with deep devotion riſe. 
li duſt be on her lap, or grains of ſand, 
Bruſh both away with your officious hand. 
Ii none be there, yet bruſh that nothing thence 3 
And ſti!] to touch her lap make ſome pretence. 
Touch any thing of hers; and if her train 
dwerp on the ground, let it nat ſweep in vain ; 
But gently take it up, and wipe it clean 
And while you wipe it, with obſerving eyes, 
Who knows but you may fee her naked thighs! 
Ubſerye, who fits behind her; and beware, 
Leſt his incroaching knee ſhould preſs the fair, 


Lizht ſervice takes light minds: for ſome can 


tell 

Of favours won, by laying cuſhions well: 
Dy fanning faces ſoine their fortune meet; 
Ard ſome by laying footſtools for their ſeet. 
ſheſe overtures of love the Circus gives; 
Nor at the ſword- play leſs the lover thrives : 
for there the ſon of Venus fights his prize; 
And deepeſt wounds are oft receiv'd from eyes; 
One, while the crowd their acclamations make, 
Ur while he bets, and puts his ring to ſtake, 
ls ſtruck trom far, and feels the flying dart; 
And of the ſpectacle is made a part, 

Ceſar would repreſent a naval fight, 
For his own honour, and for Rome's delight. 
From either ſea the youths and maidens come z 
And all the world was then contain'd in Rome. 
In this vaſt concourſe, in this choice of game, 


What Roman heart but felt a foreign flame ? 
Vor. III. 


Spea in my verſe, exhort to loud alarms : 
O were my numbers equal to your arms ! 
Then would I fingthe Parthians overthrow 3 
Their ſhot averſe, ſent from a flying bow: 
The Parthians, who already flying fight, 
Already give an omen of their flight. 

O when will come the day, by heaven deſign'd, 
When thou the beſt and faireſt of mankind, 
Drawn by white horſes ſhalt in triumph ride, 
With conquet*'d ſlaves attending on thy fide; 
Slaves, that no longer can be ſafe in flight; 

O glorious object, O ſurpriſing ſight, 

O day of public joy; too good to end in night 
On ſuch a day, if thou, and, next to thee, 
Some beauty fits, the ſpectacle to ſee : 

If ſhe enquire the names of conquer'd kings, 

Of mountains, rivers, and their hidden ſprings, 
Anſwer to all thou know'ſt ; and, if need be, 
Of things unknown ſeem to ſpeak knowingly : 
This is Euphrates, crown'd with reeds ; and there 
Flows the ſwift Tigris with his ſea-green hair. 
Invent new names of things unknown before; 
Call this Armenia, that the Caſpian ſhore ; 

Call this a Mede, and that a Parthian youth; 
Talk probably; no matter for the truth. 

In feaſts, as at our ſhows, new means abound ; 
More pleaſure there, than that of wine, is found. 
The Paphian Goddeſs there her ambuſh lays ; 
And Love betwixt the horns of Bacchus plays; 
Deſires increaſe at every ſwelling draught ; 

Briſk vapours add new vigour to the thought. 
There Cupid's purple wings no flight afford ; 

But, wet with wine, he flutters on the board. 

He ſhakes his pinions, but he cannot move; 
Fix'd he remains, and turns a maudlin Love. 
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| ls, 
ine warms the blood, and makes the ſpirits flow ; | Was pled in paſtures with he herd to roam; 5 
Cate flies, and wrinkles trom the forchead go: And Viros by the bull was overcome. 5 
Exalts the poor, invigorates the weak ; | Ceafe, queen, with gems d' acorn thy beautcous * 
Gives mirth and lauglitcr, and a roſy cheek. | brows ; 15 
Bold truths it ſpeaks; and ſpoken, dares maintain; he monmch of thy heart ro jewel knows. Gn 
And brings our old {mplicity again. Nor in thy glaſs compoſe thy looks and eyes: 
Love ſparkles in the cup, and fills it higher: secure from all thy charms thy lover lies: | 0s 
Wine feeds the flames, and ſucl adds to fire, Vet truſt thy mirror, when it tells thee true; Ini 
But chooſe no miſtreſs in thy drunken fit; Thou art no heifer to allure his view, 10 
Wine gilds too much their heauties and their wit. Soon ouldſt thou quit thy royal dtadem "= 
Nor truſt thy judgment when the tapers dance; [To thy fair rivals, to he horn'd like them, 856 
But ſober, and by day, thy ſuit advance If Mino pleaſe, no lover ſeek to find; Th 
By day-light Paris judg'd the heautcous three; It not, at caſt ſeek ene of human kind. 4n 
And for the fairelt did tlie prize decree, | The wretched queen the Cretan court forſakes: Th 
Night is a cheat, and all deformities in woods and wilds her haFititibn makes: * 
Are hid or leſſen'd in her dark diſhuiſe. She curſes every keautrous cow the ſces; Go 
The ſun's fair light each error will confeſs, | Ah, why doit thou my lord and maſter pleaſe Th 
In face, in ſhape, in jewels, and in dreſs. und think'ſt, unerateful creature as thou art, 
Why name I every place where youths abound ? With friſking awkardly, to rain his heart | 
"Tis loſs of time, and a tœ truitiul ground. Ihe (aid, and ſtraight commands, with frowning loo, On, 
The Barian baths, where il. ips at anchor ride, To put her, undeſerving, to the yoke; An 
And wholſome ſtreams from ſulphur ſountains glide; | Or feizns ſome holy rites of ſacrifice, Th 
Where wounded youths ute by experience taught, | And fees her rivals death with joytul eyes: * 
The waters are leſs healthiſul than they thought. Then, when the bloody ptieſt has done his part, E. 
Or Dian's fane, which near the ſuburb lies, Pltas'd in her hand ſhe holds the heating heart; I 
Where prieſts, for their promotion, fight a prize. Nor from a ſcorntul taunt can ſcarce refrain; Lb 
That maiden Goddeſs is Love's mortal for, Go, fool, and ftrive to pleaſe my love again. Rut 
And much from her his ſubjeQs undergo. No ſhe would be Europa, 16 now \ 
Thus far the ſportful Muſe with myrtle bound, {Orc bore a bull, and one was made a cow). Ap 
Has ſung where lovely laſſes maybe ſound. [Yet the at laſt her brutal bliſs obtain'd, : Let 
Now let me (ng, how ſhe who wounds your mind, And in a wooden cow the bull ſuſtain'd : An 
With art, may be to cure your wounds inclin'd, Fill'd with his ſced, accompliſh'd her cefire; | 5 
Young nobles, to niy Jaws attention lend! Till by his form the ſon betray'd the fire. 
And all you vulgar of my fci ool attend. It Atreus! wife to inceſt had not run, 
Firſt then believe, all women may be won; (Put, ah, how hard it is to love but one!) 
Attempt with confidence, the work is done. is courſers Phoebus had not driven away, 
The graſsh;oper ſhall firſt forbear to ſing lo ſhun that fight, and interrupt the day. 
In ſummer ſeaſon, or the birds in ſpring Thy daughter, Niſus, pull'd thy purple hair, 
Than women can reſiſt your flattering Kill: And barking ſea-dors yet her bowels tear, 
Ev'n ſhe will yield, who ſwears ſhe never will. At ſca and land Atrides ſav'd his life, 
To ſecret pleaſure both the ſexes move; Vet fell a prey to his adulterous wife. 
But women moſt, who molt difſemble love. | Who krows not what revenge Medea fought, 
* I' were belt for us, if they would firit declare, When the ſlain offspring bore the ſather's fault 
Avow their paſſion, and ſubmit to prayer. [Thus Phcenix did a woman's love bewail; 
The row, by lowing, tells the bull her fame: And thus Hippolytus by Phe.'ra fe". : 
The neighing mare invites her ſtallion to the game. ''Thgſe crimes revenge ful matrons did commit: 
Man is more temperate in his luſt than they, Hotter their luſt, and ſharper is t\;cir wit. 
And, more than women, can his pattion ſway. Doubt not from them an eaſy victory: 
Biblis, we know, did her firſt love declare, Scarce of a tliouſand dames will one deny. 
And had recourſe to death in her deſpair, All women are content that men ſhould woo: 
Her brother ſhe, her father Myrrha fonght, | She who complains, and ſhe who will not do. 
And lov'd, but !ov'd not as a dauchter ought. Reſt then ſecure, hate et thy luck may prove 
Now from a tree ſhe ſtills her odorous tears, | Not to he hated for declaring love. 
Which yet the name of her who ſhed then bears. And yet how canſt thou miſs, ſince womankind 
In Ida's ſhady vale a bull appear'd, | I« frail and vain, and ſtilt to change inclin'd* 
White as the ſnow, the faireſt of the herd; Old huſbands and ſtale gallants they deſpiſe; | 
A beaury-ſpot of black there only roſe, ? And more another's, than their own, they prize. 
Petwixt his equal horns and ample brows; | A larger crop adorns our neighbour's field; 
The love and wiſh of all the Cretan cows. 5 More milk his kine from ſwelling udders yield. 
The queen beheld him as his head he rear'd ; Firſt gain the maid : by her thou ſhalt be ſufe 
And envy*d every leap he gave the herd. A free acceſs, and eaſy to procure: 
A ſecret fire ſhe nouriſh'd in her breaſt, Who krows what to her office does belong, 
And hated every heifer he carefs'd. Is in the ſecret, and can hold her tongue. + 
A ſtory known, and krown for true, I tell; | Bribe her with gifts, with promiſes, and pray: 
Nor Crete, though lying, can the truth conceal. For her good word goes far in love affairs. 
She cut him xraſs (ſo much can Love command); | The time and fit occation leave to her, 
She Rrok'd, ſhe fed him with her royal hand : I ſhe moſt aptly can thy ſuit prefer, 
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The time for maids to fire their lady's blood, | But than her birth-day ſeldom comes a worlſe 
Is, when they find her in a merry mood; When bribes and preſents muſt be ſent of courſe ; 
When all things at her wiſh and pleaſure move : | and that's a bloody day that coſts thy purſe. 
Per heart is open then, and free to love. Pe ſtanch; yet parſtmony will be vain: 
Then mirth and wantonneſs to luſt betray, | ihe craving ſex will ſtill the lover drain. 
And ſmooth the paſſage to the lover's way, No {kill can ſhift them off, nor art remove; 
Troy flood the ſiege, when fill'd with anxious care: They will be begging, when they know we love. 
Gn merry fit concluded all the war. The merchant comes upon th* appointed day, 
If ſome fair rival vex her jexlous mind, | Who ſhall before thy face his wares diſplay. 
Offer thy ſervice to revenge in kind. To chooſe for her ſhe craves thy kind advice; 
Inſtru&t the damſel while ſhe combs her hair, Then begs again to bargain ſor the price: 
o raiſe the choler of that mjur'd fair But when ſhe has her purchaſe in her eye, 
And, fighing, make her miſtreſs underſtand, She hugs thee cloſe, and kiſſes thee to buy. 
She las the means of vengeance in her hand : [Tis what 1 want, and 'tis a pem'orth too 
Then, naming thee, thy humble ſuit prefer; In many years 1 will not trouble you. 
And ſwear thou languiſheſt and dy'ſt for her. If you complain you have ro ready coin 
Then let her loſe no time, but puth at all: No matter, *tis but writine of a line, 
lor women ſoon are rais'd, and ſoon they fall. A little bill, not to be paid at fight ; 
Give their firſt fury leifore to relent, No curſe the time when thou wert taught to write. 
Ihey melt like ice, and ſudelenly repent. ; She keeps her birth-day ; you muſt ſend the chear; 
| enjoy tlie maid, will that thy ſuit advance! And the'il he born a hundred times a year. 
lis a hard queſtion, and a doubttuf chance, Wich daily lies ſhe dribs thee into coſt ; 
One maid, corrupted, baucs the better ſor't; hat car-ring dropt a ſtone, that ring is loſt, 
Anotitr for herſelf would keen the ſport. | Tiiey often borrow what they never pay; 
hy hut eſs may he further'd or delay'd: | Whate'er you lend her, think it thrown away. 
But by my counſel, let alone the maid : Had 1 ten mouths and tonzues to tell each art, 
En though the ſhould confent td do the feat; | All would be wearied ere I told a part 
The vrofit's Actle, and the danger great. (By letters, not by words, thy love begin; 
I will rot lead thee rth:ough a rugged road; And ford the dangerous paſſage with thy pen. 
Fut where tle way hes open, fate, and broad. It te her heart thou aim'ft to find the way, 
Yet, if thou find'ſt her very much thy friend, Extremely flatter, and extremely pray 
And her good ſace her diligence commend : 'riam by prayers did HeQor's body gain; 
Let tie fair miſtreſs have thy firſt embrace, Nor is an angry Cod invok'd in vain. 
And let the maid come after in her place. With promis'd gifts her eaſy mind bewitch : 
Put this 1 will adviſe, and mark my words ; For ev'n the poor in promiſe may te rich. 
for "tis the heſt advice my {kill affords: Vain hopes awhile her appetite will lay 
Ii nceds thou with the damſel wilt begin, "tis a deceitful, but commodious way. 
Before ti attempt is made, make ſure to win: Who gives is mad; but make her ſtill believe 
tor then the fecret letter will by kept ; will come, and that's the cheapeſt way to ge. 
And the can tell no tales when once ſhe's dipt. Fy*n barren lands fair promiſes afford; 
„ for the fowler's intereſt to beware, Put the lean harveſt cheats the ſtarving lord. 
The bird intangled ſhould not 'ſcape the mare. Pay not thy firſt enjoyment, leſt it prove 
The fiſh, once prick*d, avoids the hearded took, Of bad example to thy future love: 
And ſpoils rhe ſport of all the reighhouring brook, But get it gratis; and ſhe l give thee mort, 
Pur, if the wench be thine, ſhe makes thy way, For fear cf lofing what ſhe gave before. 
And, for thy fake, her miſtreſs will hettay; The loſing gameſter ſhakes the box in vain, 
[Ell all ſhe knows, and all ſhe hears her ſay. And bleeds, and loſes on, in hopes to gain. 
Keep well the counſel of thy fait hib! ſpy : Write then, and in thy letter, as I ſaid, 
*0 ſhalt thou learn whene'er ſhe treads awry. Let her with mighty promiſes be fed. 
All things the ſtations of their ſeaſons keep; Cydippe by a letter was betray'd, 
nd certain times there are to ſow and reap. Writ on an apple to th* unwary maid. 
Poughmen and ſailors for the ſeaſon ſtay, She read herſelf into a marriage-vow 
One to plough land, and one to plough the ſea: (And every cheat in love the Gods allow). 
do ſhould the lover wait the lucky day. Learn eloquence, ye noble youth of Rome ; 
Then top thy ſuit, it hurts not thy defign : It will not only at the bar o'ercome : 
But think, another hour ſhe may be thine. Sweet words the people and the ſenate movez 
And when ſhe celebrates her birth at home, | But the chief end of eloquence is love, 
Or when ſhe views the public ſhows of Rome, But in thy letter hide thy moving arts; 
Know, all thy viſits then are troubleſome. Affect not to be thouglit a man of parts. 
Defer thy work, and put not then to ſea, None but vain fools to fimple women preach 2 
For that's a boding and a ſtormy day. A learned letter oft kas made a breach. 
Elſe take thy time, and, when thou canſt, begin: {in a familiar ſtile your thoughts convey, 
To break a Jewiſh ſabbath, think no fin : And write ſuch things as preſent you would ſay! 
Nor ev'n on ſuperſtitious days abſtain ; Such words as from the heart may ſeem to move 
Not waen the Romans were at Allia ſlain. "Tis wit enough, to make her think you love. 
M omens in her frowns are underſtood ; If ſeal'd ſhe ſends it back, and will not read 
When he's in trumpur, every day + £008, Yet hope in time the buſineſs may ſucceed, 
| Uo s 
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In time the ſteer will to the yoke ſubmit ; 

In time the reſtiff horſe will bear the bit. 

Ev'n the hard plough-ſhare uſe will wear away; 
And itubborn ſteel in length of time decay. 
Water is ſoft, and marble hard; and yet 

We ſee ſott water through hard marble eat. 


Though late, yet Troy at length in flames expir'd; 


And ten years more Penelope had tir'd. 

Perhaps thy lines unanſwer d ſhe retain'd ; 

No matter; there's a point already gain'd : 

For ſhe, who reads, in time will anſwer too 

Things muſt be left by juſt degrees to grow. 

Perhaps ſhe writes, but anſwers with diſdain, 

And ſharply bids you not to write again : 

What ſhe requires, ſhe fears you ſhould accord ; 

The jilt would not be taken at her word. 
Meantime, if ſhe be carried in her chair, 

Approach, but do not ſeem to know ſhe's there, 

Speak ſoſtly to delude the ſtanders-by; 

Or, if aloud, then ſpeak ambiguouſly. 

If fauntering in the portico ſhe walk, 

Move ſlowly too; for that's a time for talk: 

And ſometimes follow, ſometimes be her guide: 

But, when the crowd permits, go ſide by fide. 

Nor in the play-houſe let her fit alone: 

For ſhe's the play-houſe, and the play in one. 

There thou mayꝰſt ogle, or by figns advance 

Thy ſuit, and ſeem to touch her hand by chance, 

Admire the dancer who her liking gains, 

And pity in the play the lover's pains ; 

For her ſweet ſake the loſs of time deſpiſe ; 

Sit while ſhe fits, anc when the riſes riſe. 

But dreſs not like a fop, nor curl your hair, 

Nor with a pumice make your body bare. 

Leave thoſe effeminate and uſeleſs toys 

To eunuchs, who can give no ſolid joys. 

Neglect becomes a man: this Theſeus found : 


Uncurl'd, encomb'd, the nymph his wiſhes crown'd. 


The rough Hippolytus was Phædra's care: 
And Venus thought the rude Adonis fair, 

Be not too finical ; but yet be clean: 

And wear well-faſhion'd cloaths, like other men. 
Let not your teeth be yellow, or be foul; 
Nor in wide ſhoes your feet too looſely roll. 

Of a black muzzle, and long beard, beware; 
And let a ſkilful barber cut your hair. 

Your nails be pick'd from filth, and ev'n par'd : 
Nor let your naſty noſtrils bud with beard. 
Cure your unſavory breath, gargle your throat; 
And free your armpits from the ram and goat, 
Dreſs not, in ſhort, too little or too much; 
And be not wholly French, nor wholly Dutch. 

Now Bacchus calls me to his jolly rites : 
Who would not follow, when a God invites? 
He helps the poet, and his pen inſpires, 

Kind and indulgent to his former fires. 

Fair Ariadne wander'd on the ſhore, 
Forſaken now; and Theſeus lov'd no more: 
Looſe was her gown, diſhevel' was her hair; 
Her boſom naked, and her feet were hare : 
Exclaiming, on the water's brink ſhe ſtood ; 
Her briny tears augment the briny flood, 


She ſhriek*d, and wept, and both became her face, 


No poſture could that heavenly form diſgrace. 
She beat her breaſt: The traitor's gone, ſaid ſhe; 
What ſhall become of poor forfaken me ? 

What ſhall become—ſhe had not time for more, 
The ſounding cymbals rattled on the ſtore. 
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She ſwoons for fear, ſhe ſalls upon the ground; 

No vital heat was in her body found. 

The Mimallonian dames about her ſtood ; 

And ſcudding ſatires ran before their God. 

Silenus on his aſs did next appear, 

And held upon the mare (tue God was clear); 

The drunken fire purſues, the dames retire; 

Sometimes the drunken dames purſue the drunken 

fire. a 

At laſt he topples over on the plain; 

The Satyrs laugh, and bid him riſe again. 

And now the God of Wine came driving on, 

High on his chariot by ſwift ti ers drawn. 

Her colour, voice, and ſenſe, forſook the fair; 

Thrice did her trembling ſeet for flight prepare, 

And thrice affri ted did her flight forbear. 

She ſhook, like ſheaves of corn when tempelts 

blow, 

Or lender reeds that in the marſhes grow. 

To whom the Ge |; Conipoſe thy fearful mind; 

In me a truer huſband thou ſhalt find. 

With heaven I will endow thee, and thy ſtar - ? 

Shall with propitious light be ſeen afar, \ 

And guide on ſeas the doubttul mariner, 

He ſaid, and, from his chariot leaping light, 

Leſt the grim tygers ſhould the nymph affright, 

His brawny arms around her waiſt he threw _ 

(For Gods, whate'er they will, with eaſe can do): 

And ſwiſtly bore her thence: th” attending throng 

Shout at the ſight, and fing the nuptial ſong. 

Now in full bowls her ſorrow ſhe may ſteep: 

The bridegroom's liquor lays the bride aſleep. 
But thou, when flowing cups in triumph ride, 

And the lov'd nymph is ſeated by thy ſide; 

Invoke the God, and all the mighty Powers, 

That wine may not defraud thy genial hours. 

Then in ambiguous words thy ſuit prefer, 

Which ſhe may know were all addreſt to her. 

In liquid purple letters write her name, 

Which ſhe may read, and reading find the flame 

Then may your eyes confeſs your mutual fires : 

(For eyes have tongues, and glances tell defires). 

W hene*er ſhe drinks, be firſt to take the cup; 

And where ſhe laid her lips, the blefſing ſup. 

When ſhe to carving does her hand advance, 

Put out thy own, and tuch it as by chance. 

Thy ſervice ev*n her huſband muſt attend 

{A huſband is a moſt convenient friend). 

Seat the ſool cuckold in the higheſt place: 

And with thy garland his dull temples grace. 

Whether helow or equal in degree, 

Let him be lord of all the company, 

And what he ſays, be ſeconded by thee. _ 8. 

'Tis common to deceive through friendhip's 

name: 

But common though it be, 'tis {till to blame: 

Thus factors frequently their truſt betray, 

And to themſelves their maſters gains convey- 

Drink to a certain pitch, and then give © er 

Thy tongue and feet may ſtumble, drinking mores 

Of drunken quarrels in her ſight beware; 

Pot-valour only ſerves to fright the fair. 

Eurytion juſtly fell, by wine oppreſt, 

For his rude riot at a wedding - feaſt. 

Sing, if you have a voice; and ſhew your parts 

In dancing, if indued with dancing arts. 

Do any thing within your power to pleaſe; 


Nay, ev'n affect a ſeeming drunkenneſs; . 
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dip every word; and if by chance you ſpeak 

0 home, or if too broad a jeſt you break, 

jn your excuſe the company will join, 

And lay the fault upon the force of wine. 

[rue drunkenneſs is ſubject to offend ; 

But when tis feign'd 'tis oft a lover's friend. 

Then ſafely may you praiſe her beauteous face, 

And call him happy, who is in her grace. 

Her huſband thinks himſelf the man deſign'd; 

But curſe the cuckold in your ſecret mind, 

When all are riſen, and prepare to go, 

Mix with the croud, and tread upon her toe, 

This is the proper time to make thy court; 

For now ſhe's in the vein, and fit for ſport. 

Lay baſhfulneſs, that ruſtic virtue, by ; 

To manly confidence thy thoughts apply. 

on ſortune's ſoretop timely fix thy hold; 

Now ſpeak and ſpeed, for Venus loves the bold. 

No tules of rhetoric here I need afford: 

Only begin, and truſt the following word; 

It will be witty of its own accord. 
act well the lover; let thy ſpeech abound 

In dying words that reprefent thy wound : 

Diſt uit rot her belief; ſne will be mov'd; 

All women think they merit to be lov'd. 
Sometimes a man begins to love in jeſt, 

and, after, feels the torment he proſoſt. 

ror your own ſakes be pitiſul, ye fair; 

for a ſeignꝰd paſſion may a true prepare. 

by flatteries we prevail on womankind ; 

as hollow banks by ſtreams are undermin'd. 

Tell her her face is fair, her eyes are ſweet: 

Her taper fingers praiſe, and little ſeet. 

Such praiſes ev'n the chaſte are pleas'd to hear; 

Tot maids and matrons hold their beauty dear. 
Oncenaked Pallas with Jove's queen appear'd ; 

And ſtill they grieve that Venus was preferr*d. 


Thus Phalaris Perillus taught to low, 

And made him ſeaſon firſt the brazen cow. 

A rightful doom the laws of nature cry, 

'Tis, the artificers of death ſhould die. 

Thus juſtly women ſuffer by deceit; 

Their practice authorizes us to cheat. 

Beg her, with tears thy warm defires to grant; 
For tears will pierce a heart of adamant. 

If tears will not be ſqueez'd, then rub your eye, 


Or *noint the lids, and ſeem at leaſt to cry. 


Kiſs, if you can: reſiſtance if ſhe make, 

And will not give you kiffes, let her take. 

Fy, fy, you naughty man! are words of courſe; 
She ſtruggles but ro be ſubdu'd by force. 

Kiſs only ſoft, I charge you, and beware, 

With your hard briſtles not to bruſh the fair. 

He who has gain'd a kiſs, and gains no more, 
Deſerves to loſe the bliſs he got before. 

tf once ſhe kiſs, her meaning is expreft ; 

There wants but little puſhing for the reſt : 
Which if thou doſt not gain, by ſtrength or art, 
The name of clown then ſuits with thy defert; } 
"Tis downright dulneſs, and a ſhameful part. 
Perhaps, ſhe calls it force ; but, if ſhe *icape, 
She-will not thank you for th' omitted rape. 

The ſex is cunning to conceal their fires ; 

They would be forc'd ev'n to their own debres. 
They ſeem t accuſe you with a downcaſt fight; 
But in their ſouls conteſs you did them right. 
Who might be forc'd, and yet untouch'd depart, 
Thank with their tongues, but curſe you with their 
| heart. 

| Fair Phcebe and her ſiſter did prefer 

Jo their dull mates the noble raviſher. 

Wat Deidamia did in days of yore, 

The tale is old, but worth the reading o'er. 
When Venus had the goiden apple gain'd, 


pruſe the proud peacock, and he ſpreads his And the juſt judge fair Helen had obtain'd: 


train: 
be filert, and he pulls it in again. 
fleas'd is the courſer in his rapid race; 
applaud jus running, and he mends his pace. 
but largely promiſe, and devoutly ſwear ; 
and, if need be, cali every God to hear. 
ove fits above, forgiving with a ſmile 
Ve perjuries that eaſy maids beguile. 
ie frore to Juno by the Stygian lake: 
forſworn, he dares not an example make, 
Ur puniſh falſehood for his own dear ſake. 


'I's for our intereſt that the Gods ſhould be; : 


Lat us believe them: I believe, they ſee, 

anc both reward and puniſh equally 

Nat that they live above, like lazy drones, 

Ur kings below, ſupine upon their thrones. 
lead then your lives as preſent in their fight; 
N Juſt in dealings, and defend the right; 

) fraud betray not, nor oppreſs by miglit. 
"it tis a venial fin to cheat the fair; 

Al men have liberty of conſcience there. 

ba cheating nymphs a cheat is well defign'd ; 

Tis a profane and a deceitful kind. 

_ Tis faid, that Ægypt for nine years was dry, 
Nor Nile did floods, nor heaven did rain ſupply. 
A foreigner at length inform'd the king, 
that 3 gueſts would kindly moi ſture 
EET. 

"te king reply d. On thee the lot ſhall fall, 

wou, my gueſt, the ſacrifice for all. 


When ſhe with triumph was at Troy receiv'd, 
The Trojans joyful, while the Grecians griev'd: 
| They vow'd revenge of violated laws, 

And Greece was arming in the cuckold's cauſe: 
Achilles, by his mother warn'd from war, 

' Diſguis'd his ſex, and lurk'd among the fair. 
What! means ZEacid:s to ſpin and few? 

With ſpear and ſword in field thy valour ſhew ; 

And, leaving this, the nobler Pallas know. 

Why doſt thou in that hand the diftaff wield 

Which is more worthy to ſuſtain the ſhield? 

Or with that other draw the woolly tWinie, 

The ſame the Fates for Hector's thread affign ? 
Brandiſh thy falchion in thy powerful hand, 
Which can alone the ponderous lance command. 
In the ſame room by chance the royal maid 
Was lodg'd, and, by his ſeeming ſex betray'd, : 
Cloſe to her fide the youthful hero laid. 

I know not how his courtſhip he began 
But, to her coſt ſhe found it was a man. 

Tis thought ſhe ſtruggled; but withal tis thought, 
| Her wiſh was to be conquer d when ſhe fought. 
For when, diſclos'd, and haftening to the field, 

He laid his diſtaff down, and took the ſhield, 

With tears her humble ſuit ſhe did prefer, 

And thought to ſtay the grateful raviſner. 

She ſighs, ſhe ſobs, ſhe begs him not to part: 

And row tis nature what before was art. 

She ftrives by force her lover to detaing 

And wiſhes to be raviſh'd once again: 
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This is the ſex; they will not firſt begin, 
But, when co;npell'd, are pleas'd to ſuffer fin. 
Is there, who thinks that women firſt ſhould woo? 
Lay by thy ſelf. conceit, thou fooliſh beau. 
Begin, and fave their modeſty the ſhame ; 
*Tis well for thee if they receive thy flame. 
Tis decent for a man ta ſpeak his mind; 
They but expect th* occaſion to be kind. - 
Aſk, that thou may 'n enjoy? ſhe waits ſar this; 
And on thy firſt advance depends thy bliſs, 
Ev'n Jove himſelf was forc'd to ſue for love ; 
None of the nymphs did 6ſt ſolicit ſove. 
But if you fiad your prayers ingreafe her pride, 
Strike ſail awhile, and wait another tide. 
They fly when we purſue ; but make delay, 
And, when they ſce you flacken, they will itay. 
Sometimes it profits to conceal your end; 
Name not yourſelf her lover, but ber friend. 
How many tkittiſh girls have thus been caught! 
He prov'd a lover who her friend was thou lit. 
Sailors by fun and wind are ſwarthy made ; 
A tann'd complexion beſt becomes their ti ade 
"Tis a diſgrace for plouglimen to be fair; 
Bluff cheeks they have, and weather-heaten hair. 
TI ambitious yoath, who ſcehs an olive crown, 
Is fun-burnt with his daily toil, and brown. 
But if the lover hopes to be in grace, 
Wan de his looks, and meag:e be his ſac- 
That colour from ibe fair compaſſion draws : 
She thinks you tick, and thinks herſelf the caufe. 
Orion wander'd in the woods for love: 
His palenefs did the nymphs to pity move; 
His ghaſtly v:fage rgued hidden love. 
Nor fail a night- cap in full health, to wear; 
Neglect thy drefs, and difcompole thy hair. 
2 things are decent, that in love avail : 
Read long by night, and ſtudy to he pale 
Forſake your food, refuſe your neediul reſt ; 
Ze miſerable, that you may he ble ſt. 

Shall I complain, or ſhall I warn you mo? ? 
Truth, truth, and friendſhip, in the World are 


LARS 


{ 


, b ” 
i little and an empty name they hoaſt. 


'£ ic believe, thou may ſt a rival raiſc. 

"Vis true, Patroclus, by no luſt miſled, 

50Uuglit not to ſtain his dear companion*s bed. 
or Pylades Hermione embrac'd ;. 

"vn Phedra to Pirithous ſtill was chaſte. 

But hope not thou, in this vile age, to find 
Thoſe rare examples of a faithful mind. 

The ſea ſhall ſooner with (ſweet honey flow; 

Ir from the furzes pears and apples grow. 

We fin with guſt, we love by fraud ta gain; 
And find a pleaſure in our fellow*'s pain. 

From rival tors you may the fair deſend ; 

ut, would you ward the blow, beware your friend; 
ware your brother, and your next of kin; 

Dut from your baſom- ſriend your cares begin. 
Here 1 had ended, but experience finds, 

7 hat ſundry women are of ſundry minds; 

With various crotchets fill'd, and hard to pleaſe : 
hey therefore muſt be caught by various ways. 
All things are not produc'd in any foil ; 

his ground for wine is proper, that for oil. 

50 *tis in men, but more in woman-kind : 
1:fferent in face, in manners, and in mind: 
Lut wiſe men ſhift their ſails with every wind: 
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As changeful Proteus vary'd oft his ſhape; 
And did in fundry forms and figures ſcape; 
A running ftream a ſtanding tree hecame, 


7rutt nat thy friend, much lefs thy miſtrefs vraie, 


A roaring lion, or a bleating lamb. 5 
Some fin with harpoons, fome with darts are ſtruck, 6 
dome drawn with nets, ſome hang upon the hook: . 
50 turn thyſelf; and imitating them, 
Try leveral tricks, and change thy ſtratag em, 80 
One rule will not ſor different ages hold; | 
The jades grow cunning, as they grow more old Ir 
Then talk not bawdy to the bathful maid ; A 
Broad words will make her innocence afl aid. R 
Nor to an ignorant, girl of learning ſpeak ; 7 
She thinks you conjure, when you talk in Greek, A. 
And hence tis often ſeen, the fimple ſhun 
The learn'd, and into vile embraces run. v. 
Part of my taſk is done, and part to do: 80 
ut here tis time to reſt myſelf and you. a 
* 
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THE ARGUMENT. F 
Chry/er, pri:ft of Ap Ile, brings f reſents to the Grecian BA 
princes, to raue fois Gaughtey Chryjen, 0/9 1069 7 
* foner in t. fest Agamem.on, the geha, A 
wiſe captive and miſtre)s the young lady was, . by 
faſes to deliver her, threatens the wentrab!t old mar, r a 
ard d'\mifſes him with contumely. The prieft ne 11 
vengeurce of ris Cd; he ſends @ flagut among e Fe 
Greets: wvaich vecafiens Achilles, their great cham: bre 
f fion, to fſlnnon a conncis of tre chief officers ; he ON do 
, ceurapes Calchar, the Ing frieft and profits le 1h > 
the reaſon xv e Gods orre 15 much incer/ed aa N 
them. Calas is fearful of provoking Ag amennen, 
fl Millet eugages ta protect him : theny enrbelder- He 
ed by the hero, {et accuſes the general as the cavic 5 
| all, by detaining the fair captive, and refuſing tie Ne 
pretents offered fer der ranſom. By this freceeding, Ti 
Agamemun is obliged, againſt dis will, to reftire = 
Chryſers woith gifts, that e might appeaſe the c 15 
ef Pharbus 4 but, at tae fame time, to revenge * 
himſelf an Achilles, ſends to ſeine his fave Brijes. l * 
Achilles, thus affronted, complains to #18 mother at 
Thetis; and begs her to revenge lis ')ury, _— U 
on the general, but on all the army, by g ve <; 4 
to the Trojans, till the ungrateful king became fei“ Si ; 
of his injullice. At the fame time, he retires from e bes 
camp inte his pita, and toit hid ratus his gid 7 1 2 
countrymen, Thetis prefers her jon's petition ib * Gor 
piter, who grants her ſuit. Juno ſuſpecfs her ghar Wi, 
and quarrels with her hufpand for his . 1 r 
Fulcan reconciles kis parents with 4 bowl of Nef, Z Is | 
and ſends them peaceably to bed. The 
| Anc 
HE wrath of Peleus' ſon, O Muſe, ; nar; Hes 
Whoſe dire effects the Grecian army ſound, pier 
And many a hero, king, and hardy knight, Hoy 


1 ſont, in early youth, to ſhades of knight: 
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Their limbs a prey to dogs and vultures made. | His qu:ver o'er his ample ſhoulders threw ; 
$9 was the ſovereign will of Jove obey'd : | His bow twang'd, and his arrows rattled as they 
from that ill- omer.;*d hour when ftrite begun, flew. | 
Berwixt Atrides great, and Thetis' g6d-like fon. Elack as a ſtormy night, he rang'd around 


What Power provok'd, and for what cauſe relate, Ihe tents, and compaſe'd the devoted ground. 
1 


Sow'd; in their h aſts, and feeds of firrn debate; hen w.th full force his deadly bow he bent, 

love's and Larona's fon his wrath expreſs'd, [and teathier's iates among the mules and ſumpters 
In Vengeance ol his violated prieſt, ſent: 

ain't che king of men; who, ſwoln with pride, Tl effay of rage, on faithful dogs the next ; 

Retus'd his pretents, and his prayers deny d. And laſt, in human hearts his arrows fix'd. 

For this the Cod a ſwift contagion ſpread | The God nine days the Greeks at ;overs kill d, 
Amid the camp, where leaps on heaps lay dead. ine tes tue camp with funeral fires was fill'd; 


For venerable Chryſes came to huy, he tent, Achilles, by the Queen's command, 


vun gold and gifts of price; his daughter's liberty, | Who bears heavens awiul ſceptre in her hand, 
S»r-pliant before the Grecian chicis he food ; A council ſummon'd: tor the Coddeſs griev'd 
au ful, and arm'd with enſiens of ins God; Her lavou:'d hoſt ſhovld periſh unrelicv'd. 
Ee was his loary head; ove ly hand The kings aſſembled, foon their chief incloſe ; 
Held fortli his laure! crown, and one his ſceptre of; Then trom his ſeat tlie Goddeſs- born aroſe, 
command. And thus undaunted ſpoke: What now remains, 
His foit was common; but above the reſt, But that once more we tempt the watery plains, 
lo both the brocher-princes thus addreſs'd: And, wandering homeward, ſeek our ſafety hence, 
Ye ſons of Atreus, and ye Grecian powers, In flight at leaſt, if we can find defence ? 
do at thee Gods who dwell in heavenly Lowers Such woes at once encompals us about, 
Succeed your nege, accord the vows you make, he plague within the camp, the ſword without. 
\n! give you 'Troy's imperial town to take; Conſult, O king, the prophets of th* event : 
do, by their happy conduct, may you come And whence tlieſc ills, and what the Gods intent, 
n conqueſt back to your fweet native home; Let them by crea;hs explore; for dicams from 
Az you receive the ranſom which I bring Jove are ſent, 
{petting Jove, and the far-ſhooting king), What want of oſter d victims, hat offence 
And break my daughter's bonds, at my detire ; In fat committed could the Sun incenſe, 
And glad with her return her gricving fire. To deal his deadly ſhafts * What may remove 
With ſhouts of loud acclaim the Greeks decree His ſettled hate, and reconcile his love? 
To take the gifts, to ſet the damſel tree. That he may look propitiovs on our toils 5 
The kiny of men alone with tury burn'd; And hungry graves no more be glutted with our 
And, haughty, theſe opprobrious words returr'd ; ſpoils. 
Hence, holy dotard, and avoid my ſight, Thus to the king of men the hero ſpoke. 
kre evil intercept thy tardy flight: Then Calchas tlie deſir'd occaſion took: 
Nor dare to tread this interdicted ſtrand, Calchas the ſacred ſcer, who had in view 
Left not that idle ſceptre in thy hand, Things preſent and the paſt; and things to come 
Nor thy God's crown, my vow'd revenge with. ( ; ſoreknew. 
ſtand. Supreme of augurs, who by Phcehus taught, 
Hence, on thy liſe : the captive maid is mine; Ihe Grecian powers to Troy's deſtruction brought. 
Whom not for price or prayers | will reſign : Skill'd in the fecret cauſes of their woes, 


Mine (he ſhall be, till creeping age and time The reverend prieſt in gracctul act aroſe : 
Her bloom have wither'd, and conſum'd her prime. [And thus beſpoke Pelides: Care of Jove, 


Til! then my royal bed ſhe ſhall attend ; Favour'd bf all th* immortal Powers above; 
And, having firſt adorn'd it, late aſcend : Wouldſt thou the ſecds deep-ſfown of miſcinef 
This, for the night; by day, the web and loom, know, 
And homely houſhold- taſk, ſhall be her doom, And why, provok'd Apollo bends his bow ? 
Far tom thy lov*d embrace, and her ſweet native |Plight firſt thy faith, inviolably true, 
home. To ſave me from thoſe ills, that may enſue, 
He aid : the helpleſs prieſt reply'd no more. For I ſhall tell ungrateful truths, to thoſe 
But ſped his ſteps along the hoarſe reſounding ſhore: | Whoſe boundleſs powers of life and death diſpoſe. 
Silent he fled; ſecure at length he ſtood, And ſovereigns, ever jealous of their Nate, 
Devoutly curs'd his foes, and thus invobed his God: Forgive not thoſe whom once they mark for hate 
O ſource of Tacred light, attend my prayer, Ey'n though th' offence they ſeemingly digeſt, 
Cod with the filver bow and golden hair; Revenge, like embers rak'd, within their breait, 
Whom Chryfa, Cilla, Tenedos obeys, Burſts forth in flames; whoſe unrefiſte> power 
And whoſe broad eye their happy ſoil ſurveys ; Will (ſeize th* unwary wretch, and ſoon devour, 
If, Smintheus, I have pour'd betore thy ſhrine Such, and no lefs is he, on whom depends 
The blood of oxen, goats, and ruddy wine, The ſum of things; and whom my tongue of force 
And larded thighs on loaded altars laid, ; offends. 
Hear, and my juſt revenge propitious aid. Secure me then from his foreſeen intent, 
Pierce the proud Greeks, and with thy ſhafts atteſt |That what his wrath may doom, thy valour may 
How much thy power is injur'd in thy prieſt. prevent. 
He pray d, and Phcebus, hearing, urg'd his flight, | To this the ſtern Achilles made reply: 
Wau fury kindled, from Olympus' height; Be bold; and on my plighted faith rely, 
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To ſpeak what Pheebus has infpir'd thy ſoul 

For common good; and ſpeak without control, 
His Godhead I invoke, by him 1 ſwear, 

That while my noftrils draw this vital air, 

None ſhall preſume to violate thoſe bands ; 

Or touch thy perſon with unhallow'd hands: 


_, Ev'n not the king of men that all commands. 


At this, reſuming heart, the prophet aid: 
Nor hetacomh unſlain, nor vows unpaid, 
On Greeks, accurs'd, this dire contagion bring, 
Or call for vengeance from the howyer King ; 
But he the tyrant, whom none dares reſiſt, 
Afﬀeonts the Godhead in his injur'd prieft : 
He keeps the damſel captive in his chain, 
And prefents are refus'd, and prayers preferr'd in 
vain. 
For this th* avenging Power employs his darts; 
And empties all his quiver in our hearts ; 
Thus wilt perſiſt, relentleſs in his ire, 
Till the fair ſlave be render'd to her fire : 
And ranſom-free reſtor'd to his abode, 
With ſacrifice to reconcile the God : 
Then he, perhaps, aton'd by prayer, may ceaſe 
His vengeance juſtly vow'd, and give the peace. 
Thus having ſaid, he ſate: thus anſwer'd then, 
Upſtarting from his throne, the king of men, 
His breaſt with fury fill'd, his eyes with fire; 
Which rolling round, he ſhot in ſparkles on the fire: 
Augur of ill, whoſe tongue was never found 
Wuhout a prieſtly curſe, or boding ſound ; 
For not one bleſs d event ſoretold to me 
Paſs'd through that mouth, or paſs'd unwillingly, 
And now thou doſt with lies the throne invade, 
By practice harden'd in thy ſlandering trade. 
Obtending heaven, for whate'er ills befal ; - 
And ſputtering under fpecious names thy gall. 
Now Phcebus is provok'd, his rites and laws 
Are in his prielt profan'd, and I the cauſe: 
Since I detain a ſlave, my ſovereign prize; 
And ſacred gold, your idol-god, deſpiſe. 
I love her well: and well her merits claim, 
To ſtand preferr'd before my Grecian dame: 
Not Clytemneſtra's ſelf *in beauty's bloom 
More charm'd or better ply'd the various loom : 
Mane is the maid ; and brought in happy hour, 
With every houſhold-grace adorn'd, to bleſs my 
nuptial bower. 
Yet ſhall ſhe be reſtor d; ſince public good 
For private intereſt ought not be withſtood, 
To ſave th* effuſion of my people's blood. 
But right requires, if I reſign my own, 
I ſhould not ſuffer for your ſakes alone ; 
Alone excluded from the prize I gain'd, 
And by your common ſuffrage have obtain'd. 


"The flave without a ranſom ſhall be ſent : 


It reſts for you to make th” equivalent. 
To this the fierce Theſſalian prince reply d: 
O firſt in power, but paſſing all in pride, 
Griping, and ſtill tenacious of thy hold, 
Wouldſt thou the Grecian chiefs, though largely- 
ſoul'd, 
Should give the prizes they had gain'd before, 
And with their loſs thy ſacrilege reſtore ? 
Whate'er by force of arms the ſoldier got, 
Is each his own, by dividend of lot : 
Which to reſume, were both unjuſt and baſe ; 
Not to be borne but by a ſervile race. 


| 
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But this we can: if Saturn's fon beſtows 
The ſack of Troy, which he by promiſe owes ; 
{hen ſhall the conquering Greeks thy loſs reſtore, 
And with large intereſt make th' advantage more. 

To this Atrides anſwer'd : Though thy boaſt 
Aſſumes the ſoremoſt name of all our hoſt, 
Pretend not, mighty man, that what is mine, 
ControPd by thee, I tamely ſhould retign. 
Shall 1 releaſe the prize 1 gain'd by right, 
in taken owns, and many a bloody fight, 
While thou detain'ſt Brifeis in thy bands, 
By prieſtly gloſfing on the God's commands 
Reſolve on this, (a ſhort alternative) 
Quit mine, or, in exchange, another give ; 
Elfe I, aſſure thy ſoul, by ſovereign right 
Wilt ſeize thy captive in thy own deſpiglu. 
Or from tout Ajax. or Ulyſſes, bear 
What other prize my fancy ſhall prefer: 
Then fottly murmur, or aloud complain, 
Rage as you pleaſe, you ſhall reſiſt in vain. 
But more of this, in proper time and place; 
Lo things of greater moment let us paſs. 
A thip to fail the ſacred ſeas prepare; 
Proud in her trim: and put on board the fair, 
With ſacrifice and gifts, and all the pompof prayer. 
The crew well choſen, the command ſhall be 
In- Ajax; or if other I decree, 
in Creta's king, or-Ithacus, or if 1 pleaſe in thee! \ 
Moſt fit thyſelf to fee perform'd thꝰ intent 
For which my priſoner from my ſight is ſent; 
(Thanks to thy pious care) that Phcebus may te- \ 

lent, 

At this Achilles roll'd his furious eyes, 
Fix'd on the king aſkant ; and thus replies: 
O, impudent, regardful of thy own, 
Whoſe thoughts are center'd on thyſelf alone, 
Advanc'd to ſovereign ſway, for better ends 
Than thus like abject ſlaves to treat thy friends. 
What Greek is he, that, urg'd by thy command, 
Againſt the Trojan troops will lift his hand? 
Not I: nor ſuch inforc'd reſpect I owe; 
Nor Pergamus I hate, nor Priam is my ſoe. 
What wrong from Troy remote conld I ſuſtain, 


To leave my fruitful ſoil and happy reign, 

And plough the ſurges of the ſtormy main? 

Thee, ſrontleſs man, we follow*d from afar ; 

Thy inſtruments of death, and tools of war. 

Thine is the triumph; ours the toil alone: 

We bear thee on our backs, and mount thee on tht 
throne. 

For thee we fall in fight: for thee redreſs 

Thy baffled brother; not the wrongs of Greece. 

And now thou threaten'ſt with unjuſt decree, 

To puniſh thy affronting heaven, on me. 

To ſeize the prize which I ſo dearly bought; 

By common ſuffrage given, confirm'd by lot. 

Mean match to thine: for {till above the reſt 

Thy hook'd rapacious hands uſurp the beſt. 

Though mine are firſt in ſight, to force the pre} 

And laſt ſuſtain the labours of the day. 

Nor grudge I thee the much the Grecians g 

Nor murmuring take the little I receive. 

Yet ev'n this little, thou, who wouldſt ingroſs 

The whole, inſatiate, envy'ſt as thy Joſs. 

Know, then, for Phthia fix'd is my return: 


Better at home my ill- paid pains to mourny 5 


Than from an equal here ſuſtain the public ſcorn. 
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bound, 
Who ſaw his throne with ſcepter'd ſlaves encom- 
paſs'd round, 
Thus anſwer'd ſtern: Go, at thy pleaſure, go: 
We need not ſuch a friend, nor tear we ſuch a foe. 
There will not want to follow me in fight : 
love will alliſt, and Jove aiſert my right. 
but thou of all the kings (his care below) 
Art leaſt at my command, and molt my toe, 
Debates, diſſenſions, uproars, are thy Joy; 
Provok'd without offence, and praclis'd to deſtroy. 
Strength is of brutes, and not thy boaſt alone; 
At lealt "tis lent trom heaven; and not thy own, 
Fly then, ill- manner'd, to thy native land, 
And thete thy ant-born Myrmidons command. 
But mars this menace; fince I mult retign 
My biack-ey*d maid, to pleaſe thc Powers divine: 
{A well-rigg*d veſlel in the port attends. 
Mann'd at my charge, commanded by my friends,) 
The ſhip ſhall waſt her to her with'd abode, 
Tull fraught with holy bribes to the far-ſhooting 
God, ; 
This thus diſpatch'd, I owe myſelf the care, 
My tame and injur'd honour to repair: 
From thy own tent, proud man in thy defpight, 
Tiis hand ſhall raviſh thy pretended right. 
Briſeis ſhall be mine, and thou ſhalt ſce, 
What odds of awful power I have on tlice: 
That others at thy coſt may learn the difference of 
degree. 
At this th* impatient hero ſourly ſmil'd; 
His heart impetuous in his boſom boil'd. 
And, juſtled by two tides of equal ſway, 
Stood, for a while, ſuſpended in his way. 
Detwixt his reaſon, and his rage untam'd ; 
Une wiiiper"d ſoft, and one aloud reclaim'd: 
hat only counſel'd to the ſafer fide ; 
Ulis to the ſword, his ready hand apply d. 
Unpunith'd to ſupport th affront was hard: 
nor caly was th' attempt to force the guard. 
= loon the thirſt of vengeance fir'd his blood: 
falt one his faulchion, and half ſheath'd it ſtood. 
In that nice moment, Pallas, from above, 
Commiſſion'd by tho imperial wite of love, 
Delcended ſwift (the white-arm'd Queen was loath 
the fight ſhould tollow ; for ſhe favour'd both): 
Juſt as in act he Rood, in clouds inſhrin's, 
ner land ſhe faſten'd on his hair behind; 
hen backward by his yellow curls ſhe drew; 
um, and him alone, confeſs'd in view. 
an d by ſuperior force, he turn'd his eyes 


o 


att at narit, and ſtupid with ſurprize : 
BUT hy her lie ear me on al 
ut by ner fparkling eyes, and ardent look, 
11 


gm -Warrior known, he thus beſpoke: 
7 Com it thou, Celeſtial, to behold my wrongs ? 
lo view the vengeance which to crimes belongs? 

hus he, The blue. ey'd Goddeſs thus tejoin d: 
I ccine to calm thy turbulence of mind, 
I reaton will reſume her ſovereign ſway, 
And, ſe at by Juno, her commands obey. 
£qual ſhe loves you both, and I protect: 
Then give tliy guardian Gods their due reſpect; 
And ceaſe contention; be thy words ſevere, 
"arp as he merits: but the ſword forbear. 
An hour unhop'd already wings her way, 
W hen he his dire afſront ſhall dearly pay 3 

. III. ; 


Ol. 1 


The king, whoſe brows with ſhining gold were 
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When the proud king ſhalt ſue, with treble gain, 
To quit thy loſs, and conquer thy diidain. 

ut thou, ſecure of my untailing word, 


Compoſe thy ſwelling ſoul, and ſheath the ſword. 1 


The youth thus anſwer'd mi'd; Aufpicious Maid, bl 
Heaven's will be mine, and your commands obey'd. vi 
The Gods are juit, and when, ſubduing ſenſe, if 
We ſerve their Powers, provide the recompence. 
He ſaid; with ſurly faith heliev'd her word, 

And in the ſheath, reluQant, plung'd the ſword. 
Her mefſage done, ſe mounts rhe bleſs*d abodes, 
And mix'd amony the ſenate of the Gods. 
At her depariic lis diſdain return'd 1 
The fire ſhe fann'd, with greater fury barn'd 4 
Rumbling within, till thus it four! © vent: 1 
Daſtard, and drunkard. mean and inſolent: A 
Tongue-valiant hero, vaunter of thy r.ght, 1 
In threats the foremoſt, but the lag in tight; 
Wl.en didſt thou thruſt amid the mingled preaſe, 
Content to bid the war aloot in peace ? 

Arms are the trace of each plebeian foul; 

Tis death to fight; but kinely to control. 

Lord-like at cate, with arbitrary power, 

lo peel the chiefs, the people to devour. 

Theſe, traitor, are thy talents ; ſafer far 

Than to contend in fields, and toils of war. 

Nor coultft tliou thus have dar'd the common hate, 
Were not their ſouls as abje& as their ſtate. 

But, by this ſceptre, ſolemnly I ſwear, 

(Which never more green leaf or growing branch 
„ Hall bear, | 

Torn from the tree, and given by Jove to thoſe 

Who lavrs diſpenſe, and mighty verongs oppoſe} 
That when the Grecians want my wonted aid, 

No gift ſhall bribe it, and no prayer perſuade. 

When Hector comes, the homicide, to wield 

His conquering arms with corps to ſtrow the field, 
Then ſhalt thou mourn thy pride; and late conſeſs 
My wrong repented, when 'tis paſt redreſs. 


He ſaid: and with diſdain, in open view, ; 
Againſt the ground his golden ſceptre threw z ' | 
Chen (ate : wich boiling rage Atrides burn'd, 1 
And foam betwixt his gnaſhing grinders churn'd, q 
; But trom his ſeat the Pylien prince aroſe, 11 
With reaſoning mild, their madneſs to compoſe : 4 
| Words, ſweet as honey, trom his mouth diſtilld; 9 
Two centuries already lic fulfill d; 0 


and now began the third; unbroken yet: 

Once fam'd for courage; ſtill in council great. 
What worſe, he ſaid, can Argos undergo, 
What can mare gratify the Phrygian foe, 

Than theſe diſtemper'd heat? If both the lights 
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Of Greece their private intereſt diſunites! 

Believe a friend, with thrice your years increas'd, 

And let tizeſe youthſul paſſions be repreis'd: 

{1 flouriſn'd long before your birth; and then 

Liv'd equal with a race of braver men 

Than theſe dim eyes ſhall e er behold again. 

Ceneus and Dryas, and, excelling them, 

Great Theſeus, and the force of greater Polypheme. 

With theſe 1 went, a brother of the war, 

Their dangers to divide; their fame to ſhare. 

Nor idle ſtood with unaſſiſting hands, 

When falvage beaſts, and men's more ſalvage 
hands, 

Their virtuous toil ſubdu'd: yet thoſe I ſway'd, 

Wich powerſul ſpeech: 1 ſpoke, and they obe d. | 
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If ſuch as thoſe my counſels could reclaim, 

Think not, young warriors, your diminiſn'd name, 

Shall ioſe of luſtre, by ſubjecting rage 

To the cool diftates of experienc'd age. 

Thou, king of men, ſtretch not thy ſovereign ſway 

Beyond the hounds free ſubjects can obey : 

But let Pelides in his prize rejoice, 

Atchiev'd in arms, allow'd by public voice. 

Nor thou, brave champion, with his power con- 

tend, 

Before whoſe throne, ev'n kings their lower'd ſcep- 
ters bend, 

The head of action he, and thou the hand, 

Matchleſs thy force ; but mighticr his command: 

Thou firſt, O king, telcaſe the rights of ſway z 

Power, ſell- reſtrain'd, the people beſt obey. 

Santtions of law from thee derive their ſource; 

Command thyſelf, whom no commands can force. 

The ſon of Thetis, rampire of our hoſt, 


He call'd, and thus beſpoke: Haſte hence 10 

Way . 

And from the Goddeſs-born demand his prey. 

It yielded, bring the captive: if deny'd, 

The king (to tell him) ſhall chaſtiſe his pride; 

And with arm'd multitudes in perſon come, 

To vmdicate his power, and juſtify his doom. 

This hard command unwilling they obey, 
And o'er the barren ſhore purſue their way, 
| Where quarter'd in their camp the fierce 
kans lay. 

Their ſovereign ſeated on his chair, they find; 

His penſive cheek upon his hand reclin'd, ! 
) 
{ 
; 


And anxious thoughts revolving in his mind, 
With gloomy looks he ſaw them entering in 
Without ſalute: nor durſt they firſt begin, 
Fearful of raſh offence and death foreſcen. 
He ſoon, the cauſe divining, cleat'd his brow ; 
| And thus did liberty of fpcech allow, 


Is worth our care to keep; nor {hall my prayers be Interpreters of Gods and Men, be bold: 


loſt.“ 

Thus Neſtor faid, and ceas'd: Atrides broke 
His ſilence next; but ponder'd ere he ſpoke. 
Wiſe are thy words, and glad I would obey, 

But this proud man atfects imperial ſway, 

Controling kings, and trampling on our ſtate, 

His will is law; and what he wills is fate, | 

The Cods have given him ſtrength: but whence the 
ſtile 

Of lawlei; power aſſum'd, or licence to revile? 

Achilles cut him ſort; and thus repiy'd: 

My worth, allow'd in words, is in effect deny'd. 
For who but a po!tron, poſſeſs'd with fear, 

Sach haughty inſolence can tamely bear ? 
Command thy ſlaves: my ſtechorn ſoul diſdains 
A tyrant's curb; and reſtiff breaks the reins. 
Take this along; that no diirute ſhall riſe 
(Though mine the woman) for my raviſh'd prize: 
But ſhe e xcepted, as unworthy ſtrife, 

Dare not, I cha ge thee dare not, on thyl ife, 
Touch aught ot mine beiide, by lot my due, 

But ſtand aloof, and think profane to view : 
This fanctiiion, elſe, not hithcrta withſtood, 
Thete hoſtile fields ſhall fatten with thy blood. 

He ſaid; and roſe the firſt : the council broke; 
And all their grave confults diſſolv'd in ſmoke. 
he royal youth retir'd, on vengeance bent, 
Patioclus foliow'd filent to his tent. 

Meantime, the king with giſts a veſſel ſtores; 
Supplies the banks with twenty choſen oars: 

And next, to reconcile the ſhooter Got, 
Within her Holo fides the ſacrifice he flow'd : 
Chryſeis laſt was ſet on board; whoſe hand 1 


Ul, i1T5 too, ntrutted with command 2 


land. 

A trides then, his outward zeal to boaſt, 
Bade purify the fin-polluted hoſt, 
Witi: perfect hecatombs the God they grac'd; 

V hoſe offer'd emrails in the main were caſt. 
Black bulls and be-rded goats on altars lie; 
And glouds of ſavory ſtench ipvolve the ſky. 
Theſe pomps the roval hypocrite deſign'd 
For few; but harbovr”'s vinzeance in his mind : 
T. I. nol y malice, longing for a vent, 
At lenethi difcover'd his conceal d intent, 
Talthybius, and Eurybates the juſt, 


Heralds of arms, and mini gers of ti uſt, 


They plow the liquid ſeas, and leave the 1 | 


Av ful your character, and uncontrol'd, 
Howe'er unpleaſing be the news you bring, 
blame not you, but your imperious king. 
You come, I know, my captive to demand; 
Patroclus, give her to the herald's hand. 

But you, authentic witneſſes I bring, 

Before tlie Gods, and your ungratetul king, 

Of this my maniſeſt: that never more 

This hand ſhall combat on the crooked ſhore: 
No, let the Grecian powers, oppreſs'd in fight, 
Unpity'd perth in their tyrant's ſight, 

Blind of the future, and by rage miſled, 

He pulls his crimes upon his people's head 
Forc'd trom the field in trenches to contend, 
And his inſulted camp from foes defend, 

He ſaid ; and ſoon obeying his intent, 
Patroclus brought Briſeis from her tent; 
Then to th' intruſted meſſengers reſign'd: 

| She wept, and often caſt her eyes behind: 
Forc'd from the man the lov'd: they led her thence; 
Along the ſhore, a priſoner to their prince. 

Sole on the barren ſands the fuffering chief 
Roar'd out for anguiſh, and indulg'd his grief. 
Cait on his kindred ſeas a ſtormy look, 

And his upbraided mother thus beſpoke: 

Enhappy parent of a ſhort-liv'd ſon, 

Since Jove in pity by thy prayers was won 

To grace my {mall remains of breath with tame, 
Why loads he this imbittei 'd life with ſhame? 
Suffering his king of men to ſorce my flave, 
Whom, well deſerv'd in war, the G: ecians gabe 

Set by old Ocean's fide the Goddeſs heard; 
Then from the ſacred deep her head ſhe rear'd: 
Roſe like a morning-miſt; and thus begun 


| Td footh the ſorrows of ler plaintive ton. ; 
Why cries my Care, and, why conceals his ſmart 
Let thy atflicted parent ſhare her part. 

Then, ſighing from the bottom of his breaſt, : 
To the Sea-Goddeſs thus the Coddefs-born 4 

dreſs'd: : 

Thou know'ſt my pain, which telling but reca»: 
By ſorce of arms we raz'd the Theban Walls; 
The ranſack'd city, taken by our tous, 
We lett, and hither brought the golden ſpolls; 
Equal we ſhar'd them; but before the reſt, 
The proud Prerogative had ſeiz d the beſt, 
Chryſeis was the greedy tyrant's prize, 
| Chryſcis roſy-cheek'd, with charming eyes. 
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Holy debauch ! Till day to night they bring. 

With hymns and pæans to the bowyer king. 

At ſun-ſet to their ſhip they make return, 

And ſnore ſecure on decks, till 'bſy morn. 

The {kies with dawning day were purpled o'er ; 

Awa::d, with latouring oars they leave the ſhore : 

The ' o Ver appeas'd, with winds ſuffic'd the ſail, 

The bellying canvas ſtrutted with the gale ; 

The waves indi gnant roar with ſurly pride, 

And preis againſt the fides, and beatcn off divide. 

They cut the ſoamy way, with force impell'd 

Superior, till the Trozan port they held: 

Then hauling on the ſtrand their galley moor, 

And pitch their tent along the crooked ſhore. 

Meantime the Goddel;-born in ſecret pin'd ; 

Nor viſited the camp, nor in the council join'd, 

But, keeping cloſe, tis gnavving heart he fed 

With hopes of vengeance on the tyrant's head : 

And wiſh' d tor bloo: y wars and mortal wounds, 

And of the Greeks oppreſs'd in fight to hear the 
dying founds. 

Now, when twelve days compleat had run th 
race, 

The gods bethought them of the carcs belonging to 

their place. 

Tove at their head aſcending from the ſea, 

A ſheal of puny Powers attend his way. 

Then Thetis, not unmindſul ot her ſon, 

Emerging from the deep, to beg her boon, 

Furſucd their track; and waken'd from his reſt, 

Beſore the ſovereign ſtood a morning gueſt. 

Him in the circle, but apart, ſhe found : 

The reſt at awiſul diſtance ſtood around, 

She bow'd, and ere ſhe durſt her ſuit begin, 

One hand embrac' d his knees, one propp'd his chin. 

Then thus: If I, celeſtial fire, in auglit 

Have ſerv'd thy will or gratiſy'd thy thought, 

One gli impſe of glory to my iſiue give; 

Grac'd for the tle time he has to live. 

Diſhoncur'd by the king of men he ſtands : 

His rightful prize is ravich'd from his aq nds. 

But thou, O father, in my ſon's deſen 

Aiſume thy pox vers aſſert thy pro ovidence. 

Let Troy prevail, till Greece th' affront has paid 


— — 


4 
With doubled honours; and redeem'd his aid. 
She ceas' d, but the contidering God was mute: 
Till the, reſolv'd to win, renew'd her ſuit : 
Nor loos'd her hold, but forc'd jum to reply, 
Or grant me my petition, or deny: 
Jove cannot fear: then tell me to my face, 
That I; of all the Gods, am leaſt in yrace. 
This I can bear- The Cloud. compeller mourn'd, 
And, ſiguing firſt, this anſwer he rcturn'd: 
Know" it thou what clamours will di \turb | my 
rein, 
What my ſrunn* d ears from Juno muſt ſuſtain? 
In council ſhe gives licence to her ton Sve, 
Loquacious, brawl: ng, ever in the wrorn; 
And now ſhe will my partial power u pÞraid, 
It, allenate from Greece, 1 give the Tro; ans Ah 
But thou depart, and ſhun her jealous tig 
The care he mine, to do Pelides riecht. 
Go then, and on the f:ith of Jove rely : 
When, nodding to thy ſeit, ne bows the 
This ratifies th cable doom : 
The fign ordain'd, that what I will ſha?! com 
The ſtamp of heaven, and feal of tate, He ſaid, 
Ang ſhook the ſacred honours of his head. 
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With terror tre embled heaven's ſubſiding hill: 
And ſrom his ſhaken: curls ambroſial des diſtil. 
The Goddeſs goes exulting from his ſiglit, 
And ſceks the ſeas profound: · and leaves the realms 
of light, 
He moves into his hall: the Powers reſort, 
Each from his houſe to fill the ſovereign's court. 
Nor waiting ſummons, nor expecting ſtood ; 
But met with reverence, and receiv'd the God. 
He mounts rhe throne; and Juno took her place: 
But ſullen diſcontent ſate lowering on her face, 
With je alous eyes, at diſtance ſhe had ſeen, 


Wulſpering with Jove, the filver-footed Queen; Jon 
Then, impotent of tongue (her filence broke) 3 
Thus turbulent in rattling tone ſhe ſpoke. N 
Author of ills, and cloſe contriver ſove, 40k 
Which of thy dames, what proftitute of love, * 
Has held thy car fo long, and begg'd fo hard, . 
For ſome old ſervice done, ſome new reward ? u. 5 


Apart you talk'd, for that your ſpecial care, 

The conſort never muſt the council ſhare. 

a wile too much; 

Such is a marriage-vow, and Jove's own faith i 
ſuch. 

Then thus the Sire of Gods, and men below, 
What I have hidden, hope not thou to know? 
Ev'n Goddetfes are women: and no wife ' 
Has power to regulate her huſband's life : And 6 
Counſel the may; and I will give thy ear Tre: 
T he knowledge firſt, of what is fit to hear. Wiki, 

Vhat I tranſact with others, or alone, | 
Zeware to learn; nor preſs too near the throne. the 

To whom the God gels with the charming eyes, 
Whit haſt thou ſaid, O tyrant of the ſkies * 

When did I ſearch the ſecrets of thy re:zn, 
Though privileg'd to know, but nrivilez'd in 
vain ? The \ 
But well thou do*ft, to hide from common figlit Neon 
Thy cloſe intrigues, too bad to bear the light. racht 
Nor doubt I, but the filver-tooterl name, | 
Tripping hom ſea, on ſuch an errand came, Fn hi 
To grace her iſſue, at the Grecians* coſt, his ſv 
And for one peeviſh man ceſtroy an hoſt. | And [ 
To whom the Thunderer made this ſtern reply; 
My houſhold curſe, my lawful plague, the iþ y 
Of Jove's defigns, his other ſquinting eye 
Why this vain prying, and for what avail ? 
Jove _ be maſter ſtill, and Juno fail, 
Should thy ſuſpicious thoughts divine aright, 3 
Thou = b more odious to my figlit 8 
ror this attempt: uneaſy life to me, 
Still watch' d, and importun'd, but worſe for 
Curb that impetuous tongue, before too late, 
The Gods behold, and tremble at thy fate. 
Pitying, but daring not, in thy defence, 
o liſt a hand againſt Omnipotence. i; 
This heard, th' imperious Queen ſate mute wit 
fear: 
Nor further durſt incenſe the gloomy Thundeter. | 
Silence was in the court at this rebuke ; 2 
Nor could the Gods, abaſh'd, ſuſtain their ſovte | * 
reign's look. | | 


? 
7 
11 ee. 


* 


eaſt 


The lin ping Smith obſerv'd the ſadden' 
And hopping. here and there, (himſelf a jel 


Put in his word, that neither might offend ; 
ad, 
nc 


| 
1\ 
1 


To love obſcquious, yet his mother's frie 
What end in heaven will be of civil war, 
if Cods of plcafure will for mortals jar? 


DRYDEN'S 
= Y* 
dach diſcord but diſturbs our jovial ſcaſt ; 
On grain of bad, embitters all the beit. 
Mother, though wife yourſelt, my counſel weigh: 
much unfafe ny fire to diſobey. 
Not only you provoke him to your coſt, 
But mirth is marr'd, and the good chear is loſt, | 
Tempt not his heavy hand; tor he has power 
To throw you headlong, from his heavenly tower, 
But ont ſubmiſſive worg, which you let fall, 
Wi make him in good - humour with us all. 
He ſaid no more; but crown'd a bowl, unbid: 
The laughing nectar overlook*d the lid: 
Then put it to her hand; and thus purſu'd ; 
? This curſed quarrel be no more renew'd. 
Pe, 25 becomes a wiſe, obedient ſtill ; 
Thouzh griev d, yet ſubject to her huſband's will. 
| would not ſce you beaten; yet, afraid 
Of [ove's ſuperior force, I dare not aid. 
Too well I know him, fince that hapleſs hour 
When J and all the Gods employ'd our power 
To break your bonds : 
And o'er heaven's battlements with fury aa 


U 
ans 


| 


me by the heel he drew 


4 2 Al 2 I fell: my flight at morn begun, 
* And ended not but with the ſetting ſun. 

Pitcy'd on my head, at length the Lemnian ground 
» Receiv'd my batter'd ſkull, the Sinthians heal'd my 

wound, 
At Vulcan's homely mirth his is mother ſmil'd, 

ſmiling took the cup the clown had fill'd. 
bowl went roun id the board, 
Witct empty'd, the enn * ker ſtill reſtor'd. 


| rec. mciler 


lp iss of laught ter ſeiz'd the gueſts, to ſee 
4 | imping God o deſt at his new miniſtry, 
a, ift continued ti : dechning lit it + 
They rank, they laugh'd, they lov'd, and then 'twas 
5 night. 
d m Vo 


r wanted tuneful harp, nor vocal quire ; 
he Muſes ſung; Apollo touch'd the lyre. 
en at laſt, and drowſy they depart, 
(C:1 to his houſe ; adorn'd with labour'd art 
V1 the lame architect: the thundering Cod 
n he withdrew to reſt, and had his load. 
ns ſwimming head to needful ſec © apply'd; 
ind ſuno lay unheeded by his fid 
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interview is the 2 of this tranj- 
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1 1 > having ſaid, brave Hector went to ſee 
5 virtuous wife, the fair Andromache. 


Lo 
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He found her not at home; for ſhe was gone, 
Attended by her maid and infant fon, 
To climb the ſteepy tower of llion : 
From whence, with heavy heart, ſhe might ſur» 
vey 
The bloody bufineſs of the dreadful! day. 
Her mournfu! eyes ſhe caſt around the plain, 
And ſoug lit the lord of her deſires in vain. 

Put he, who thought his peopled palace bare, 
When ſhe, his only comfort, was not there, 
Stood in the gate, and aſk'd of every one, 
Which way ſhe took, and whither ſhe was gone; 
if to the cm or, with his mother's train, 
in long proceſſion to Minerva's fane? 
The ſervants anfwer*d, Neither to the court, 
Where Priam's ſons and daughters did reſort, 
Nor to the temple was ſhe gone, to move 
With prayers the blue-ey'd prozeny of ſove; 
But, more ſolicitous ſor him alone, 
Than all their ſafety, to the tower was gone, 
There to ſurvey the labours of the field, 
Where the Greeks conquer, and the 
yield ; 


Tro1ans 


;5wiftly ſhe paſs'd, with ſear and fury wild; 


The nurſe went lagging after with the child. 
This heard, the noble Hector made no ſtay ; 
Th? admiring throng divide, to give him way; 
He paſs'd thraugh every flreet, 
came, 
And at the gate he met the mournful dame. 

His wife beheld him, and with eager pace 
Flew to his arms, to meet a dear embrace : 

His wife, who brought in dower Cilicia's crown, 
And, in herſelf, a greater dower alone: 

Aetion's heir, who on the woody plain 

Of Hippoplacus did in Thebe reign. 

Breathleſs ſhe flew, with joy and paſſion wild; 
The nurſe came lagging after with her child. 

The royal habe upon her breaft was laid ; 

Who, like the morning ſtar, his beams diſplay'd. 
Scamandrius was his name, which Hector gave, 
From that fair flood which Ilion's wall did lave: 
But him Aſtyanax the Trojans call, 

From his great father, who defends the wall. 

Hector beheld him with a filent ſmile : 

His tender wite ſtood weeping by the while 
Preſs'd In her own, his warlike hand ſhe took, 
Then figh'd, and thus propheticaily ſpoke : 

Thy dauntleſs heart (which I foreſee too late) 
Too daring man, will urge thee to thy fate: 
Nor doſt thou pity, with a parent's s mind, 

This helpleſs orphan, whom thou leav'ſt behind; 
Nor me, th* unhappy partner of thy bed ; 

Who muſt in triumph by the Greeks be led : 
They ſeek thy life, and, in unequal fight 


THE ARGUMENT. 
L 7 vn P From f 57 
N er- in-latb, ard t brother Parit, 20 had' 
$ [ 1 5 
| ar ſucceſtfu £ hard hand with Aenelaus, 


With many, will oppreſs thy ſingle might: 


Better it were for miſerable me 
To die, before the fate which I foreſce. 


7d of battle, to wiſe Helen For ah ! what comfort can. the world bequeath 


To HeQor's widow, after Hector's death? 
Eternal ſorrow and perpetual tears 

Began my youth, and will conclude my years : 

have no parents, friends, nor brothers left ; 

By ſtern Achilles all of life bereft. 


Then when the walls of Thebes he overthrew, 
His fatal hand my royal father ſlew ; 

He flew Aetion, but deſpoil'd him not; 
Nor in his hate the ſuneral rites forgot; 
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Arm'd as he was he fent him whole below, 
And reverenc*d thus the manes of lus foe : 
A'tomb he rais'd ; the mountain nymphs around 
Inclos'd with planted elms the holy ground. 
iy ſeven brave brothers in one fatal day 

To death's dark manfions took the mournſul way; 
Slain by the ſame Achilles, while they keep 
The bellowing oxen and the bleating ſheep. 
My mother, who the royal ſceptre ſway'd, 
Was captive to the cruel victor made, 
And hither led; but, hence redeem'd with gold, 
Her native country did again behold, 
And but beheld : for ſoon Drana's dart 
In an unhappy chace transfix'd her heart 

But thou, my Hector, art thyſelf alone 
My parents, brothers, and my lord in one : 


O kill not all my kindred o'er again, 7 
Nor tempt the dangers of the duſty plain; 
Bur in this tower, for our defence, remain. $ 


Thy wife and ſon are in thy ruin loft : 
This is a huſband*s and a father's poſt. 
The Sczan gate commands the plains below; 
Here marſhal all thy ſoldiers as they go; 
And hence with other hands repe! the toe. 
By yon wild fig-tree lies their clief aſcent, 
And thither all their powers are daily bent: 
The two Ajaces have I often ſeen, 
And the wrong'd huſband of the Spartan queen : 
With him his greater brother; and with theſe 
Fierce Diomede and hold Meriones : 
Uncertain if by augury or chance, 
Bur by this eaſy rife they all advance; 
Guard well that paſs, ſecure of all beſide. 
To whom the noble Hector thus reply'd. 

That and the reſt are in my daily care; 
But flfould I ſtun the dangers of the war, 
With ſcorn the Trojans would reward my pains, 
And their proud ladies with their ſweeping trains, 
The Grecian ſwords and lances I can bear: 
But loſs of honour is my only fear. 
Shall Hector, born to war, his birth-right yield, 
Belye his courage, and forſake tlie field? 
Early in rugged arms I took delight, 
And ſtill have been tlie foremoit in the fight ; 
With dangers dearly have 1 bought renown, 
And am the champion of my fatlier*s crown. 
And yet my mind forchodes, with ſure preſage, 
That Troy ſhall periſh by the Grecian rage, 
The fatal day draws on, when 1 muſt fall; 
And univerſal ruin cover all. 
Not Troy itſelf, thovgh built by hands divine, 
Nor Priam, nor his pcople, nor his line, 
My mother, nor my brothers of renown, 
Whoſe valour yet defends th* unhappy town ; 
Nor theſe, nor all their fates which I foreſce, 
Are halt of that concern I have for thee. 
I ſee, I ſee thee, in that fatal hour, 
Subjected to the victor's cruel power 
Led hence a flave to ſome inſulting ſword, 
Forlorn, and trembling at a foreign lord ; 
A ſpectacle in Argos, at the loom, 
Gracing with Trojan fights a Grecian room; 
Or from deep wells the living ftream to take, 
And on thy weary ſhoulders bring it back, 


While, groaning under this laborious life, 
They inſolently call thee Hector's wile; 
Upbraid thy bondage with thy huſband's name; 
And from my glory propagate thy ſhame, 
This when they ſay, thy forrows will increaſe 
With anxious thoughts of former happineſs ; 
That he is dead who could thy wrongs redreſs, 
But J, oppreſs'd with iron ſleep before, 
Shall hear thy unavailing cries no more. 
He ſail 
Then, holding ſorth lis arms, he took his boy, 
The pledge of love and other hope of Troy. 
The fearful infant turn'd his head away, 
And on his nurſe's neck reclining lay, 
His unknown father ſhunning with affright, 
And looking back on ſo uncouth a fight ; 
Daunted to ſee a face with ſteel o'erſpread, 
Ant his high plume that nodded o'er his head. 
His fire and mother ſmil'd-with filent joy; 
And Hector haſten'd to relieve his boy; 
Diſmiſs'd his burniſh'd helm, that ſhone afar, 
The pride of warriors, and the pomp of war; 
Tir illuſtrious babe, thus reconcil'd, he took: 
Hugg'd in his arms, and kiſs'd, and thus he ſpoke: 
Parent of Gods and men, propitious Jove, 
And you bright ſynod of the Powers above; 
On this my ſon your gracious gifts beſtow ; 
Grant him to live, and great in arms to grow, 
To reign in Troy, to govern with renovn, 
To ſhield the people, and aſſert the crown: 
That, when hereafter he from war ſhall come, 
And bring his Trojans peace and triumph home, 
Some aged man, who lives chis act to ſee, 
And who in former times remember'd me, 
May ſay, the ſon in ſortitude and fame 
Outgoes the mark, and drowns his father's name: 
That at theſe words his mother may rejoice, 
And add her ſuffrage to the public voice. 

Thus having ſaid, 
He firſt with ſuppliant hands the Cods ador'd: 
Then to the mother's arms the child reſtor'd: 
With tears and ſmiles ſhe took her ſon, and preſs'd 
[11 illuſtrious infant to her fragrant breaſt. 
He, wiping her fair eyes, indulg'd her grief, 
And eas'd her ſorrows with this laſt relief. 

My wiſe and miſtreſs, drive thy fears away, 
Nor give ſo bad an omen to the day; 
Think not it lies in any Grecian's power, 
To take my lite before the fatal hour. 
When tliat arrives, nor good nor bad can fly 
Th' irrevocable doom of deſtiny. 
Return, and, to divert thy thoughts at home, 7 
There taſk thy maids, and exerciſe the loom, 
Employ*d in works that womankind become. \ 
The toils of war and feats of chivalry 
Belong to men, and moſt of all to me. 

At this, for new replies he did not ſtay, 
But lac'd his creſted helm, and ſtrode away. 
His lovely conſort to her houſe return'd, 
And looking often back in filence mourn'd: 
Home when ſhe came, her ſecret woe ſhe vents, 
{And fills the palace with her loud laments; 
Thoſe loud laments her echoing maids reſtore, 
And Hector, yet alive, as dead depiore, 
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I tirip my body of my ſhepherd's frock: 


Benold that dreadful downfall of a rock, 


Were yon old fiſher views the waves from high! 


, 


*Fis that convenient leap I mean to try. 


You would be ple: id to ſee me plunge to ſhore, 
1 


But better pleas'd ii I mould riſe no more. 


T1: 6 OC: 8, | might have read my fortune long ago, 


ARA Ed. 


10 Amaryllis Love compels my way, 
My br o 2ing goats upon te mountains ſtray : 
0 Tagrus ds we: It, a id ſee the m 1cd 


* 
Head. 


Wale - TiC ling Vit nis buc E 8 


The conſcious grottos, and the ſhady grove; 


1 


Where ſtretca'd at caſe your tender limbs were 


laid 
Fanny 
r namelcts beauties GY diſplay'd 


n 1 Was call'd your darling, your defre, 


With kiſſes ſuch as ſet = foul on fire : 
But you are chang'd, yet 1 am ſtill the ſame; 


* 7 


[ly heart maintains for both a double flame; 
Griev'd, but unmov'd, and patient of your ſcorn: 
do faithtul 1, and you fo much ſorſworn! 
e and death will finiſh all my pain; 
vet, ere I die, benoid me once again: 
am ſo much detorm'd, fo chang'd of late? 
W. at partial judges are our love and hate ! 
Ten wildings have I gather*d for my dear; 
ov ruddy, ike your lips, their ſtreaks appear! 
Fat ou you view'd them with a longing eye 
pon the topmoſt branch (the tree was high): 
n nm up, trom bough to bough I ſwerv'd, 
And tor to-morrow have ten more reſerv'd. 
Lock on me kindly, and ſone pity ſhew, 
Ur give me leave at leatt to look on you. 
ome God transform me by his heavenly power 
Vin to a bee to buzz within your bower, 
lle winding ivy-chaplet to invade, 
1 folded fern that your fair foreh cad ſhade. 
to my colt the torce of Love I find; 
i heavy hand it bears on human-k! ind. 
Ide milk of tigers was his infant foot, 
Mt from lus tender years s the taſte of blood 5 


us brother whelps and he ran wild about tlie 
wood. 
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Ab, nympa, train'd up in his tyrannic court, 
+0 matze the ſufferings of your ſlaves your fport! 
nhecded ruin! treacherous delight ! 
x <7 = d hardneſs im to the ſis nt! 
aciant eyes your cl hon brows adorn, 


5 m nidnight thole, and theſe like break of morn! 
due ONCE again, revive me with your charms; 
i a let me die Conten ted in your arms. 


would rot aſk to live another day, 

EAI but tweertly kiſs my foul away. 
A, Mh am 1 trom empty joys debarr*'d ? 
Fort Hes are but er i. ty when compar'd. 
Je, and in my raging fit ſhall tear 
4 (ig Fe which 2 wove ſor you to wear, 


(}*, _, . , 

. pPUNY, With a WW oath; ot Wy bound, 

nc border*d with a roſy edging round, 
nat Panzs 1 


| lee), unpity 'd and unheard! 
e muff c die, hy is my fate deſertr d 
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In paſtures fre! = anf to then waterins led; 5 | 
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| When, ſet king my ſucceſs in love to know, 
ry'd th* intallible prophetic way, 
A popp y-leaf upon my palm to lay: 
1 ſtruck, and yet ob icky crack did follow; 
Vet I ſtruck hard, and yet the leaf lay hollows 
And which was wot ; if any worſe could prove, 
The withering leaf fore! ew d your withering 


ther (ali, how far a lover dares!) 


My laſt recouric I had to ſieve and ſheers; 
And told the witch Agreo my diſcaſe: 


t in | harveſt us'd to leaſe: 

But h arvet t done, to chare-work Cid aſpire; 

Meat, drink, ar two - pence, was her daily hire. 

To work the went, her charms the mutter'd o'er, 

And yet the reſty ſieve wagg*d ne*er the more; 

1] wept for woe, the teſty beldame ſwore, 

And, foaming with her God, foretold my fate; 

That I was doom'd to love, and you to hate. 

A milk-white goat ſor you I did provice; 

Two milk-1white kids ran friſking by her tide, 

For which the nut-brown lats, ErithaCis, 

Full often offer'd many a ſavoury kiſs. 

Hers tliey ſhall be, ſince you refute the price: 

What madman would o' erſtand his market twice 

My right eye itches, ſome good. luck is near, t 

Perhaps my Amaryllis may appear 

{I'll ſet up ſuch a note as ſhe ſhall hear. i 

What nymph but my melodious voice would 
move? 

She muſt be flint, if ſhe refaſe my love. 

Hippomenes, who ran with noble ſtriſe 

To win his lady, or to loſe his life, 

(What ſhift ſome men will make to get a wife!) 

- down a golden apple in her way; 

For all her haſte ſhe cou 1d not chooſe but ſtay: 

Renown ſaid, Run; the glittering bride cry'd, 
Hold; 

EY man might have been hang'd, but for his 
gold, 

| Yet ſome ſuppoſe *twas Love (ſome ſe indeed) 

That f ſtopt the fatal fury of her ſpeed: 

She ſaw, ſhe ſigh'd; her nimble icet refuſe 

Their wonted ſpeed, and ſhe took pains to loſe, 

A Prophet ſome, and ſome a Poet cry, 

No matter which, fo neither of them lye) 

From ſteepy Othrys* top to Pylus drove 

His herd; and for his pains enjoy*d his love: 

If ſuch another wager thould be laid, 

l find the man, if you can find the maid, 

Why name I men, when Love extended finds 

His power on high, and in cceleſtial minds; 

Venus the A homely habit took, 

And manag d ſomething elſe befides the crook ; 

Nay, w hen Adonis died, was heard to roar, 

And never from her heart torgave the boar. 

How bleſt was fair Endymion with his Moon, 

Who fleeps on Latmos' o from night to noon ! 

What Jaſon from Medea's love poticit, 

You ſhall not hear, but knovy tis like the reſt, 
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296 DRYDEN 
My aking head can ſcarce ſupport the pain; 
This curſed Love will ſurely turn my brain: 
Feel how it ſhoots, and yet you take no pity 3 
Nay then 'tis time to end my doletul ditty. 

A clammy ſweat does o'er my temples creep 
My heavy eyes are urg'd with iron ſleep: 

J lay me down to gaſp my lateſt breath, 

The wolves will get a hreakſaſt by my death; 
Yet ſcarce enough their hunger to ſupply, 

For Love has made me carrion ere 1 dic. 
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HELEN AND MENELAUS. 
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While naked to Eurotas* banks we bend, 

And there in manly exerciſe contend, 

When the appears, are all eclips'd and loſt, 
And hide tac beauties that we made our boaft, 
So, when the night and winter diſappear, 
The purple morning, riſing with the year, 
Salutes the ſpring, as her celeſtial eyes 

Acorn the world, and brighten all the ſkies: 
So beauteous Helen ſhines among the reſt, 
Pall, fender, ſtraight, with all the graces bleſt, 
As pines the mountains, or as fields the corn, 
Or as Theſſalian ſtecds the race adorn; 

So roſy-colour'd Heien is the pride 

Of Laced:xmon, and of Greece beſide. 

Like her no nymph can willing ofiers bend 


With Pallas in the loom ſhe may contend, 

But none, ah! none can animate the lyre, 

And the mute ſtrings with vocal ſounds infpire; 
Whether the learn'd Minerva be her theme, 

Or chaſte Diana bathing in the ſtream: 

None can record their heavenly praiſe fo well 


WWELVE Spartan virgins, noble, young, and 
fair, : 
With violet wreaths adorn'd their flowing hair; 
And to the. pompous palace did reſort, 
Where Menelaus kept his royal court. : 
There hand in hand a comely choir they led; 
Lo fing a bleſſing to his nuptial bed, 
With curious needles wrought, and painted flow- 
ers beſpread. 

Jove*s beauteous daughter now his bride muſt be, 
And Jove lumſelf was leſs a God than he: 
For this their artful hands inſtruct the lute to ſound. 
Their feet affiſt their hands, and juſtly beat th: 


ground. 
This was their ſong: Why, happy bridegroom, 
8 


Ere yet the ſtars are kindled in the ſky, 
Ere twilight ſhades, or evening dews are ſhed, 
Why doſt thou ſteal! ſo ſoon away to bed? 
Has Somnus bruſh'd thy eye-lids with his rod, 
Or do thy legs retuſe to bear their load, 

With flowing bowls of a more generous God ? 
If gentle lumber on thy temples creep, 

But, naughty man, thou doſt not mean to ſleep) 
Betake thee to thy bed, thou drowzy drone, 

leep by thyſelf, and leave thy bride alone: 

Go, leave her with her maiden mates to play, 
At ſports more harmleſs till the break of day: 
Give us this evening; thou haſt morn and night, 
And all the year before thee, for delight. 

O happy youth! to thee, among the crowd, 

Of rival princes, Cupid ſneez'd aloud; 

And every lucky omen ſent before, | 

To meet thee landing on the Spartan ſhore, 

Of all our heroes thou canſt boaſt alone, 

That Jove, whene'er he thunders, calls thee ſon: 
Petwixt two ſheets thou ſhalt enjoy her bare, 
With whom no Grecian virgin can compare; 
So ſoft, ſo ſweet, fo balmy, and ſo fair. 

A boy, like thee, would make a kingly line: 
But oh, a girl like her mult be divine. 

Her equals, we, in years, but not in face, 
Twelvelcore vizagoes of the Spartan race, 


O fair, O Graceful! yet with maids inroll'd, 


Yet ere t0-morrow?s ſun ſhall ſhew his head, 
The dewy paths of meadows we will tread, 
For crowns and chaplets to adorn thy head, 
Where all ſhall weep and wiſh for thy return, 
| As bleating lambs their abſent mother mourn. 
| Our nobleſt maids ſhall to thy name bequeath 
The boughs of Lotos, ſorm'd into a wreath. 
This monument, thy maiden beauty's due, 
High on a plane-tree ſhall be hung to view: 
On the ſmooth rind the paſſenger ſhall ſee 
Thy name engrav'd, and worſhip Helen's tree: 
Ealm, from a ſilver-box diſtill'd around, 


ground, 
The balm, 'tis true, can aged plants prolong, 
But Helen's name will keep it ever young. 
Hail bride, hail bridegroom, ſon- in-law to Jove* 
With fruitful joys Latona bleſs your love; 
Let Venus furniſh you with full deſires, 
Add vigour to your wills, and fuel to your fires: 
Almighty Jove augment your wealthy ſtore, 
Give much to you, and to his grandfons more. 
From generous loins a generous race will ſpring. 


Now ſlcep, if fleep you can; but while you reſt, 
Sleep cloſe, with folded arms, and brealt to vreai 
Riſe in the morn ; but oh! before you ſiſe, 

| Forget not to perform your morning ſacrifice. 
We will be with you. ere the crowing cocx 


Salutes the light, and ſtruts before his feather d He. 


Hymen, oh Hymen, to thy triumphs run, 
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faireſt indeed, but prouder far than fair, 

She plung'd him hopeleſs in a deep Geſpair: 

Her heavenly form too haughtily the priz'd, 

His perſon hated, and his gifts deſpis'd ; 

Nor knew the force of Cupid's cruel darts, 

Nor fear'd his awful power on human hearts; 

But either from her hopeleſs lover fled, 

Or with diſdainful glances thot him dead, 

Xo kifs, no look, to chear the drooping boy ; 

Xo word ſhe ſpoke, ſhe ſcorn'd ev'n to deny. 

| But, as a hunted panther caſts about 

: Her glaring eyes and pricks her liſtening ears to 
ſcout, 

& ſhe, to ſhun his toils, her cares employ'd, 

And fiercely in her ſavage freedom joy d. 

Her mouth ſhe writh*d, her fore head taught to frown, 

Her eyes to ſparkle fires to love unknown : 

Her fallow cheeks her envious mind did ſhew, 

And every feature ſpoke aloud the curſtneſs of 2 
ſhrew. 

Yet could not he his obvious fate eſcape ; 

His love ſtill Creſs'd her in a pleaſing ſhape ; 

Ard every ſullen frown, and bitter ſcorn, 

But fann'd the fuel that too faſt did burn. 


| 
is dwell, 


behold! Long time, unequal to his mighty pain, 

d, ) He trove to curb it, but he ſtrove in vain: 

4 At laſt his woes broke out, and begg'd relief 

| \ x it tears, the dumb peti itioners of grief: 

n, tears ſo tender as adoru'd his love, 

* kn any heart, but only hers, would move. 

th 'embli 4 before her bolted doors he ſtood. 

7 4 er e pour d out th unprofitab Ie flood; 
ing lits eyes, and hazgard was lis look; 

- kiſſing firſt the threſhold, thus he (oke: 
an nymp h, more cruel than of lu;nan 18ce : 

tree: tigreſs heart belies thy angcl face: 


le well thou ſhew'dſt thy pedigree om None 
| was the firſt by Pyrriza throy ! 
thou to be fo long defi bs 

t ſo m1 y love, and fo my fate req 
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7 fares: a moment puts an end to all my pain; 
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nore. Farewell, ungrateful and unkind! ] go 
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s fragrant, but it fades in time 
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ad whites now in minutes melts A Way: 
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2115 Your blooming youth, and withering (o-: 
e time will come, it will, when you ſhall know 
e tage of love; your haughty heart Nail burn 

| and niect a hike return 
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When firſt you ope your doors, and paſſing by 


The ſad ill-omen'd object meets your eye, 

Think it not loſt, a moment if you ſtay; 

The breathleſs wretch, ſo made by you, ſurvey: 
Some cruel pleaſure will from thence ariſe, 

To view the mighty ravage of your eyes. 

I wiſh (but oh! my wiſh is vain, I fear) 

The kind ablation of a falling tear: 

Then looſe the knot, and take me from the place, 
And ſpread your mantle o'er my grizly face; 


| Upon my livid lips beſtow a kiſs : 


O envy not the dead; they feel not bliſs! 


| Nor fear your kiffes can reſtore my breath; 


Ev*n you ate not more pity leſs than death. 
Then for my corpſe a homely grave provide, 
Which love and me from public ſcorn may hide. 
Thrice call upon my name, thrice beat your breaſt, 
And hail me thrice to everlaſting reſt: 
Lait let my tomb tis ſad inſcription bear: 

A wretch whom love has kill'd lies buried here 
O paſſengers, Aminta's eyes beware. 

Thus having ſaid, and furious with his love, 
He heav'd with more than human force to move 
A weighty ſtone (the labour of a team) 
And rais'd from thence he react'd the neig ghbouring 

beam : 

Around its bulk a fliding knot he throws, 
And nitted to his neck the fatal nooſe ; 
hen ſpurning backward took a ſwing, till death 
LO up, ard ſtopt the paſſage of his breath. 


bounce burſt ope the door; the ſcornful fair, 
2 ef5 look*d, and ſaw him beat lis quivering 
| feet in air ; 
* wept his fate, nor caſt a pityirg eye, 
| Yor Babe 5 him down, but bruſh'd regardleſs by 
2 und, as ſhe paſt, her chance or fate was rack,” 
[He garments toucli'd the dead, polluted by the 
touch 

Net to thæ dance, thence to the bath did move; 

The | ach. was ſacred to the God of Love; 

do ofe injur'd image, with a wrathſul ee, 
od being from a pedeſtal on high; 
[xc ding a while, and watchful of his blow, 
le fell; and falling cruſh'd th ungrateful nymph be- 
Low ; 
i Her guthing blood the pavement all befmear'd ; 
And this her laſt expiring voice was heard; 
{ Lovers farewell, revenge has reach''d my fcorn ; 
Thus warn'd, be wiſe, and love for love return. 
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298 DRYDEN 

Whoſe vital power, air, earth, and ſea ſupplies ; 

And breeds whote*.r is born beneath the rolling 
ſkies: 

For every kind, by thy prolific micht, 

Springs, and beuolds the regions of the light. 

Thee, Goddeſs, thee the clouds and tempeſts 
fear: 

And at thy p.eafing preſence diſappear : 

For thee tue la d in trazrart flowers is dreſt ; 

tor thee the ocean ſmiles, and ſmooths her wavy 
breaſt ; 

And Hear en itſeif with more ſerene and purer 
light is bleſt 

For when the riting ſpring adorns the mead, 

And a new ſcene.of nature ſtands diſplay'd, 

When teeming buds avd cheerful greens appear, 

And weſtern ga es unloch the lazy year; 

Ihe joyous birds thy welcome firſt expreſs, 

V/ hoſe native ſongs thy gen:al fire corfeſs, 

Then ſavage heafts bound o'er their ſl.ghted food, 

Struck with thy darts, and tempt the ragine 
flood. 

All natvre is thy gift ; earth, a'r, and ſea ; 

Of all that breathes, the various progeny, 

Stung with delight, is goaded on by thee, 

O'er barren mountains, o'er the flowery plain, 

"The leafy foreſt, and the liquid main, 

Extends thy uncontrol'd and boundleſs reign. 

Through all the living regions doſt thou move, 

And ſcatter'ſt, where thou go' ſt, the kindly ſeeds of 
love, 

Since then the race of every living thing 

Obeys thy power ; tince nothing new can ſprinę 

Without thy warmth, without thy influence bear, 

Or heautiful, or loveſome can appear; 

By thou my aid, my tuneful ſong inſpire, 

And kindle with thy own productive fireg._ - 

While all thy province, Nature, I ſurvey, Bo 

And ting to Memmivs an immortal lay | 

Cf heaven and earth, and every where thy won- ( 
drous power diſplay : 

To Memmivs, under thy ſweet inflivence born, 

"hom thou with all thy gifts and graces Cot 
adorn. 

The rather then aſſiſt my Muſe and me, 

Infuſing verſes worthy him and thee. 

Meantime on. land and fea let barbarous diſcord 

ceaſe,- 

And lull the littening world in univerſal pdpce. 

Jo thee mankind their ſoft repoſe muſt owe ; 

For thou alone that blefting canſt heſtow; 

Necauſe the brutal hutineſs of the war 

Is manrag'd by thy dreadful ſervant's care; 

Why oft retires from fighting fields, to prove 

The pleaſing pains of thy eternal love 3 

And, pantin g on thy breaft, ſupine!v lies, 

White with thy heavenly form he tees is famifn'd 
eves ; 

duchrs in with open lips thy halm breath, 


ceath, 

gere while thy curling limbs about him move, 
Trivoiv'd and fetter'd in rhe links of Joe, f 
When, wiſhing all, he nothing can deny, j 
Thy charms in that auſpicious moment try; f 
irh winning #loquence our peace Implore, | 
ANG quiet to the weary world reitore. 
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as © IS pleaſant, fafely to behold from ſhore, 
The rolling ſhip, and hear the tempeſt roar» 

Not that arother's pain is our delight; 

ut pains unfelt produce the pleafing fight. 

"11s pleaſant alſo to behold from far 

he moving legions mineled in the war, 

ut much more ſweet thy labouring ſteps to guide 

o virtue's heights, with wiſdom well ſupply d, 

inc all the magazines of learning fortify'd : 

From thence to look below on human- kind, 

Pewilder*d in the maze of life, and blind: 

Jo fee vain fools ambitiouſly contend 

For wit and power; their laſt endeavours bend 

T* outthine each other, waſte their time and heaith 

In fearch of honour, and purſuit of wealth, 

O wretched man! in what a mit? of life, 

inclos'+ with dangers and with noiſy ſtrife, 

He ſpends his little fpan; and overſeeds 


Por nature wiſely ſtints our appetite, 

| And craves no more than undiſturb'd delight: 

Which minds, unmix'd with cares and fears c. 
tain; 

{A fon! ſerene, a hody void of pain. 

So little this corporeal frame requires; 

do boufided are our natural defires, 

That, wanting all, and ſetting pain aſide, 

With bare privation ſenſe is farisfy*d. 

golden ſconces hang not on the walls, 

Lo light the coſtly ſuppers and the balls; 

if the proud palace ſhines not with the ſtate 

Ot burnith'd howls, and of reflected plate; 

If well-tun'd harps, nor the more pleaſing ſoure 

Of voices, from the vaulted roofs rehound ; 

Vet on the graſs, beneath a poplar ſhade, 

By the cool ſtream, our*carelefs limbs are lay d; 

| With cheaper pleaſures innocently bleſt, _ 

| When the warm ſpring with gaudy flowers 18 dreft, 

For will the raging fever*s fire abate, 


| W ith golden canopies and beds of tate; 

Vut the poor patient will as ſoon he found 
'On the hard mattreſs, or the mother ground. 
lien ſince our holes are not eas'd the more 
B birth, or power, or ſortune's wealthy ſtore, 
is plain, theſe vfeleſs toys of every kind 

s lirtle can relieve the labouring mind : 
Unleſs we could ſuppoſe the dreadful fight 
Of marſhabd legions moving to the fight, 
Could, with their ſound and terrible array, 
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ut, Cnce the ſuppoſ tion vain appears, 


. a 4 . N I * 
Since clincing cares, and trains of inbred ſears, 


Arc not with ſounds to be aftrighted thence, 
Bur in the midſt of pomp purſue the prince, 
Not awd hy arms, hut in the preſence hola, 
Without reſpect to purple, or to gold; 


\ 


His cramm'd defires, with more than nature Neecs . 


roar * 
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Why ſhould not we theſe pageantries deſp;tc, 

Whoſe worth but in our want oi reaſon lies? 

Fer hie is all in wandering errors led; 

zun just as children are ſutpriz d with dread, 

and irecible in the dark, io riper years 

Lv nn broad day-liglit are poſſeſs'd with fears; 

anc ſhave at ſhadows fancitul and vain, 

As thofe winch in the breaſts of children reign, 

There bughears of the mind, this inward hell, 

Norays of outward ſunſhine can diſp-1 x 

Put nature and right reaſon muſt diſplay 

1:4ir beams abroad, and bring the darkſome ſoul to 
Gay, 
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li 
Helpleſo of all that hunzan wants require 3 
Lxp0s'd upon unhoſpitable earth, 
From the tirſt moment of his hapl: fs birth. 
Straght with foreboding crics he fille ti.c room; 
{00 true prefuzes of his future doom. 
But fiocks and herds, and every ſavage beaſt, 
by more indulyent nature are increas'd. 
They want no rattles for their frowad mood, 
Nor n rſe to reconcile them to their tood, 
With broken words ; nor winter blaits they fear, 
Nor change their habits with the changing ycar: 
Nor, for their ſafety, citadel prepare, 
Nor forge the wicked inſtruments ot war : 
| nlabour'd earth her bountcous treaſure grants, 


«nd nature's laviſh hand ſupplies their common With borrow'd wings to {ail id a: 


Wants. 
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As thou, to whom the Muſe commends 1 
+. 


The beſt of pocts and of friends, 
Doſt thy committed pledge reſſore; \#| 
And land him ſately on the thore ; 
And fave the better part of me, 
From periſhing with him at ſca! 


Pn I 


Surs he, who frſt the palſage try'd, 7 . 
in harden'd oak his heart did hade, F | 
And ribs of iron arm*d his fide, 5 


Or his at leaſt, in hollow wood 

Who tempted firit the briny food: 
Nor fear'd the winds contending roar, 
Nor billes beating on the thore ; 

Nor Hyades portending rain 

Nor all the tyrants Ol the main. 

What form; of deatu could him affright, 
Who unconcern'd, with ftedfait 18! t, 
Could view the forges mounting ſtecp, 
And moniters rolling in the deep | 
Could ihtou h the ranks of rum 80, 
Vith fior.:is abov E, and rocks he .O \V ' 
In vain did nature's wile command 
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The mote £29505 d, the moe lie writs, 
And at ſorbiadeu quarry flies 
old Prom ubeus dd att re, 
And ftole from Heaven the feeds of fie: 
rain Of ills, a cnaſtly Crow, 
he robber*'s blazing track purtue : 
Fierce fanune with her meagre zace, 
And levers of the fiery race, 
In ſwarms tw oftending wretch ſurround, 


All i rooding on the blatied ground: 
und limping deach, laſh'd on by tate, 
Comes up to thorten ha't our vate, 
This made not Dadalus beware, 


10 hell Alcides torc'd his M ay, 42 
Plung'd through the lake, and ſnatch'd the prey 4 
Nay ſcarce the Gods, or heaverly elimes, # 


Are ſaſe from our audacious crimes z 
We reach at ſovc's iniperial crown, 
And pull tu' unwilling thunder down. 
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laſeribed to the Earl of Roscommor, on his intendy GGG AC * 
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Q may th' auſpicious queen of love, 
WU And the twin ſtars the ſced of Jove. 
And he vio rules the taging wind, 
th ee, O facred ſhip, be kind , 
ANC 


192 | ' - 
gentle breezes fill thy ſails, 
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ping lolt Lie tan gates ; 
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Drop yon mountain's hoary height 4 
| Made higher with new meunts Qi 130W ; . 


Again be hold the winter's weight 

| Opprefo the lahouring woods below 
And ſtreams, with icy tetters bound, 
Benumb d and crampt to ſolid groun? 
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II. III. 
With well heap'd logs diſſolve the cold, Leave for awhile thy coſtly country ſeat 

And feed the genial hearth with fires ; And, to be great indeed, forget 
Produce the wine, that makes us bold, Ihe nauſeous pleaſures of the great: 

And ſprightly wit and love inſpires: Make haſte and come : 

For what hereafter ſhall betide, Come, and forſake thy cloying ſtore ; 
God, if 'tis worth his care, provide. Thy turret, that ſurveys, from high, 
: The ſmoke, the wealth, and noiſe of Rome; 
III. N And all the buſy pageantry 
Let him alone, with what he made, That wife men ſcorn, and fools adore : 

To toſs and turn the world below; Come, give thy foul a looſe, and taſte the pleaſure 
At his command the ſtorms invade ; of the poor. 

The winds by his commiſſion blow; : 
Till with a nod he bids them ceaſe, IV. . 
And then the calm returns, and all is peace. Sometimes "tis grateſul to the rich, to try 5 

; : A thort viciſſitude, and fit of poverty: 3 
1 IV A ſavory dich, a homely treat, er 
To- morro and her works defy, Where all is plain, where all is neat, 1 

Lay hold apon the preſent hour, Without the ſtately ſpacious room, th 
And ſnatch the pleaſures paſſing by, { The Perfian carpet, or the Tyrian loom, 25 

To put them out of ſortune's power: Clear vp the cloudy ſoreheads of the great. 5. 
Nor love, nor love's delights diſdain : 229g 
Whate'er thou gett'ſt to-day, is gain. v. 1 

: The Sun is in the Lion mounted high; 0 
V. The Sirian ſtar, kn 
Secure thoſe golden early joys, Barks from afar, 
That youth unſour'd with ſorrows bears, And with his ſultry breath ĩnſects the ſky ; 
Ere withering time the taſte deſtroys, he ground below is parch'd, the Heavens above ut 

With ſick neſs and unwieldy years. ry. V 
For active ſports, for pleaſing reſt, The ſhepherd drives his fainting flock 7 
This is the time to be poſſeſt ; Beneath the covert of a rock, i 

The beſt is but in ſeaſon beſt. And ſeeks refreſhing rivulets nigh : Pl 
Che Sylvans to their ſhades retire, 
Vi. Thoſe my ſhades and ſtreams new ſhades and 
1 \ TE reams require, | i 
— — hour fo 1 And want a cooling breeze of wind to fan the raging 
The half unwilling willing kiſs, ms; 

The laugh that guides thee to the mark, 3 
When the kind nymph would coyneſs feign, \ VI, 41 
And hides but to be found again; Thou, what befits the new Lord Mayor, : Con 
"Theſe, theſe are joys the Gods for youth ordain, And what the city factions dare, 4 

And what the Gallic arms will do, Wit 
— — —ñ—̃ And what the quiver- bearing foe, Wit 
Art anxioufly inquiſitive to know : | 
THE But God has, wiſely, hid from human fight 
* The dark decrees of future fate, 
TWENTY-NINTH ODE OF THE FIRST And ſown their ſeeds in dept! of night; 
BOOK OF HORACE. He laughs at all the giddy turns of ſtate ; | 4 
When mortals ſearch too ſoon, and fear too late | 
Paraphras'd in Pindaric Verſe, and inſcribed, to the | [© 
Right Hon, Laurence Earl of Rocheſter. _ VH. 8 
Enjoy the preſent ſmiling hour ; # 
J. And put it out of fortune s power: Difcha 
ESCENDED of an ancient line, The tice of buſineſs, like the running Rream, | And f 
That long the Tuſcan ſcepter ſway'd, Is ſometimes high, and ſometimes low, ; 
Make haſte to meet the generous wine, A quiet ebb, or a tempeſtuous flow, ; Liv 
Whoſe piercing is for thee delay'd : And always in extreme. 5 * 
The roſy wreath is ready made: Now with a noiſeleſs gentle courſe k 
And artful hands prepare It keeps within the middle bed : 13 
The fragrant Syrian oil, that ſhall perfume thy hair. Anon it lifts aloft the head, 1 Not 
And bears down all before it with impetuous force, 3 
I And trunks of trees come tolling down, | Kor fo 
; : Sheep and their folds together drown : Wh 
When the wine ſparkles om: afar, Both 4. and homeſted into ſeas are borne | p 
And the well-natur'd friend cries Come away; [And rocks are from their own foundations ton. "ay 
Make haſte, and leave thy buſineſs and thy care: And woods, made thin with winds, their ſcatter'd 
No mortal intereſt can be worth thy ſtay. Nena moe 
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VIII, 

Happy the man, and happy he alone, 

He who can call to-day his own : 

He who, ſecure within, can ſay, 
To-morrow do thy worſt, for 1 have liv'd to- 

day ; 
Be fair, or foul, or rain, or ſhine, 
The joys I have poſſeſs'd, in ſpite of fate are mine. 

Not Heaven itſelf upon the paſt has power; 


But what has been, has been, and 1 have had my 


hour, 
Fortune, that, with malicious joy, 
Does man her ſlave opprels, 
Proud of her office to deſtroy, 
j: ſeldom pleas'd to bleſs : 
Still various and.unconſtant till, 
with an inclination to be ill, 
Promotes, degrades, delights in ſtrife, 
And makes a lottery of life. 


| can enjoy her while ſhe's kind; 
but when ſhe dances inthe wind, 


and ſhakes the wings and will not ſtay, 

puft the proftitute away: 

itt. or the much ſhe gave, is quietly reſign'd : 
Content wit! poverty, my ſoul I arm; 

Id virtue, though in rags, will keep me warm. 


þ 
What is't to me, 
o never ſail in her unfaithful ſea, 
I 1,0r7ms arife, and clouds gro black; 
ii the maſt ſplit, and threaten wreck 7 
en let the greedy merchant fear 
For his ill-gotten gain 
pray to Gods that will not hear, 
ae the debating winds and billows beat 
— His wealth into the main. 
107 me, ſecure from {ortune's blows, 
*ecure of what J cannot loſe, 
i" my ſmall pinnace 1 can fail, 
0 oatemnin g all the bluſtering roar ; 
„And d running with a Merry galt, 
Vith friendly ſtars my ſafety ſeek 
chin ſome little winding creek : 
: ſee the ſtorm aſhore, 


4 
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a appy in his low degree, 
L4 How rich in humble poverty, is he, 
"0 as 2 quiet country life ; 
ct ary of buſineſs, void of ſtrife, 
kom the griping ſcrivener free | 
5, ere the ſeeds of vice were ſown, 
L Va men in better ages born, 

d with oxen of their own : 
KF BN paternal field of _ 
Atkumpets ſummon him to v 
& Ir a rums diſturb his morning flees, 


Nes 8 * 


tue merchants' gainful cart, 


\ * 
FyY 1 


WW 5 


s the dangers of the deep. 
: ; | * urs ot „ e law, 

bart, he e ſhuns, 
7d with hope es, nor dar'd with aws, 
2 ſervile ſalutations runs; 
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But either to the claſping vine 
Does the ſupporting poplar wed, 

Or with his pruning-hook disjoin 
Unbearing branches from their head, 
And grafts more happy in their ſtead: 

Or, climbing to a hilly ſteep, 

He views his herds in vales afar, 

Or ſheers the overburden'd ſheep, 

Or mead for cooling drink prepares, 
Of virgin honey in the jars. 

Or in the now-declining year, 

When bounteous autumn rears his head, 

He joys to pull the ripen'd pear, 

And cluſtering grapes with purple ſpread; 


The faireſt of his fruit he ſerves, 
Priapus, thy rewards : 

Sylvanus too his part deſerves, 

Whoſe care the fences guards, 
Sometime3 beneath an ancient oak, 

Or on the matted graſs, he lies; 
No God of fieep he need invoi-; 

The ſtream that o'er the pebbles flies 
With gentle ſlumbers crowns his eyes. 
The wind that whiſtles through the ſprays 

| Maintains the concert of the ſong ; 

| And hidden birds with native lays 
The golden fleep prolong, 

But, when the blatt of winter blows, 
And hoary froſt inverts the year, 

Into the naked woods he goes, 

| And ſeeks the truſty boar to rear, 
With well-mouth'd hounds and pointed ſpear ! 

Or ſpreads his ſubtle nets irom fight 
With twinkling glaſſes, to betray 

The larks that in the meſlies light, 
Or makes the fearful hare his prey 

Amidſt his harmleſs eaſy joys 

No anxious care invades his health, 
Nor love his peace of mind de ſtroy 3, 
| Nor wicked avarice of wealth. 
But if a chaſte and pleafing wie, 
To eaſe the buſineſs of his lite, 

Yivides with him his houſhold care, 
Such as the Sabine matrons were, 
Such as the ſwift Apulian's bride, 

Sun burnt and ſwarthy though ſhe be, 
| Will fire for winter-niglits provide, 

And without noiſe will overſee 

His children and his famiiy ; 

And order all things till he come, 

' Sweaty and overlabour'd, home; 

| If ſhe in pens his flocks will folo, 

| And then produce her dairy lore, 

| With wine to drive away the cold, 

| And unbought daintics of che poor 
Not oyſters of the Lucrine lake 

My ſober appetite would w:th, 

Nor turbot, or the foreign fith 
That rolling tempelts overtake, 

And hither waſt the coltly diſh. 
Not heathpout, or the rarer bird, 

Which Phaſis or Ionia yields 
| More pleaſing morſels would atforci 
' 'Than the fat clives of my ticls ; 
Than ſhards or mallows for the pot, 

That keeps the looſen'd body found 
Or than 12 e FONG, that falls by lot 

To the juſt guardian of my ground. 
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Amidſt theſe feaſts of happy ſwains, Till mangled by a vile tianflating ſect, 


The jolly ſhepherd ſmiles to ſee Like babes 1 y witches in effigy rack: ; 
His flocks returning frem the plains ; 4:1 Cech, mature in dulneſs, 1oſe, [ 
The farmer is as pleas'd as he, . And Holborn doggrel, and low chiming proſe, 5 
To view his oxen ſweat. n ſmoke, His ttrength and beauty did at once depoſe \ 
Bear on their necks tize looſen'd yoke : But row the mayic ſpell is at an end 
To look upon his menial crew, Since ev'n the dead in ou tiath found a friend; 
That fit around his cheariul hearth, | [You free the Bard from rude oppreffors' power, 
And bolics {,.ent in toil renew * And Zrac e lis verſe with charms unknown lers 
With hole ſome food and country mirth. He, doubly thus onlig*d, muſt doubting ſtar 
This Morecraft ſaid within himſelf, W hich chiefly ſhould his gratitude Comma! f 
Reſolv*'d to leave the wicked town : Whether thoulc | claim the tribute of his licart, 
And live retir'd upon his own, {The Patron's bounty, or the Poet's art. 
He call'd his money in Ali-e with wonder and delig!it we view'd 
Bur the prevailing love of pelf 'The "ſts genius in thy verſe renew'd :; 
Soon ſplit him on the former ſhelf, We faw thee raiſe ſoft Ovid's amorovs fire, 
lle put it out again. And fit the tune iel Horace to thy lyre: 


We ſaw new gall imbitter |uvenal's pen, 
And crabbed Perſeus made politely plain: 
Virgil alone was thought too great a tak 3 
What you could fcarce perl form, or we durſt aſk; 
TOME DETDEN, A taſk ! which Waller's Muſe could ne'er engage, 
A taſk too hard for Dennam's ſtronger rage: 
Sure of ſucceſs they ſome ſight fallies try'd, 
But the fenc'd coaſt their bold attempts deiy'd 
With fear their o'er-matcii'd forces back they 
EXCELLENT TRANSLATION OF VIRGIL. drew, 
ä Quitted the province Fate reſerv'd for you, 

HENE'ER great Virgil's lofty verſe 1 ſce, in vain thus Phil-p did the Perſians form ; 

V The pompous fcene charms my admiring{ 4 work his fon was deſtin d to periori * 
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a 
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eye: © © had Roſcommon liv'd to hail the day, 
There different beauties in perfection meet ; (6 And fing loud Pæans through the crowded way , 
The thoughts as proper, as the numbers ſweet : Wen you in Roman majeſty appear, 


And when wild Fancy mounts a daring height, „Which none know better, and none come iv 


f 
i 
1 
4 


Judgment ſteps in, and moderates her flight. Near: 
Wiſely he manages his wealthy ſtore, The happy author would with wonder ice, 
Still ſays enough, and yet implies Ri!l more: His rules were only prophecies 0! tice: 
For though the weighty ſenſe be cloſely wrought, And were he now to give tranſlators light, 
The reader's left t'improve the pleating thought. ' He'd bid them only read thy work, and writ 
Hence we deſpair to ſee an Enzlith drets : | For thus great taſk our ud applauſe is due ; ; 
Should e' er his nervous energy Expreſs ; | We own old favours, but muſt preſs or new ? 
For who could that in fetter'd rhyme incloſe, | Th* expecting world demande one labour more 
Which without lofs can ſcarce be told in proſe ! | And thy lov'd Homer does thy aid implore, 
But you, great Sir, his manly genius raiſc; 1 o right his infur'd works, and ſet them tic 
Ard make your copy ſhare an equal praiſe. From the lewd rhymes of groveling Ogleb) 
Oh how 1 ſce thee in foft ſcenes of love, Then ſhall his verſe in grateful pomp app*a!z 
Renew thoſe paſſions he alone could move! Nor will his birth renew the ancient jar; | 
Here Cupid's charms are with new att expreſt, On thoſe Greek cities we ſhall look Wit corte 
And pale Eliza leaves her peaceful reſt : | And in our Britain think the Poet born. 


Leaves her Elyſium, as if glad to live, 
To love, and wiſh, to ſigh, deſpair, and grieve, 
And die again for him that would again deceive 
Nor does the mie lity Trojan leſs appear — — — 
Than Mars limſelf amidſt the ſtorms of war, 
Now his fierce eyes with double fury glow, ; 
And a new dread attends th' impending blow: TO ME DRYDESD 
The Daunian chiefs their cager rage abate, a | 
And, though unwounded, ſeem to feel their ſate. 
Long the rude fury of an ignorant age, 0 
With barbarous ſpite, prophan'd his facred page. 
The heavy Dutchmen, with laborious toil, - VIRGH 
Vreſted his ſenſe, and cramp'd lis vigorous ſtyle; TRANSLATION OF 6 

No time, no pains, the drudging pedants ſpare; 
But ſtill his ſhoulders muſt the burden bear. I. 

While through the mazes of their comments led, W read, how dreams and viſions | 
We learn not what he writes, but what they read The Prophet and the Poet couid mip: 
Yet, through rheſe ſhades of undiſtinguiſliu'd right And make them in 1 al rapture { os 

4 ppear'd ſome glimmering intervals of light ; With rage divinc, and with pcetic fire. 
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Nies e vor: hſate to bear the light; 


1e my numbers, an that Mule to aid, 
. the Poet that has done him right. 


III. 
s been this ſacre! Author's fate, 
9 t every dull Tragſlator's will; 
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Nature could rever ſuch expence afford; 
| Each ſeveral province pwn'd a ſeveral lord. 
| A Poet then had his poetic wife, 

One Mule embrac'd, and married for his life, 
Ry the ſtale thing his appetite was cloy'd, 
Hs fancy leſſen'd, and his fire deſtroy'd. 
But nature grown extravagantly kind, 

* it) all her treaſures did adorn your mind. 
| 


Lon, lon tis Muſe has groan'd beneath the! And you Wit's univerſal monarch crown'd. 


weieſt 
Of mingling Ogleby's preſumptuous quill. 


44 
rvden, at laſt, in his defence aroſe; 


* 


* 


tale FOW 18 ririned hy the ſan: 
Arie his Muſe encervours to (cloſe 


f 


Tant Poct's beauties, ſhe declares her own. 
V. 
in your ſmooth, pompous numbers creſt, eacl 
live, 
ch thought, betrays ſuch a mazeſtic touch; 
He could not, had he finiſh'd his deſtian, 
Hue wifh'4 it better, or have done fo much, 


* 


VI. 
op, like his Hero, though yourſelf were free ; 
nc entangled from the war of wit; 
Van, who ſecure might other dangers ſce, 


Ang fate from all malicious cenſures fit, 


VII. 
t hee wſe ſacred Virgil's noble Muſe, 
Jerlav'd by ſools, Was ready to expire : 
io nz your fame again, you holdly chuſe, 
Or to redeem, or periſh with your ine. 


F? 


VIII 
tn firft and laſt, we owe him half to you. 
Tor that us Fneicds miſs'd their threaten'd tate, 
Was —that his friends hy ſoime prediction knew, 
fatter, who correcting ſhould tranſlate. 


IX. 
10%, my Mufe, thy needleſs flight reſtrain, 
, like him, thou couldſt a verſe indlite . 
Jo tuo his fancy to deſcribe is vain, 
"Ice nothing can diſcover light, but light. 


+ 


1 t of genus that doe more dep: 
is tear; wat " FO : 

| yraife ſhould make vour glory lefs. 
Sag 1 fore, like the modeſt Painter, ] 


=. GTAW the Veil, where ] cannot expreſs. 
HENRY GYPAANM T 
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# * , „ Fon _ 1 - j 
\ amtec Monarch govern'd yet 
LY YV 


mm umverfal frvay the realms of wit; 
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V our mighty ſway your great deſert ſecures, 
| And every Muſe and every Grace is yours, 

lo rone confin'd, by turns you all enjoy, 
{Saver with this, you to another fly, 
0 Suitan-hke in your ſeraelio ſtand, 
While withing Muſes vat for your command 
hus no decay, no vant of virour find. 
Sublime your tancy, houndleſs is your mird. 
Not all the blaſts ot time can do you wrong; 
Young, ſpite of age; in ſpite of weakneſs ftrong. 
' ime, like Alcices, ſtrikes you ro the ground: 
You, like Antzus, from each fall rebound. 
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is ſaid that Phidias gave ſuch living grace 
[ To the carv*d image of a beauteous face, 

That the cold marble might even ſeem to be 

The lite ; and the true life, the imagery. 

| You paſs'd that artiſt; Sir, and all his powers, 

| Malking thc beſt of Roman Poets ours; 

With ſuch effect, we know not which to call 

The imitation, which th' original. | 

| 

| Wha! Virgil lent, you pay in equal weight, 

! The charmin keauty of the coin no leſs; 

Aud ſuch the majeſty of your impreſs, ' 

vou ſeem the very author you tranſlate. 


is certain, were he now alive with us, 
And did revolving deſtiny conſtrain, : 
o 0 dreſs his thoughts in Engliſh o'er again, 
Jimſelſ could write no otherwiſe than thus. 
is od encomium never did appear 

So true as now; Romans and Greeks, ſubmit. 
Something of late is in our language writ, 
More nol ly great than the fam'd Iliacs were. 
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TITVYVRUS AND MELIB GUS. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The eccaſion of the firſ® Paſtiral nas this, Mien 
Auguſtus had jeitled himje!f in the Roman empire, 
that he might reward his Veteran tropf for their 
faſt ſervice, he diflributed among them all the lands 
that lay about Cremona and Mantua : turning out 
the right ezoners for having fided with his enemies, 
Virgil ⁊bas a ſufferer among the ret; abo after- 
wards recyvered his eſtate by Macenas's interceſſion, 
end as an inſtance of kis gratitude com| ofed the fal- 


Ewing Puſioral; where he ſets out his oxen good 


fortune in the perſon 7 Tityrus, and the calamities 
of his Mantuan neigl beurs in the clara t f M. 
lite us, 


Mcrt1noruvs. 


FIENEATH tle ſhade which beechen beughs dif- 


p faſe, 
You, Tityrus, entertain your ſylvan Muſe : 
Round the wide world in baniſhment we roam, 
Forc'd from our pleaſing fields and native home : 
While ſtretch' d at eaſe you fing your happy loves; 
And Amarillis fills the ſhady groves. 

TI. Theſe bleſſings, friend, a Deity beſtow'd: 

For never can I deem him leſs than God. 
The tender firſtlings of my woolly breed 
Shall on his holy altar often bleed. 

dle gave my kine to graze the flowery plain; 
And to my pipe renew'd the rural ſtrain. 

NI. I envy not your fortune, but admire, 
(hat while the raging ſword and waſteful fire 
Jeftroy the wretched neighbourhood around, 

Jo hoftile arms approach your happy ground, 
Far different is my fate : my feeble goats 

With pains I drive from their forſaken cotes: 
And this you ſee I ſcarcely drag along, 

Who yeaning on the rocks has left her young; 
The hope and promiſe of my failing ſold. ) 
My loſs by dire portents the gods foretold : 

For had I not been blind, I might have ſeen 
Von riven oak, the faireſt of rhe green, 

And tlie hoarſe raven, on the blaſted bough, 
iy croaking from the left preiag'd the coming blow. 
Zut tell me, Tityrus, what heavenly power 
?;eferv'd your fortunes in that fatal hour? 

117, tool that 1 was, I thought imperial Rome 
ie Mantua, where on market-days we come, 
And thither drive our tender lambs from home. 
59 kids and whelps their fires and dams expreſ 
and fo the great I meafur'd by the Jeſs. 

Zut country towns, compar'd with her, 2ppez; 
She ſſrubs when lofty cyprefles are near. 
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ML. What great occaſion call'd you hence 96 
Rome | 
Tir. Freedom, which came ar length, though 
low to come: 
Nor did my ſearch of liherty begin, 
Ti:! my black hairs were chang'd upon my chin, 
Nor Amarillis would vouchſafe a look, 
Till Galatea's meaner bonds I broke. 
Till then a helpleſs, hopeleſs, homely ſwain, 
I {ought not freedom, nor aſpir'd to gain : 
Though many a victim from my folds was bought, 
And many a cheeſe to country markets brought, 


Vet all the little that I got, 1 ſpent, 


And tti]l return'sd as empty as I went, 


Mer. We ſtood amaz'd to ſee your miftrih 

| mourn z 

| Unknawing that ſhe pin'd for your return : 

We wor:dei*d why ſhe kept her fruit fo long, 

For whom fo late th* ungather'd apples hung ; 

But now the wonder ceaſes, fince I ſee 

She kept them only, Tityrus, for thee. 

For thee the bubbling ſprings appear'd to mourn, 

And whiſpering pines made vows for thy return, 
Tzr. What ſhould 1 do, while here I was en 

chain'd, 

No glimpſe of god-like liberty remain'd; 

Nor could I hope in any place but there, 

| To find a gad fo preſent to my prayer. 

| There firſt the youth of h-av'nly birth I view"? 

Tor whom our monthly victims are renew'd. 

He heard my vows, and gracioufly decreed _ 

| My grounds to be reſtor'd, my former flocks to ſee" 

Nr r. O fortunate old man! whoſe farm ml 

| mains 

For you ſufficient, and requites your pains: _ 

Though ruſhes overſpread the ncigliho ring plans! 

Though here the marſhy grounds approach je 

fields, 

And there the foil a ſtony harveſt yields, 

| Your teeming ewes ſhal!! no ſtrange mendors tif, 

Nor feat a rott from tainted company. 

| Behold you horecring fence of fallow trees 

Is fraught with flowers, the flowers ire aug 

| hee 

The buſy bees with a (oft murmuring ſtrain 

Invite to gentle ſleep the labouring (wan, 

While from the neighbouring rock, with rurat fh. 

The pruner's voice the pleaſing dream prolongs 3 


Stock- doves and tuitles tell their amorous pain, 

And, ſrom the loſty elms, of love complam. _ 
Tir. Th inhabitants of ſeas and Ike . 

change, | 

And fiſh on ſhore, and ſtags in air ſhall ranges 

The baniſh'd Parthian dwell on Arat; brink, 

And the blue German ſhall the Tigris drir 

Fre I ferſaking gratitude and truth, 

Forget the figure of that godlike youth. _ 

MI. But we muſt beg our bread in comes » 

knewn, 

| Beneath the ſcorching or the freezing zn 

And ſome to far Oaxis ſhali be fold; | 

Or try the Libyan hear, or Scythian cola 

The reſt among the Britons be confin'c; 

A race of men from all the world disjoin 

O muſt the wretched exiles ever .mourny 

Nor after length of rolling years rerurn * 

Ale we condemn'd by fate's unjuſt cecree, 


fore F 


No more our houſes and our homes to! 


DRYDEN! 


de is Or ſhall we mount again the rural throne, 
And rule the country kingdoms, once our own ! 
i0P3d Did we for theſe barbarians plant and ſow, 


On theſe, on theſe, our happy fields beftow ? 
Good heaven, what dire effects trom civil diſ:ord 
he flow: 
Now let me graff my pears, and prune the vine; 
The fruit is theirs, the labour only nine. 
Farewel my paſtures, my paternal itock , 
My fruitful fields, and my more fruittful flock ! 
1gt, No more, my goats, ſhall I behold you climb, 
W | The ſteepy cliffs, or crop the flowery thy me 
No more extended in the grot below, 
Shall fce you browſing on the mountain's brow 
Tae prickly ſhrubs; and after on the bare, 
Lean down the deep abyſs, and hang in air, 
No more my ſheep ſhall ſip the morning dew 3 
No more my ſong ſhall pleaſe the rural crew: 
Adieu, my tuneful pipe! and all the world adieu! 
Tir. This night, at leaſt, with me forget your 
care ; 
Cheſnuts and curds and cream ſhall be your fare : 
ſhe carpet-ground ſhall be with leaves o'erſpread ; 
And boughs ſhall weave a covering for your head. 
fer fee yon ſunny hill the ſhade extends: 
And curling ſmoke from cottages aſcends, 
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VUNG Corydon, th* unhappy ſhepherd ſwain, 
The fair Alexis lov'd, but lov'd in vain : 
And underneath the beechen ſhade, alone, 
Thus to the woods and mountains made his moan, 
Is this, unkind Alexis, my reward, 
And muſt I die unpity'd, and unkeard ? 
Now the green lizard in the grove is laid, 
The ſheep enjoy the coolneſs of the ſhade ; 
And Theſtylis wild thyme and garlic beats 
wr Marveſt hinds, o'erfpent with toil and heats : 
| 2 in the ſcorching ſun I trace in vain 
x 70g a o'er the burning plain, 


is meant by him, to whim Virgil here makes! 
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The creaking locuſts with my voice conſpire, 
They fry with heat, and J with ficrce deſue. 
How much more eaſ, was it to ſuſtain 

Proud Amarillis and ner haughty reigr 

The fcorns of young Menalcas, once iny care, 
Though he was black, and thou art heavenly fair, 
Truſt not too much to that e nting face ; 
Bearty's a charm, but ſoon arm Wil: pals ; 
White Lilies lie neglected on the plain, 

While duſky hyacinths for uſe remain. 

My paſſion is thy ſcorn : non wilt thou know 
Wat wealth I have, what gifts I can beſtow : 
What ſtores my dairies aud my folds contain; 

A thouſand lanihs that wander on the plain: 

New milk that all the winter never fails, 

And all the ſummer overflows the pails : 
Ampluon ſung not ſweeter to his herd, 

When ſummon'd ſtones the Theban turrets rear'd. 
Nor am I io detorm”'d ; for late 1 ſtood 

Upon the margin of the briny flood: 

The winds were ſtil, and if the glaſs be true, 
With Daphnis I may vie, though judg'd by you, 
O leave the noiſy town, O come and ſee 

Our country cots, and live content with me 

To wound the flying deer, and from their cotes 
With me to drive a- field the browſing goats: 

To pipe and fing, and in our country ftrain 

To copy, or perhaps contend with Pan. 

Pan taught to join with wax, unequal reeds, 

Pan loves the ſhepherds, and their flocks he feeds: 
Nor ſcorn the pipe; Amyntas, to be taught, 
With all his kifſes would my ſki!l have bought. 

Of ſeven ſmooth joints a Mellow pipe I have, 
Which with his dying breath Damætas gave: 
And faid, This, Corycon, I leave to thee 

For only thou deſerv'ſt it after me. 

His eyes Amyntas durſt not wpward lift, 

For much he grudg'd the praiſe, but more the gift, 
Befides two kids that in the valley ftray'd, 

I tound by chance, and to my fold convey'd. 
They drain two bagging udders every day 

And theſe ſhall be companions of. thy play. 

Both fleck'd with white, the true Arcadian ſtrain, 
Wich Theſtylis had often begg'd in vain: 
And ſhe ſhall have them, if again ſhe ſues, 

Since you the giver and the gift refuſe. 

Come to my longing arms, my lovely care, 


With all the glories of the purple ſpring. 
The daughters of the flood have ſearch'd the mead. 
For violets pale, and cropp'd the poppies head 
The ſhort narciſſus, and fair daffodil, 
Panſies to pleaſe the ſight, and caſſia ſweet to ſmell; 
And ſet ſoft hyacintis with iron-blue, 
To ſhade marſh marigolds of ſhining hue. 
Some bound in order, others looſely ſtrow*d, 
To dreſs thy bower, and trim thy new abode. 
Myſelf will ſearch our planted grounds at home. 
For downy peaches and the gloſſy plumb: 
And thraſh the cheſnuts in the neighbouring grove, 
Such as my Amarillis us'd to love. 
The laurel and the myrtle ſweets agree; 
And both in noſegays ſhall be bound for thee, 
Ah, Corydon, ah poor unhappy ſwain, 
Alexis will thy homely gifts diſdain: 
Nor, ſhould'ſt thou offer all thy little ſore, 
Will rich Iolus yield, but offer more. 
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What have I done to name that wealthy ſwain, 
So powerful are his preſents, mine ſo mean! 
The boar amidſt my cryſtal ſtreams I bring; 
And ſouthern winds to blaſt my flowery ſpring. 
Ah cruel creature, whom doſt thou deſpiſe ? 
The gods to live in woods have left the ſkies. 
And godlike Paris pt Idean grove, 

To Prium's wealth preferr'd Oenone's love. 

In cities which ſhe huilt, let Pallas reign ; 
Towers are for Gods, but foreſts for the ſwain. 
The greedy lioneſs the wolt purſues, 

The wolf the kid, the wanton kid the browfe : 
Alexis, thou art chas*d hy Corydon ; 

All follow ſeveral games, and each his own. 
See from afar the fields no longer ſmoke, 

The ſweating ſteers unharneſs'd from the yoke, 
Bring, as in triumph, back the crooked plough ; 
The ſhadows lengthen as the fun goes low. 
Cool breezes now the raging heats remove; 
Ah, cruel heaven! that made no cure for love 
1 wiſh for balmy ſleep, but with in vain: 
Love has no bounds in pleafure, or in pain. 
What frenzy, ſhepherd, has thy ſoul poſſeſs'd. 
Thy vineyard lies half-prun'd, and half undreſs'd. 
Quench, Corydon, thy long unanſwer'd fire: 
Mind what the common wants of life require: 
On willow twigs employ thy weaving care ; 
And find an eaſter love, though not fo fair, 
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Dau. Good words, young Catamite, at leail t9 
men: 

We know who did your huſineſs, how, and when. 

And in what chapel too you plaid your prize; 

And what the goats obferv'd with leering eyes: } 

The nymphs were kind, and laugh'd, and there 
your ſafety lies. 

Mer. Yes, when I cropt the hedges of the Leis; 

Cut Micor,*s tender vines, and ſtole the ſtays. 

Dam. Or rather, when beneath yon ancient oak, 

The bow of Dapimis, and the ſhafts you broke: 

When the fair boy receiv'd the gift of right; 

And, but for miſchief, you had dy'd for ſpite. 

Mrx. What nonfenſe would the fool thy maſter 
prate, 

When thou, his knave, canſt talk at ſuch a rate! 

Did I not ſee you, raſcal, did I not? 

When you lay ſnug to ſnap young Damon's goat ! 

His mungrel bar! d, I ran to his relief, 

And cry'd, There, there he goes; ſtop, ſtop th: 

thicf: 

Diſcover'd, and defeated of your prey, 

You ſkulk'd behind the fence, and ſneak'd away 

Dam. An honeſt man may freely take his own ; 

The goat was mine, by finging fairly won. 

A folemn match was made; he loſt the prize, 

Aſk Damon, alk if he the deht denies ; 

I think he dares not; it he docs, he lyes. 

Mex. Thou frng with him, thou booby ! never 
Pipe 

Was ſo prophan'd to touch that blubber'd lip: 

Dance at the beſt ; in ſtreets but ſcarce allow d 

To tickle, on thy ſtraw, the ſtupid crowd. 

Dax, To bring it to the trial, will you dare 

Our pipes, our 1kiil, our voices, to compare 

My brinded heifer to the ſtake I lay; 

Two thriving calves ſhe ſuckles twice a day: 

And twice beſides her beattings never fail 

To ſtore the dairy with a brimming pail. 

Now back your ſinging with an equal fake, 


You know too well I feed my father's Hock: 
What can 1 wager from the common 1tock * 


JA ſtepdame too I have, a curſed ſe, 


Danetar and Menalcar, after ſume (mart ftroves 6 
c. raillery, reſs/wve to ry g . hat rhe m ſt fault 
at a ſong; in, ight 
Pulæmen judge of their performances : æule, after 
* full hearing of both Farties, declares himjelf ur fit 
Hr the decifion of ſo weighty a controve' ty, and 
(rave. e victory undetermined. 8 
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and accordingly make their neighbow 


MENALCAS, DAMZAZETAS, PALEMON. 


MrNATcAsS. 


QI 


O, ſwaing what ſhepherd owns thoſe ragged 


ſheep ? 
Dam. AEgon's they are, he gave them me to 
keep. 
Mix. Unhappy ſheep of an unhappy ſwain! 


While he Nezra courts, but courts in vain, 

And fears that I the damſel ſhall obtain. 

Thou, varlet, dott thy maſter's gains devour ; 
Thou milk"!t his ewes, and often twice an hour; 
Of graſs and fodder thou defraud'ſt the dams; 
And ol their mother's dugs, the Raving lambs. 


Who rules my hen-peck'd fire, and orders me. 


Both number twice a day the milky dams 5 

At once ihe takes the tale of all the lambs. 

But fince you will be mad, and fince you may 

Sulpect my courage, it 1 ſhould not lay, 

The pawn ] proffer ſhall he full as good: 

Two how!ls I have, well turn'd of heechen woot; 

Both by divine Alcimedon were made: 

To neither of them yet the lip is laid; 

The ivy's ſtem, its fruit, its foliage, lurk 

In various ſhapes around the curious work. 

Two figures on the ſides emboſs'd appear; _ 

Conon, and, what's his name who made the 

ſphere, 

And ſhew'd the ſeaſons of the ſliding year, 

Inſtructed in his trade the labouring Wann, 

And when to reap, and when to ſow the gram f ; 
Dam. And I have two to match your pait, 4 

home : | 

The wood the ſame, from the ſame hand they cone! 

The kimbo handles ſeem with bears-toot Cary d 

And never yet to table have been fery'd: 

Where Orpheus on his lyre laments his love, 

With beaſts encompaſs'd, aid a dancivg grove 
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aw worth the heifer which J ſet to ſtake. 
Mx. No more delays, vain boatter, but begin: 
| propheſy before-hand I ſhall win. 
Palezmon ſhall be judge how ill you rhyme : 
i teach you how to brag another time. 
Dau. Rhymer, come on, and do the worſt you 
can: 
I fear not you, nor yet a better man. | 
Wich filence, neighbour, and attention wait: 
For 'tis a buſineſs of a high debate. | 
Pat. Sing then; the ſhade affords a proper 
place; 
The trees are cloatli d with leaves, 
graſs ; 
bloſſoms blow ; the birds on buthes ſing ; 
nature has accompliſh'd all the ſpring. 
e challenge to Pama tas ſhall belong, 
\ixnatcas thall ſuſtain his unde;-ſong : 
c in his turn your tunetul numbers bring; 
by turns the tunctul Muſes love to ſing. 
u. From the great Father of the gods above 
; Mule begins; for all is full of Jove 
o ſove the care ot heaven and earth belongs; ; 
rocks he blefles, and he loves my ſongs. 
rw, Me Phoebus loves; for he my Mufe in- 
ſpires ; 
d in her ſongs, the warmth he gave, requires, 
or him the god of ſhepherds and their ſheep, 
y hluſhing hyacinths and my bays I keep. 
My Phyllis me with pelted apples my 
un tripping to the woods the wanton hies: 
add withes to be ſeen, before the flies. 
Arn. But fair Amyntas comes unaſk'd to 
me, 
\nd offers 2 and nts upon my knee: 


the fields with 


% 


at Delia to my dogs is known ſo well as he, 
Dam. To the dear miſtreſs of my love: ſick 1 
mind, 
er iwain a pretty preſeyt has deſign'd : 


| fv tro ſtock-doves billing, and ere ons 


Wil tae the nelt, and hers ſhall be tlie youn? | 
Man. Ten ruddy wildings in the wood I] found, 
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Dam. The nightly wolf is baneful to the fold, 
Storms to the wheat, to buds the bitter cold 
But from my ſfrowning fair, more ills I find 
Than from the wolves, and ſtorms, and winter- 
wind. 

The kids with pleaſure browſe the buſhy 
plain, 
The ſhowers ae grateful to the ſwelling grain: 
Jo teeming ewes * ſallow*s tender tree; 
But more than all the world my love to me. 
Dam. Pollio my rural verſe vouchſafes to read : 
| A heifer, Muſes, for your patron breed, 
Mex. My Pollo writes himſelf; 
bred 
With ſpurning heels, and with a butting head. 
Dam. Who Pollio loves, and who his Muſe ad- 
mares, 
Let Pollio's fortune crown his full defires. 
Let myrrh inſtcad of thorn his fences fill; 
And ſhowers of honey from his oaks diſtil. 

Mer. Who hates nat living Bavius, let him be 
(Dead Mævius) damn'd to love thy works and thee : 
The ſame ill taſte of ſenſe would ſerve to join 
Dog-texes in the yoke, and ſhear the ſwine. 

Dam. Ye boys who pluck the flowers, and ſpoil 

the ſpring, 
Beware the ſecret ſnake that ſhoots a ſting. 

Mex. Graze not too near the banks, my jolly 

ſheep, 
The ground is falſe, the running ſtreams are deep: 
ce, they have caught the father of the flock, 
Who cries his fleece upon the neighbouring rock. 

Daw. From rivers drive the kids, and ſling your 

hook ; 
Anon I'll waſh them in the ſhallow brook. 

Mex. To told, my flock; when milk is dry'd 

with heat, 
in vain the milk. maid tugs an empty teat. 
Dam. How lank my bulls from plenteous paſ- 
ture come ! 
But love, that drains the herd, deſtroys the groom. 

MN. My flocks ate free from love; yet look fo 

thin, 


Mx. 


a bull he 


ſtood on tip-toes, reaching irom the ground ; j Their bones are barely cover'd with their ſkin, 
} ? 7 | * 


y at Amyntas all my prefent ſto 
on + @ - * 
4 w, to-morrow, fend as many more. 


AM. 2. lovely maid lay panting in my arms; 


aud all ſne ſaid and did was full of charms, 
* 8% on your wings to heaven ber accents bear! 
duch words as heaven alone is fit 40 hear. 
rx, Ah! what avails it me, my love's de- 
: light, 
cal you mine, when abſent from my ſiglit 
" 1019 tire nets, while you purſue the prey; 
and muſt not ſhare the dangers of the day. 
Dam. 1 keep my birth-day: fend my Phillis 
home z 
At ſhearing-time, Tolas, you may come. 


[| " 0 0 
Mex. With Phyllis 1 am more in grace ny 
you : 
Pt bay ſorrow did my parting ſteps 7 purſue $ 
eV. eu, ny cle: ary (he jaid, a long adieu! 7 | 


What magic has bewitch'd the wooly dams, 


An. 4*vhat ill eye heheld the tender lambs ? 
Dam. Say, where the round of heaven which 
| all contains, 

To three ſort ells on earth our fight reſtrains, 
Tell that, and rife a Phoebus for thy pains 
Men. Nay, tell me firſt, in what new region 
| ſprings 
A fower that bears inſcrib'd the names of kings: 
And thou ſhalt gain a preſent as divine 
As Phoebus? ſelf; for Phyllis ſhall be thine. 

Par, So nice a difference in your finging lies, 
That botli have won, or both deſerv'd, the prize. 
Reſt equal happy both; and all who prove 
The bitter ſweets and pleafing pains of love. 

Now dam the ditches, and the ficods reſtrain 
Their moiſture has already drencl'd the pla 
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But when to ripen'd manhood he ſhall grow, 

The greedy ſailor ſhall the ſeas forego ; 

No keel ſhall cut the waves for foreign ware; 

For every foil ſhall every produ bear. 

The labouring hind his oxen ſhall disjoin, ? 

No plough ſhall hurt the glebe, no pruning-hook 
the vine, 

Nor wool ſhall in diffembled colours ſhine ; 

But the luxurious father of the ſold, ) 

With native purple, or unborrow'd gold, 

Beneath his pompous fleece ſhall proudly ſweat; 

And under Tyrian r obes the lamb hall bleat. 


The Poet celebrates the birth-day of Salonius, the ſon of | The Fates, when they this happy web have ſpun, 
Pollio, hora in the conſulſhip of tis father, after the Shall hleſs the ſacred clue, and bid it ſmoothly run, 


taking of Sulmme, a city in Dalmatia, Many of 
the werſes are · tranſluted from one of the Sibyls, noho 
frophefied of our Sawinur*s birth, 


ICILIAN Mufe, begin a loftier ſtrain ! 
Though lowly ſhrubs and trees that ſhade the 

plain, 

Delight nor all; Sicilian Muſe, prepare 

To make the vocal woods deſerve a conſul's care. 

The laſt great age, ſoretold by ſacred rhymes, 

Renews its finiſhed courſe ; Saturnian times 

Roll round again, and mighty years, begun 

From their firſt orb, in radiant circles run. 

The baſe degenerate iron offspring ends; 

A golden progeny from heaven deſcends : 

O chaſte Lucina, ſpeed: the mother's pains ; 

And haſte the glorious birth; thy own Apollo 
reigns ! 5 

The lovely boy, with his auſpicious face 

Shall Pollio's conſulſhip and triumph grace; 

Majeſtic months ſet out with him to their ap- 
pointed race, 

The father baniſh'd virtue ſhall reſtore, 

And crimes ſhall threat the guilty world no more. 

The ſon ſhall lead the life of gods, and be 

By gods and heroes ſeen, and gods and heroes ſee. 

The jarring nations he in peace ſhall bind, 

And with paternal virtues rule mankind. 

Unbidden earth ſhall wreathen ivy bring 

And fragrant herbs (the promiſes of ſpring), 


| 


As her firſt offerings to her infant king. 

The goats, with ſtrutting dugs, ſhall homeward 
ſpeed, | 

And lowing herds ſecure from lions ſeed. 

His cradle ſhall with riſing flowers be crown'd ; 

The ſerpent's brood ſhall die: the ſacred ground 

Shali weeds and poiſonous plants refuſe to bear, 

Each common buth ſhall Syrian roſes wear. 

But when heroic verſe his youth ſhall raiſe, 

And form it to hereditary praiſe, 

Unlabour'd harveſts ſhall the fields adorn, 

And cluſter'd grapes ſhall bluſh on every thorn. 

The knotted oaks ſhall ſhowers of honcy weep, 

And through the matted graſs the liquid gold ſhall 
creep. 

Yet, of old fraud ſome footſteps ſhall remain, 

The merchant ſull ſhall plough the deep for gain: | 

Great cities ſhall with walls be compalſs'd round; 

And ſharpen'd ſhares ſhall vex the fruitſul ground, 

Another Typhis ſhall new ſeas explore, 

Another Argos land the chiefs upon th' Iberian ſhore, 

Another Eclen other wars create, 


Mature in years, to ready honours move, 

O of celeſtial ſeed ! O foſter ſon of Jove | 

See, labouring Nature calls thee to ſuſtain 

The nodding frame of leaven, and earth, and main; 

See, to their baſe reſtor d, earth, ſeas, and air, 

And joyful ages from behind, in crowding ranks ap- 
pear. 

To fing thy praiſe, would heaven my breath pro. 
long, 

Inſufing ſpirits worthy ſuch a ſong ; 

Not Thracian Orpheus ſhould tranſcend my lays, 

Nor Linus, crown'd with never-fading bays; 

Though each his heavenly parent ſhould inſpire; 

The Muſe inſtruct the voice, and Picebus tune the 
lyre. 

Should Pan contend in verſe, and thou my theme, 

Arcadian judges ſhould their God condemn, 

Begin, auſpicious boy, to caſt about 

Thy infant eyes, and, with a ſmile, thy motke: 
ſingle out ; 

Thy mother. well deſerves that ſhort delight, 

The nauſeous qualms of ten long months and trave! 
to requite. 

Then ſmile; the frowning infant's doom is read, 

No god ſhall crown the board, nor goddeſs bleſs tie 
bed. 
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INCE on the downs our flocks together ſeedy 

And ſince my voice can match your dul 
reed. ; 

Why fit we not beneath the grateful ſhade, 
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And great Achilles urge the Trojan fate, 


Which hazles, intermix'd with elms, have 
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DRYDEN' 


Mors. Whether you pleaſe that ſylvan ſcene to 
take, 


Where whiſtling winds uncertain ſhadows make : 


Or will you to the cooler (ſhades ſucceed, 
Whoſe mouth the curling vines have overſpread ? 
Mix. Your merit and your years command 
the choice : 
4myntas only rivals you in voice. 
Mors. What will not that preſuming ſhepherd 
dare, 
Who thinks his voice with Phoebus may compare? 
Mrx. Begin you firſt; if either Alcon's praiſe, 
Or dying Phyllis, have inſpir'd your lays: 
If her you mourn, or Codrus you comment, 
Bezin, and Tityrus your flock ſhall tend. 
Mors. Or ſhall I rather the ſad verſe repeat 
Which on the beech's bark I lately writ : 
[ writ, and ſung betwixt ;3 now bring the fwain 
Wioſe voice you boaſt, and let him try the ſtrain. 
Mx. Such as the ſhrub to the tall olive ſhows, 
0 r the pale fallow to the bluſhing roſe ; ; 


— d to thine, in ſweetneſs and in height. 
Mors. No more, but fit and hear the promis'd; 
lay, 
The cloomy grotto makes a doubtful day. 
The nymphs about the breathleſs body wait 
J; Daphnis, and lament his cruel fate. 
[ie trees and floods were witneſs to their tears: 
At length the rumour reach*d his mother”*s cars. 
The wretched parent, with a pious haſte, 
Cme running, and his lifeleſs Iimbs embrac'd. 
de igh'd, the ſobb'd, and, furious with deſpair, 
ve rent her garments, and the tore her hair: 
acunng all the gods, and every ſtar 
The ſwains for got their ſheep, nor near the brink 
aning waters brought their herds to drink. 
1 ie thirty cattle, of themſelves, abſtain'd 
Fm water, and their graſſy fare diſdain'd. 
112 ath of Daphnis woods and hills deplore, 
cal the ſound to Lybia's defert ſhore ; 
ir Libyan lyons hear, and hearing roar. 
te tigers D aphnis taught the yoke to bear 
firſt with curling ivy dreſs'd the ſpear ; 
p/n did rites to Bacchus fir? alan : 
And !toly revels for his reeling train. 
mes the trees, as grapes the vines adorn, 
wits the! erds, and fields the vellow corn : 
gut i ſplencor, ſo divine a grace, 
© $10r10us Daphnis caſt on his illuſtrious race. 
1 envious Fate the godlike Daphnis took, 
W guat kan Gods the fields and plains forſook ; 
zer (well'd the teeming grain, 
babs ted his oxen on the plain; 
ru ns crop the ſickly fields return 
9 oats and darnel choke the rifing corn, 
ind nere the vales with violets once were crown'd 
knotty burrs and thorns diſera 22 the ground. 


plain; 

* Raeral rites your Daphnis did ordain. 
With Fpreſs 1 oughs the cryſtal fountains hide, 
let the runni ng waters glide, 
i monument to Dan? mis raiſe, 
* & wk infcription to cord his praiſe : 

„ the field's delight, the ſnepherd's love, 
wund on earth, and deify'd above, 
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Whoſe flock excell'd the faireſt on the plains, 
But leſs than he himſelf ſurpaſs'd the ſwains. 
Men. O heavenly poet! ſuch thy verſe appears, 
So ſweet, ſo charming to my raviſh'd ears, 
As to the weary ſwain with cares oppreſt, 
Beneath the ſylvan ſhade, refreſhing reſt: 
As to the tev'riſh traveller, when firſt 
He finds a cryſtal ſtream to quench his thirſt, 
in ſinging, as in piping, you excel; 
And ſcarce your maſter could perform ſo well. 
O tortunate young man! at leaſt your lays 
Are next to his, and claim the ſecond praiſe. 
Such as they are, my rural ſongs I join, 
To raife our Daphnis to the powers divine; 
For Daphnis was fo good to love whate*er was 
mine. 
How is my ſoul with ſuch a promiie 
rais'd ! 
For both the hoy was worthy to be prais'd, 
And Stimichon has often made me long 
To hear like him, ſo ſoft, ſo ſweet a ſong. 
MX. Daplmis, the gueſt of heaven, with won 
dering eyes 
Views in the milky way the ſtarry ſkies. 
Ind far hcacath him, from the ſhining ſphere, 
Beholds the moving clouds, and rolling year, 
For this, with clicarful cries the woods reſound ; 
The purple ſpring arrays the various ground; 
The nymphs and ſhepherds dance; and Pan him- 
ſelf is crown'd. 
The wolf no longer prowls for nightly ſpoils, 
Mor birds the ſpringes fear, nor ſtags the toils : 
Tor Daphnis reigns above, and deals from thence 
His mother's milder beams and peaceſul influence. 
| The mountain-tops unſhorn, the rocks rejoice z 
The lowly ſhrubs partake of human voice. 
| Aſſent ng nature with a gracious nod, 
| Proclaims him, and ſalutes the new- admitted God. 
Be ſill propitious, ever good to thine ; 
| Behold four hallow'd altars we defign ; 
| And two to thee, and two to Phœbus rife ; 
On both are offer'd annual facrifice. 
(The holy pricſts, at each returning year, 
Iwo bowls of milk and two of oil ſhall bear; 
| And I myſelf the gueſts with friendly bowls wall 
| cheer. 1 
Jo goblcts will J crown with ſparkling * 
The generous vintage of the Chian vine; 
| Theſe will I pour to thee, and make the nectar 
thine. 
| In winter ſhall the genial feaſt he made 
| Before the fire; by ſummer in the ſhade. 
)ametas ſhall perſorm the rites divine : 
And Lictian Agon in the ſong ſhall join. 
Alphęſibeus, tripping, ſhall advance; 
And mimic ſatyrs in his antic dance. 
When to the nymphs our annual rites we pay, 
And when our fields with victims we ſurvey: 


Mors. 


— 


+ ſhepherds, come, and ftrow with leaves the| While ſavage boars delight in ſhady woods, 


And finny fiſh inhabit in the floods; 

While bees on Thyme, and locuſts feed on dew, 

Thy grateful ſwains theſe honours ſhall renew. 

Such honours as we pay to powers divine, 

To Bacchus and to Ceres, ſhall be thine, 

Such annual honours ſhall be giv'n, and thou 

| Shalt hear and ſhall condemn thy ſuppliants to their 
Vow, 
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Moys. What preſent worth thy verſe can Mop- 


ſus find! 
Not the ſoft whiſpers of the ſouthern wind, 


That play through trembling trees delight me 


more; 
Nor murmuring billows on the ſounding ſhore; 


Nor. winding ſtreams that through the valley glide ; 


And the ſcarce-cover*d pebbles gently chide. 
Receive you firſt this tuneful pipe ; the ſame 

That play'd my Corydon's unhappy flame. 

The (ame that ſung Newra's conquering eyes; 


And, had the judge been juſt, had won the prize, 
Mors. Accept from me this ſheephook, in Borne by the tide of wine, and floating on the floor. 


exchange, 
The handle braſs, the knobs in equal range. 
Antigenes, with kiſſes, often try'd 
To beg this preſent in his beauty's pride ; 
When youth and love are hard to be deny'd. 
But what I could refuſe to his requeſt, 
Is yours unaſk'd, for you deſerve it beſt. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


Two young ſhepherds, Chromis and 7 Mnaſyius, having 


been often promiſed a ſong by Silenus, chance to catc 
him aſleep in this paſterat ; z Tohere they bind him 4. a p 
Silerus, find- 
ing they would be put off nc longer, begins his ſong 


ard footy and then claim his promiſe. 


in which he deſcribes the formation of the uni 


> 


&?; 


dere, 


and the origiral of ani mals, according to the Epicu-\ 
rean pi loſophy 3 and then runs through the meſt| 
far priſing- transformat ions 40/167 have ha ppened in 


nature ſince ier birth, 


Tiis Paſtoral wwas deſigned 
as 4 compliment to Syro the Epicurcan, 4/9 


in. 


fructed Virgil and V arus in the principles of that 
philoſophy. Silenus acts as tutor, Chromis and 


Mzaſylus as the two pupils, 


FIRST transferr'd to Rome SiciHan ſtrains; 
Nor bluſh'd the Doric Muſe to dwell on Man- 


tuan plains. 
But when I try*d her tender voice, too young, 
And fighting kings, and bloody battles ſung ; 
Apollo check*d my pride: and bade me feed 
My fattening flocks, nor dare beyond the reed. 
Admoniſh'd thus, while every pen prepares 
To write thy praiſes, Varus, and thy wars, 
My paſtoral Muſe her humble tribute brings; 
And yet not wholly uninſpir'd ſhe fings. 
For all who read, and, reading, not diſdain 
Theſe rural poems, and their lowly ſtrain, 
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The name of Varus, oft inſcrib'd ſhall ſee, 

In every grove, and every vocal tree; 

And all the ſylvan reign ſhalt ſing of thee. 

Thy name, to Pheehus and the Muſes known, ] 
Shall in the front of every page be ſhown ; 

For he who ſings thy praiſe, ſecures his own, 
Proceed my Muſe: Iwo 8. ityrs, on the ground, 
Stretch'd at his eaſe, their fire Silenus found. 
Dos'd with his fumes, and heavy with his loat, 


!'They found him ſnoring in his dark abode 


And ſeiz'd with youthfy arms the Fn e god. 
His roſy wreath was dropt not long before, 


His empty cann, with ears half worn away, 

Was hung on high, to boait the triumph of tte 
day. 

Invaded thus, ſor want of better bands, 

His garland they unſtring, and bind his hands: 

For, by the ſraudfa} god deluded lone, 

They now reſolve to have their promis'd ſong, 

A gle came in, to make their party good 

The faireſt Nats of the neighbouring ficod, 

And, while he ſtares around, with ſtupid eyes, 

His brows with berries, and his temples dyes 

He finds the fraud, and, with a ſmile, demands 

On what deſign the boys had bound his hands. 

* Looſe me,“ he cry*d, 5 *rwas impudence to find 

A ſleeping god, tis ſacrilege to bind, 

* 'To you the promis'd poem I will pay; 

* 'The nymph ſhall be rewarded in her way.“ 

He rais'd his voice; and ſoon a numerous throng 

Of tripping Satyrs crowded to the ſong ; 

And ſylvan Fauns, and ſavage beaſts advanced, 

And nodding foreſts to the numbers danced, 

Not by Hzmonian hills the Thracian bard, 

Nor awful Phoebus was on Pinus heads, 

With deeper filence, or with more regard. 

He ſung the ſecret ſeeds of Nature's frame; 
ogy ſeas, and earth, and air, and active flame, 
dell through the mighty vo.d, and in their fall 
. ere blindly gather'd in this gooclly ball. 
The tender ſoil then, ſtiffening by degrees, 


Shut from the hounded earth, the bounding ſeas. 


Then earth and ocean various forms diſcloſe ; 
4nd a new ſun to the new world aroſe. 


And miſts condens'd to clouds obſcure the {ky; 


| And clouds diffolv'd, the thirſty ground ſupply. 
The riting trees the lofty mountains grace: 
The loſty mountains feed the ſavage race, 
Vet few, and ſtrangers, in th' onpeopled place. 
From thence the birth of man the ſong puriuec þ 
And how the world was loſt, and how renew d. 
The reign of Saturn, and the golden: 
Prometheus“ theft, and Jove's avenging agt 
The cries of Argonaut for Hylas drown'd ; 
With whoſe repeated name the ſhores reſound, 
Then mourns the madneſs of the Cretan queen? 
Happy for her if herds had never heen. 
What fury, wretched woman, ſeiz'd thy 
The maids of Argos (though, witli rage pol 
Their imitated lowings fill'd the eu C) 
Yet ſhunn'd the guilt of thy prepoite:0us love. 
Nor ſought the youthful huſband of the herd, 
Though labouring yokes on their 051, necks they 


bre alt? 


feay'd ; 
And felt for budding horns on their ſmooth 6 


heads rear*d, 


7 
{ 
P 


Ah, WI 
* le 
Ur let! 


PS 
A : LIN 
\eceive 


And call 
ne tho 
Where o 
Un this } 
And wit! 
Why tho! 
The firit 
o he {ute 
With bat 
Wi it ver 
: Ile maſt 
en ra 
the crim 
And how 
Ile wart 
While Pr. 
ind | ove 
* + Ike 
Pp yr 
dlenus ſu 
And carry 
ind now 
lo call hi 
Yet ſtill 


Lil unpet 
Ard ſudde 


SEV 


Rex A 
Their 


l 


— — 


( the 


me, 


Ur fleeps in ſhades, or through the foreſt roves; 


Ye ds with toils his foreſt-walk ſurround, 
ad trace his wandering footſteps on the ground, 


| and courts the milky mothers of the plains. 
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e on a flowery bank he chews the cud ; 


bh ? 
n 


d roars with anguiſh for his abſent loves. | 


pot an! perhaps my paſſion he diſdains, 


We ſearch th' ungrateful fugitive abroad; 
While they at home ſuſtain his happy load. 
He ſur Fo lover's fraud ; the longing maid, 
Win golden fruit, like all the ſex, betray'd ; 


e litters Ourning tor the brother's loſs ; ' 
- bodies hid in barks, and furr'd with moſs. 
Ko; each a riting alder now appears: 
and o'er the Po diſtils her gummy tears. 


ng, how Gallus by a Muſe's hand 
Wax ied and welcom'd to the ſacred ſtrand. 
e ſenate, rifing to ſalute their gueſt; 
And Linus thus their gratitude expreis'd, 
Receive this preſent, by the Muſes made ; 
ſhe pipe on which th* Aſcræan paſtor play'd; 
With which of old he charm'd the ſavage train, 
rd call'd the mountain aſhes to the plain. 
ine thou on this, thy Phoebus ; and the wood 
Where once his fane of Parian marble ſtood. 
On this his ancient oracles rehearſe, 
And with new numbers grace the God of verſe. 
iy hould I fing the double Scylla's fate, 
The firſt by love transſorm'd, the laſt by hate. 
A beauteous maid above, but magic arts 
un barking dogs deform*'d her nether parts: 
What vengeance on the paſſing fleet the pour'd, 
ite maſter frighted, and the mates devour'd. 
lien raviſh'd Philomel the ſong expreſt; 
ile crime reveal'd ; the fiſters cruel feaſt : 
and how in fields the lapwing Terevs reigns ; 
warbling nightingale in woods complains. 
Wlile Progne makes on chimney-tops her moan z 
ind hovers o'er tlie b. ilace once her own, 
late ver ſongs befides, the Delphian God 
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1, wretched queen! you range the pathleſs wood; Both young Arcadians, both alike inſpir'd 
1 To ſing and anſwer as the ſong requir'd. 


Daphnis, as umpire, took the middle feat ; 

And fortune thither led my weary feet. 

For while I fenc'd my myrtles from the cold, 

The father of my flock had wander'd from the fold. 

Of Daphnis I enquir*d ; he, ſmiling, ſaid, 

Diſmiſs your fear, and pointed where he fed. 

And, if no greater cares diſturb your mind, 

Sit here with us, in covert of the wind. 

Your lowing heifers, of their own accord, 

At watering time will ſeek the neighbouring ford 

Here wanton Mincius winds along the meads, 

And ſhades his happy banks with bending reeds: 

And fee from yon old oak, that mates the ſkies, 

How black the clouds of ſwarming bees ariſe, 

What ſhould I do ! nor was Alcippe nigh, 

Nor abſent Phyllis could my care ſupply, 

To houſe, and feed by hand my weaning lambs, 

And drain the ſtrutting udders of their dams ? 

Great was the ſtriſe betwixt the ſinging ſwains: 

And I preterr*d my pleaſure to my gains. 

Alternate rhyine the ready champions choſe : 

Theſc Corydon rehears'd, and Thyrſis thoſe. 

Cor. Ye muſes, evet fair and ever young, 

Aſſiſt my numbers, end inſpire my ſong. 

With ail my Codrus O inſpire my hreaſt, 

For Codrus, after Phoebus, ſings the beſt. 

Or if my withes have preſum'd too high, 

And ſtretch'd their bounds beyond mortality, 

The praiſe of artful numbers I reſign : 

And hang my pipe upon the ſacred pine. 

Tuys, Arcadian ſwains, your youthful poet 
crown 

With ivy wreaths ; though ſurly Codrus frown. 


Or if he blaſt my Muſe with envious praiſe, 


Then fence my brows with amulets of bays ; 
Leſt his ill arts or his malicious tongue 
Should poiſon or bewitch my growing ſong. 
Cor. Theſe branches of a ſtag, this tuſky boar 
(The firſt eſſay of arms untey'd before) 


Had taught the laurels, and the Spartan nood, {Young Mycon offers, Delia, to thy ſhrine ; 


lenus ſung; the vales his voice rebound, 

And carry to the ſkies the ſacred ſound. 

nd now the ſetting ſun had warn'd the ſwain 

lo call his counted cattle from the plain : 

Yet fill thy unweary'd tire purſues the tuneſul 
: ſtrain, 

Lu unperceiv*d the heavens with ſtars were hung: 

and ſudden night ſurpriz'd the yet unfiniſh'd ſong. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


SEVENTH 


leis} * here fi wes us the relat ion of a 
—— betævee n Thyrfis and Corydon 3 at which he 
tem je 


elf and Daphnis euere preſent z Toke both declared 
”w Ce rydon, 


. NEATII a holm, repair'd two jolly ſwains ; 
Their theep and goats together graz a the 


But ſpeed his hunting with thy power divine, 
Thy ſtatue then of Parian ſtone ſhall ſtand ; 
Thy legs in bufkins with a purple band. 
Tuyr. This bowl of milk, theſe cakes, (our 
country fare,) f 


For thee, Priapus, yearly we prepare, 


Becauſe a little garden is thy care. 
But it the falling lambs increaſe my fold, 
Thy marble ſtatue ſhall be turn'd to gold. 

Con. Fair Galatea, with thy ſilver ſcet, 
O, whiter than the ſwan, and more than Hybla ſweet; 
Tall as a poplar, taper as the bole, 
Come, charm thy ſtepherd, and reſtore my ſoul. 
Come when my lated ſheep at night return ; 
And crown the filent hours, and ſtop the roſy morn. 
ft Trays. May I become as abject in thy fight, 
As ſea-weed on the ſhore, and black as night: 
Rough as a bur, deform'd like him who chaws 


arp _— Sardinian herbage to contract his jaws 


Such and ſo monſtrous let thy ſwain appear, 
if one day's abſence looks not like a year. 
Hence from the field for ſhame : the flock deſerves 
No better feeding, while the ſhepherd ſtarves. 
Cox. Ye molly fprings, inviting eaſy ſleep, 
Ye trees, whoſe leafy ſhades thoſe moſſy fountains 


plains ; : 


keep, 
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Defend my flock ; the ſummer. heats are near, 
And bloffoms on the ſwelling vines appear. 
Tuyx. With heapy fires our chearful hearth is 
crown'd ; 
And firs for torches in the woods abound : 

We fear not more the winds, and wintry cold, 
Than ſtreams the banks, or wolves the bleating fold. 
Cox. Our woods with juniper and cheſnuts 

crown'd 
With falling fruits and berries paint the ground ; 
And laviſh Nature laughs, and ſtrows her ſtores 
around, 
But if Alexis from our mountains fly, 
Ev'n running rivers leave their channels dry. 
Tur. Parch'd are the plains, and frying is the 
ficld, 
Nor withering vines their juicy vintage yield. 
But if returning Phyllis bleſs the plain, 
The graſs revives ; the woods are green again; 
And Jove deſcends in ſhowers of kindly rain, L 
Cor. The poplar is by great Alcides worn ; 
The brows of Phcebus his own bays adorn ; 
The branching vine the jolly Bacchus loves; 
The Cyprian queen delights in myrtle groves, 
With hazle Phyllis crowns her flowing hair; 
And while ſhe. loves that common wreath to 
wear, 
Nor bays, nor myrtle boughs, with hazle ſhall 
compare, 
Tay. The towering aſh is faireſt in the woods; 
In garden pines, and poplars by the floods; 
But if my Lycidas will eaſe my pains, 
And often viſit our forſaken plains, | 
To him the towering ath ſhall yield in wcods ; 
In gardens pines, and poplars by the floods. 
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The hungry herd their needfol food refuſe ; Rele 
Of two defpairing ſwains I fing the mournful Muſe. Ihe 

Great Pollio, thou for whom thy Rome prepares Lov: 
The ready triumph of thy finiſh'd wars, Ini 


Whether Timavus or th Illyrian coaſt, Ale 

Whatever land or fea thy preſence boaſt; 

Is there an hour in fate reſerv'd for me, 

To ling thy deeds in numbers worthy thee * 

In numbers like to thine, could I rehearſe 

Thy lofty tragic ſcenes, thy labour'd veiſe ; 

The world another Sophocles in thee, 

Another Homer ſhould behold in me: 

Amidit thy Jaurels tet this ivy twine, 

Thine was my earlieſt Muſe ; my lateſt ſhall be 
thine. 

Scarce from the world the ſhades of niglit with 

drew; 

Scarce were the flocks refreſh'd with morning dew, 

hen Damon, ſtretch'd beneath an olive ſhade, 

And wildly ſtarting upwards, thus inveigh'd 

Azainſt the conſcious gods, and curs'd the cruel 
maid : 

Star of the morning, why doſt thou delay? 

Come Luciter, drive on the lagging day ? 

While I my Nifa's perjur'd faith deplore ; 

Witneſs, ye Powers, by whom ſhe falſely ſwore! 

The gods, alas! are witneſſes in vain ; 

Yet ſhall my dying breath to heaven complain. 

Begin with me my flute, the fweet Mznalian 
ſtrain. 

The pines of Manalus, the vocal grove, 

Are ever full of verſe, and full of love : 

They hear the hinds, they hear their God com- 
plain ; 

Who ſuffer'd not the reeds to riſe in vain. 


o 


ML. Theſe rhymes I did to memory commend, 
When vanquiſh'd Thyrſis did in vain contend ; 
dince when 'tis Corydon among the ſwains, 

Young Corydon without a rival reigns. 


— —— — IN 


THE 
LOUTH FAa$STORLAL 
. « > 


PHARMACEUT RIA. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


This Paſteral contains the ſongs of Damon and A 
Pheſibeeus. The firſt of them bewwails the loſs of his 
miſtreſs, and repines at the ſucceſs of lis rival Mop- 
ſus. The cther repeats the charms of ſeme En- 
chantreſs, wwho endeawoured, by her ſpells and ma- 
gic, to make Daphnis in loue wwith her. 


HE mournful Muſe of two deſpairing ſwains, 


The love rejected, and the lover's pains, 
To which the favage lynxes liſtening ſtood, 


* 


When ſuch is Niſa's choice, what lover can deſpair 
| Now griffons joins with mares ; another age 


The rivers ſtood on heaps, and ſtopp'd the running 


Begin with me, my ſiute, the ſweet Mznalian 
ſtrain. 
Mopſus triumphs ; he weds the willing fair: 


Shall fee the hound and hind their thirſt afiwage 
Promiſcuous at the ſpring: prepare the lights, 

O Mopfus ! and perform the hridal rites. 

Scatter thy nuts among the ſcrambling hoys: 
Thine is the night, and thine the nuptial joys. 
For thee the ſun declines: O happy ſwain : 
Begin with me, my flute, the ſweet Mznalian firan 

O, Niſa ! juſtly to thy choice condemn'd ! 
Whom haſt thou taken, whom haft thou contemn's' 
For him, thou haſt refus'd my browting herd, 
Scorn'd my thick eye-brows, and my ſhaggy beard 
Unhappy Damon fighs, and fings in van: l 
While Niſa thinks no God regards a lover's pain. 
Begin with me, my flute, the ſweet Mzenalian \ 

{train, 

I view'd thee firſt, how fatal was the view ! 
And led thee where the ruddy wildings grew 
High on the planted hedge, and wet with morn- 

ing dew. : 
Then ſcaree the bending branches I could win, 
The callow down began to cloath my chin; 
[ ſaw, I periſh'd; yet indulg'd my pain 
Begin with me, my flute, the ſweet Mzn 

1 know thee, love; in defarts thou wert 
And at the dugs of ſavage tigers fed: 
Alien of birth, uſurper of the plains : 
Begin with me, my flute, tg (woes. Man 
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Relentleſs love the cruel mother led, 

The blood of her unhappy babes to ſhed : 

Love lent the ſword ; the mother ſtruck the blow; 

Inhuman ſe; but more unhappy thou. 

alien of birth, uſurper of the plains ; 

Bezin with mc, my flute, the ſweet Mænalian ſtrains. 
Oli doting Nature, change thy courſe anew : 

and let the trembling lamb the wolt purſue ; 

Let oaks row glitter with Heſperian fruit, 

And purple dattodils from alder ſhoot. 

Fat amber let the tamariſk ditti] : 

An hooting owls contend with ſwans in ſkill. 

Hoarſe Tityrus ſtrive with Orpheus in the woods; 

And challenge fam'd Arion on the floods. 

Ur, ol: let nature ceaſe, and chaos reign : 

Bevin with me, my flute, the ſweet Mænalian ſtrain. 
Let earth be ſea; and let the whelming tide 

The lilclefs limbs of luckleſs Damon hide: 

Furwell, ye ſecret woods and ſhady groves, 

Havnts of my youth, and cor ſcious of my loves! 

From yon high cliff I plunge into the main; 

Take the laßt preſent of thy dying ſwain: 

And ceaſe, my ſilent flute, the ſweet Mænalian 

ſtrain. 

Now take your turns, ye Muſes, to rehearſe 

Eis friend's complaints; and mighty magic verſe. 

Bring running water, bind thoſe altars round 

Wilo fillets; and with vervain ſtrow the ground: 

Make fat with frankincenſe the ſacred fires, 

Tore-inflame my Daphnis with deſires. 

is —_ we want but verſe. Reſtore, my charms, 

My Lngering Daphnis to my longing arms. 

Pale P. che, drawn by verſe from heaven deſcends; 

KK Circe chang'd with charms Ulyſſes“ friends. 


Verſe breaks the ground, and penetrates the brake, 
And in tlie 8 cavern ſplits the ſnake. 
oy ar © frozen veins : 


reſtore, my charms, 
linzering rern to my longing arms. 
e und his waxen image firſt I wind 
Luree woollen fillets, of three colours join'd : 
rice hind about his thrice-devoted head, 
ns ch round the ſacred altar thrice is led. 
equal numbe:s pleaſe the gods : my charms, 
Rel * re my apiunis to my longing arms. 
Knit with three knots the fille ts, knit them 
5 ſtraight ; 
then ſay, Theſe knots to love I conſecrate. 
* aſte ; Amaryllis, haſte ; reſtore, my charms, 
y lovely Daphnis to my longing arms, 
As Are this figure hardens, made of clay 
* this of wax with fire conſumes away; 
let the ſoul of cruel Daphnis be; 
* ta the reſt of women ; ſoft to me. 
Ar le the ſacred mole of ſalt and corn, 
int in the fire the bays with brimſtone burn. 
le it crackles in the ſulphur, fay, 
| 91 tor Daphnis burn; thus Daphois burn away. 
This laure is his fate: reſtore, my charms, 
Ay} lovely Vaphnis to my longing arms. 
wn 3 when the raging heiſer, through the grove, 
"08 * ith defire ; purſues her wanderi ing love; 
at the laſt, the ſeeks the weedy poo!s 
dee her thirſt, and on the ruſhes rolls: 
ages 0 night, unmindful to return; 4 
" : 1 ſo don lus love; reſtore my cha ms, 
"og Daphnis to my longing arms, 
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Theſe garments once were his; and left to me; 
The pledges of his promis'd loyalty : 

Which underneath my threſhold 1 beſtow; 

Theſe pawns, O ſacred earth! to me my Daphris 
owe. 

As theſe were his, ſo mine is he : my charms, 

Reſtore their lingering lord to my deluded arms. 

Theſe poiſonous plants, for magic uſe deſign'd, 
(The nobleſt and the beſt of all the baneful kind,) 
Old Meeris brought me from the Pontic ſtrand, 
And cull'd the miſchief of a bounteous land. 
Smear'd with theſe powerful juices, on the plain 
He howls a wolf among the hungry train: 

And oft the mighty necromancer boaſts, 

With theſe, to call from tombs the ſtalking ghoſts ; 
And from the roots to tear the ſtanding corn, 
Which, whirPd aloft, to diſtant fields is borne. 
Such 1s the ſtrength of ſpells : reſtore, my charms, 
My lingering Daphnis to my longing arms. 

Bear out theſe aſhes; caſt them in the brook ; 
Caft backwards o'er your head, nor turn your look 
Since neither gods, nor godlike verſe can move, 
Break out, ye ſmother'd fires, and kindle ſmother'd 

love. 
Exert your utmoſt power, my lingering charms, 
And force my Daphnis to my longing arms. 

See, while my laſt endeavours I delay, 

The waking aſhes riſe, and round our altars play! 
Run to the threſhold, Amaryllis; hark, 

Our Hylas opens, and begins to bark. 

Good heaven! may lovers what they wiſh believe; 
Or dream their wiſhes, and thoſe dreams deceive! 
No more, my Daphnis comes; no more, my charms 
He comes, he runs, he leaps, to my deſiring arms. 
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LYCIDAS AND MOCRTS:. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Wien Virgit, by the fawour of Augufins, had reco- 
vered lis patrimuny near Mantua, and went in hepe 
o take Peleſfron, he ⁊uas in danger to be ſlain by 
Arius the Centurion, to whom thoſe lands were 2 
ſigned by the Emperor, in reward of kis ſervice againſt 
Brutus and Caſſius. This Paſts Poral therefore is fill: 4 

with c »mplaints of his hard uſage ; 5 and the fe ers 
inte N are the Bailiff of Virgil, Maris, and kis 
frie: 70 Lyci idas. 


LYCIDAS. 


| 


| 
truitleſs fires perfidious Daphnis burn. | 


| 


? 


{ 


O, Meeris ! whither on thy way ſo faſt ? 
This leads to town, 
Moza. O Lycidas, at laſt 


The ti me is come I never thought to tice, 


| (Strange revolution for my farm and me} 
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When the grim captain, in a ſurly tone, The ſtar, whoſe rays the bluſhing grapes ado, 
Cries out, Pack up, ye raſcals! and he gore, And ſwell the kindly ripening ears ol corn. Sing thy 
Kick'd out, we ſet the beſt face on't we cou'd, 7 Under this influence graſt the tender ſhoot; 55 
And theſe two kids t' appeaſe his angry mood | Thy childrens children ſhall enjoy the fruit. Ine VO! 
I bear, of which the furies give him good! ; The reſt I have forgot, for cares and time ing ce 
Lyc. Your country friends were told another Change ali things, and untune my ſoul to rhyme: 3 
tale could have once ſung down a ſummer's ſun Wiiat | 
That from the ſloping mountain to the vale, Put now the chime of poetry is done. Ie 
And doddet'd ca, and all the banks along, y voice grows hoarſe; 1 feel the ors Pre 
Menalcas ſav'd his fortune with a ſong. As if the wolves had ſeen me firit to-day. \ 
Mora Such was the news, indeed; but foncs! But theſe, and more than 1 ro mind can bring, 
and rhymes ; Menalcas has not yet forgot to ſing. e 
Prevail as much in theſe hard iron times, Lyc, Thy faint excuſes but inf! ame me more z 
As wovld a ee of trembling fowl, that riſe | vnd now the waves roll ſilent to tlic ſhore. 
gainſt an cagi e fouling fron: the ſkies. Hum winds the topmoſt branches fc arcely bend, 
And had not Ph thus warn'd me by-the croak, As it 1 n fong they did attend: £ 
Ot an old raven, from a 1 Oak, Already we have halt our way v'ercome 0 
To ſhun debate, Menalcas had been flain, Far off l can diſcern Bianor's tomb; 
And Maris not ſurviv 41 aum, to comp! ain, Here, where the labourer's hands have form's 3 | 
Lyc, Now heaven ceſend! could barbarous rage bow'r 8 
jnduee Of wreatliing trees, in ſinging waſte an hour. 1 
The brutal {on of Mars t' inſult the ſacred Muſe! [Reſt here thy weary limbs, thy kids lay down, 
Who then (hou!d ting the nymphs, or who tehearſef V/ eve day before us yet, to reach the town: 
The waters gliding in a ſmoother verſe! Or if, ere night, the gathering cloud. 0 fear, Wa 
Or Amaryllis praiſe, that heavenly lay, A ſong will help the beating ſtorm to * ear. 
That ſhorten'd, as we went, our tedious way. And that thou may'ſt not be too late abroad el 
QC Tityrus, tend my herd, and fce them fed; Singing, I'll eaſe thy ſhoulders of thy load. m 
To morning paſtures, evening waters, led: Mo ER. — eaſe to requeſt me; let us mind 0 an d 
And *ware the Lybian ridgel's butting head. Wa 
Mora. Or what unfiniſh'd he to Varus read; | other Ban requi ics another day. * 
Thy name, O Varus (it the kinder Powers hen good Menalcas comes, if he rejoice, 
Preſerve our plains, and ſhield tie Mantuan towers, And find a tend at court, I'll find a voice. 
Obnoxtious by Cremona's neigtibouring crime,) | 
The wings of ſwans, and ſtronger pinion'd riayme, | _ — N 
Shall ralſe aloft, and ſoaring bear above OR 88 85 
Th' immortal giſt of gratitude to Jove. | M 
LyYc.. Sing on, fing on, for I can ne'er be cloy'd, | THE "_ 
So may thy ſwarms the baleful cugh avoid: 8 
So may thy cows their burden'd bags di iſtend, R FFC 
And tret; to goats their willlug branches bend, . 
Mean as I ain, yet have the Muſes made | 2 
O R 
Me free, a member of the tunctul trade f ö : 
At leaſt, the ſhepherds ſeem to like my lays, ' 4 
— p GC AL L UV | 
I nor to Cinna's cars, nor Varus' dare afſpi;c; 
But gabble li! de a gooſe, amidit the ſwan-like quite. 3 w 
Mo kx. *Tis what 1 have been conning in my . K. 
mind: | CE f ur NI 5 
Nor ate the verſes of a vulgar kind, THE ARGUMENT. I 
Come, Galatea, come, the ſeas ſorſake; 2 


N 


, * 7 
” + - » . * * , . os ? 1 7 Fenn 55 F a}; * an eXce jt F:5 1 
Vhat pleaſures can the tides with their hoarſe mury-| ]ꝰ·⸗fiG ́· great J Ving. * | 


murs make? TICS der d« eply in * bit 1 * Aeris, it 
See, on the ſhore inhabits purple ſpring, an Teen 7 8 had fo 4 = 
Where nielitiagales their love. ſick ditty ſing ; n,, . The poet : "Rn £4 5 
Sce, meads with purling ftreams, with flowers the Friend. « Os TAI N e 4 
ground, if as 7); AL er erage * 
The grottoes cool, with ſhady poplars crown'd, Pafrorals ); here hi N e 1 
And creeping vines on arbours veav'd around. guifeing conditiong with ait the rura of . 
Come then, and leave the wave's tumultuous roar, Vim, F hing * an enen Ne en 
Let the wild ſurges vainly beat the ſhore, fortune, 
Lyc. Or that ſweet fong I heard with ſuch de- 
light; 5 8 ſacred ſuccour, Arethuſe „ br? „ 14 
The ſame you ſung alone one ſtarry night 3 To crown my lahour: r S the laſt | "_ } 4 
Ihe tune I ſtill re: ain, but not the words, Which proud Lycoris may wit 12 ty view b 
Motzx. Why, Daphnis, doſt thou ſearch in old! the Mute is mournful, thou h the numbers KW. ( 3 
records, y $ RNetuſe me not a verſe, to grief and (Ca, ae 9 b 
To know the ſeaſons when the fars ariſe ? 50 may thy ũlver ſtreams beneath t The de, I 
See Ce ſaiꝰs lamp is lighted in the ſKies: Unmix'd with briny ſbas, fecure 1% 'L . 4 
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dn hen, my Gallus, and his hopeleſs vows : Come, fee what pleaſures in our plat ns abound; 
ne, white my cattle crop the tender browſe. The woods, the jountains, and the flower) groun: 
[le vocal grove ſhall anſwer to the ſound, As you arc hea'2teous, were you half fo tru 
\nd echo, from the vales, the tuneful voice re-| Here could I live, and love. and die with only you, 1 
bound. Now I to fig!ting fields am ſent afar, | 
Wit lawns or woods withheld you from his aid, And ſtrive in winter ca! ps with to its of war; 
Ye nymphs, when Gallus was to love betray*d ; While you, (alas, that! ſhould find it fo ) 
ſo love, unpity'd by the cruel maid ! To thun my fight, your native ſoil forego, 
Nor fieepy Pincus cou'd retard your courſe, And climb the frozen Alpe, and tread th eternal 
Vor cieft Parnaſſus, nor th* Aonian ſource : ſnow. 
g that owns the Muſes cou'd ſuſpend Ve ſroſts and ſnows, her tender body ſpare 3 
id to Gallus, Gallus is their friend, Thoſe are not limbs tor ificles to tear 
the Joity laurels ſtand in tears, For me, the wilds and deſerts are my choice z 
I nd hung with humid pearls the lowly ſhrub ap-{ The Muſes, once my care; my once harmonious 
pears voice. 
Megalian pines the godlike ſwain demoan; 5 There will J ting, forſaken and alone, 
pread beneath a rock he ſigl'd alone; The racks and hollow caves ſhall echo to my moan. 
424 anc com Ly cus wept from every dropping ſtone 5 The rind of every plant her name ſhall know : 
| ſheep ſurround the (he pherd, as hie ons : And as the rind extends, the jove ſhall grow, 
q not, {tweet poet, noi the names leſpiſe: Then on Arcadian mountains will 1 chace 
the ſtreams his flock Adonis fe d; (Mix'd with the woodland nymphs) the ſavage race. 
et the queen of beauty bleſt his bed. Nor cold ſhall hinder me, with horns ard hounds 
wains and tardy neat-Herds came, and laſt To thrid the thickets, or to leap the mounds. 
cas, wet with beating winter maſt. And now methinks o'er ſteepy rocks I go, 
ndering they aſk*d from whence aroſe thy flame; And ruth through ſounding woods, and bend the 
«more amaz*d, thy owa Apollo came, Parthian bow : 
' ous | ald were his cheeks, and glowing were his As if with ſports my ſufferings I could eaſe, | 
ö es: Yr by my pa ns the God of love appt caſe, 1 
thy care? is ſhe thy care? he cries. My frenzy changes, 1 delight no more | 
Lav ſalſe! coris flies thy love and thee : ? In mountain tops to chace the tuſky boar; 
thy rival tempts the rAYIN g lc 1, No game but hopelcls love my thoughts purſue : 
' of hy orrid war, and heaven*sinclem ncy. \ Once more, yenymp!:s and ſongs, ar d ſounding woods, 
mus came; his brows a country crown | adieu. 
| 5 and 1 oof nodding lilies, drown {Love alters not for vs his hard decrees, 
Fa d; and we belicld him too. N. t though Beneath the Thracian clime we ſree ze; 
3 5 temples of vermiliion hue, hogs [taly' s indulgent e ſorego; 
„Gallus, this imm oderate grief, hie cry'd: And in mid- winter tread Sithonlan ſnow, 
1 t thou that love with tea-s is ſat! Fy"d Or when the barks of china are ſcorch*d, we keep 
| | s are _ drunk with morning dews ; On Meroe's burning pla ins the Libyan ſhecp. 
ces with flowery ſhrubs, the goats withbroa fe. | In hell, and carth, and ſeas, and heav'n above, | 
„ and with de; ected eyes lc mourn'd: Love con 4 all; and we muſt yield to love. 9 
1, and then rs broken words returned [My Mules, here your ſacred raptures end: . 
a NC pity gives me no relief: The veiſe was what 1 ow'd my ſuffering friend. 
u. dg in ſwains, ſhall ſing my 9 {1 his while 1 ſung, my forrows I deceiv'd, 
0 0N Poa, Its ny laſt complaints renew And bending oſiers into baſkets weav'd. 
1 ; only worthy you. i he ſong, becauſe inſpir'd by you, ſhall ſhine ; 
v1 3 lie the turf upon my breaſt, [And Gallus will approve, becauſe "tis mine. 
! my tufterings in your ſongs expreſt ? Gallus, ſor whom my holy flames renew 
3 that Zan ur birth and buſineſs had been mine z Each hour, and every moment rife in view : 
EY c 2 and preſs the ſwelling vine As alders, in the ſpring, their boles extend; 
P or Amyntas caus'd my pain. And heave ſo fiercely, that the bark they rend. 
nymph, or ſhepherd on the plain, [Now let us rife, ior hoarſeneſs oft invaces | 
 Phyltis brown, though black Amyntas were, The ſinger's voice who ſings beneath the ſhades. 
Violets not f. veet, becauſe not fair ? From juniper unwholeſome dews diſtih, 
neath the ſallowes, and the ſhady vine, That blaſt the footy corn: the withering herbage 
5 des had mix'd their plant limbs with mine; kill 
2M vith myrtle vere aths had crown'd my hair, Away, my goats, away: for you have brows'd 
| Amyntas ſung away my care, your fill. 
} 3 8 8 2 | 
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Powerful of bleſſings, which thou ſtrewꝰſt around, 
And with thy goddeſs mother's myrtle crown'd, 
Or wilt thou, Cæſar, chooſe the watery reign, 
To ſmooth the ſurges, and correct the main ? 
Then mariners, in ſtorms, to thee fl all pray, 
Ev'n utmoſt Thule ſhall thy power obey ; 

And Neptune ſhall refign the faſces of the fea, 
The watery virgins for thy hed ſhall ftrive, 

8. And Tethys all her waves in dowry give. 

Or wilt thou bleſs our ſummers with th rays, 


[ 
Ind be 
Au, LO 


THE ARGUMENT. And, feated near the Balance, poiſe the days : At leaft 
Where in the void of heaven a ſpace is free, And if , 
The Poet, in the beginning of this Bei, propourds the) Berwixt the Scorpion ard the Maid, for thee. Th en 
general defign of each Geergic : and, after a ſo/emn The Scorpio! ready to receive thy _— 5 : 
11ocation of all the Gods, woho are any way related Vielis half his region, and contracts his claws, br IN 
7 An ſubject, he addreſſes himſelf in particular 10 aer part ot heaven thou ſhalt ovtain, = 
Auguſius, whom he compliments with divitity ; and rg let not hell prefume of fach a reign; * N 
after flrikes into his buſineſs. He ſbecus the different Nor let ſo dire a thirſt of rg tek man 3 f 
kinds of tillage proper to different ſoils, traces out the Thy mind, to leave thy Findred A above. 518 
original of Agriculture, gives a catalogue of the Though Senger acmires Een 8 bleſt retreat, _—_ 
huſbardman's tools, ſpecifies the emplayments peculiar 1 Lough Pr ſerpine affects her ſilent feat, . 1 9 
to each ſeaſon, de cribes the charges of the weather, And, impo 0 d hy Ceres to remove, 5; 
evith the ſigus in kcawen and earth that forebode Prefers the n below to thoſe above. Wh 
them. Inflances many of the prodigies that kappened But thou, Propn W Cſa- 2 wy courſe, | Wi, ap 
rear the time of Julius Ce/ar's death. And ſhuts uj And, to my bold endeavours, add thy force. 4 wink 
all with a ſupplication to the gods for the jafety of Pity the Poet's and the Ploughman's cares, = ** 
Augufius, and the preſervation of Rome. Intereſt thy greatneſs in our mean affairs, | 4 55 
And uſe thyſelf tetimes to hear and grant our( | * war 
prayers. | Ur, v! 
HAT makes a plenteous harveſt, when to] While yet the ſpring is young, while earth un- Nedunc 
turn binds Ur that 
The ſruitſul ſoil, and when to ſow the Corn z Her frozen boſom to the weſtern winds ; . New bi 
he care of ſheep, of oxen, and of kine ; While mountain ſnows diſſolve againſt the ſun, | UT Nat 
And how to raiſe on elms the teeming vine; And ſtreams, yet new, from precipices run; New! 
The birth and genius of the frugal bee, Ev*n in this early dawning of the year, | ait fo. 
I fing, Mæcenas, and I fing to thee. Produce the plough, and yoke the ſturdy deer, Or fre: 
Ye Deities! who fields and plains protect, And goad him till he groans beneath his toil, le 
Who rule the ſcaſons, and the year direct; Till the bright hare is bury'd in the ſoil, = 
Bacchus and foſtering Ceres, Powers divine. That crop rewards the greedy peaſant's pains, Who f 
Who gave us corn for maſt, for water wine : Which twice the ſun and twice the cold one | i 
Ye Fawns, propitious to the rural ſwains, | i 


Ye Nymphs that haunt the mountains and the 


plains, 


Join in my work, and to my numbers bring 


Your needfu] ſuccour, for your gifts 1 ſing. 
And thou, whoſe trident ſtruck the teem.ng earth, 
And made a paſſage for the courſer's birth ; 


And thou, for whom the Cæan ſhore ſuſtains 


Ihe milky herds that graze the flowery plains ; 


And thou, the ſhepherds tutelary god, 


And burits the crowded barns with more _— 
promis'd gains, 

But ere we ſtir the yet unbroken ground, 

The various courſe of ſeaſons muſt be found; 
The weather, and the ſetting of the winds, 

he culture ſuiting to the ſeveral kinds *p 
Of ſeeds and plants, and what will thrive and rife, Þ JE 
And what the genius of the ſoil denies : | 

This ground with Bacchus, that with Ceres ſuits; 


That other loads the trees with happy fruits; | = 
Leave ſor a while, O Pan! thy lov'd abode : A fourth with graſs, unbidden, decks the ground: nce 
And, if Arcadian fleeces be thy care, Thus Tmolus is with yellow ſaffron crown's ; N LOR 
From fields and mountains to my ſong repair. India, black ebon and white ivory bears ; : —_ 
Inventor, Pallas, of the fattening oil, And foft Idume weeps her odorous tears. f 2 
Thou founder of the plough and plough - man's toi; Thus Pontus ſends her beaver ſtones from far ; 3 
And thou, whoſe hands the ſhroud-like cypreſs'} And naked Spaniards temper ſteel for war. 1 8 
Fear 3 Epirus for th* Elean chariot breeds | —_ 
Come all ye gods and goddeſſes that wear (In hopes of palms). a race of running ſteeds 1 8 
The rural honours, and increaſe the year. This is th* original contract; theſe the laws J "gi 
You, who ſupply the ground with ſceds of grain; Impos'd by Nature, and by Nature's cauſe, —_—_ 
And you, who ſwell thoſe ſeeds with kindly rain : | On ſundry places, when Devcalion hurl'd = . 
And clitefly thou, whoſe undetermin% tate His mother's entrails on the deſert world : _ . 
Js yet the buſineſs of the gods debate; Whence ren, a hard. lahorious kind, were horn. ; -” 
Whether in after-times to be declar'd Then borrow part of winter for thy corn : w 


The patron of the world, and Rome's peculiar guard, And early with thy team the glebe in furrows. turn: 


Or o'er the fruits and ſcaſons to preſide, 


And the round circuit of the year to guide: 


That, while the turf lies open and unbound, p 
Succeeding ſuns may bake the mellow groun®c- 
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und, | But if the ſoil be barren, only ſcar [Fre yet th' aſpiring offspring of the grain 
d. ue ſurface, and but lightly print the ſhare, V*ertops the ridges of the ſurrow*d plain: 
When cold Arcturus riſes with the ſun : And crains the ftanding waters, when they yield 
: Leſt wicked weeds the corn ſhould over-run Ido large a beverage to the drunken field. 
In watery foils; or leit the barren ſand But moſt in autumn, and the ſhowery ſpring, 
Could fuck the moiſture from the thirſty land. | When dubious months uncertain weather bring, 
| Both theſe unhappy ſoils the ſwain ſorbears, When fountains open, when impetuous rain 
Ard keeps a ſabbath of alternate years: Swells haſty brooks, and pours upon the plain; 
ſhat the ſpent earth may gather heat again; When earth with ſlime and mud is cover'd o'er, 
And, better d by cefiation, bear the grain. Or hollow places ſpue their watery ſtore. 
At leaſt, where vetches, pulſe, and tares have ſtood, Nor yet the ploughman, nor ti:e lahouring ſteer, 
And talks of lupines grew (a ſtubborn wood), Suſtain alone the hazards of the year ; i 
Ti enſuing ſcaſon, in return, may bear But glutton geeſe, and the Strymonian crane, 
The bearded product of the golden year. With foreign troops, invade the tender grain: 
for fax and oats will burn the tender field, Ard towering weeds malignant ſhadows yield; 
Ard leepy poppies harmful harveſts yield. And ſpreading ſuccory chokes tlie riſing field. 
But lxett viciſſitudes of reſt and toi} The tre of gods and men, with hard decrees, 
Make eaſy labour, and renew the ſoil. Forbids our plenty to be bought with eaſe : 
Vet ſprinkle ſordid aſhes all around, {And wills that mortal men, inur'd to toil, 
t, And load with fattening dung thy fallow ground. | Should exerciſe, with pains, the grudging ſoil, 
Thus change of ſeeds for meagie ſoils is beſt ; Himſelſ invented firſt the ſhining ſhare, 
And earth manur' d, not idle, though at reſt. And whetted human induſtry by care: 
Long practice has a ſure improvement found, Himſelf did handy-crafts and arts ordain, 
| With kindled fires to burn the barren ground; Nor ſuffer'd ſloth to ruſt his active reign. 
When the light ſtubble, to the flames reſign'd, Ere this no peaſant vex'd the peaceful ground, 
Is driven along, and crackles in the wind. Which only turfs and greens for altars found : 
Whether trom hence the hollow womb of earth No fences parted ficlds, nor marks nor bounds 
dur k warm'd with ſecret ſtrength for better birth; Diſtinguiſh'd acres of litigicus grounds: 
(r, when the latent vice 1s cur'd by fire, {But all was common, and the fruitful earth 
h un- Redundant humours through the pores expire; Was free to give her unexacted birth. 
| Ur that the warmth diſtends the chinks, and makes Jove added venom to the viper's brood, 
New breathings, whence new nouriſhment ſhe takes; And ſwell'd, with raging ftorms, the peaceful flood: 
n, | Ur that the heat the gaping ground conſtrains, Commiſſion'd hungry wolves t* infeſt the fold, 


New knits the ſurface, and new ſtrings the veins, , | And ſhook from oaken leaves the liquid gold. 
leit foaxing ſhowers ſhould pierce her tecret as - 'Remov'd from human reach the chearful fire, 
Vrireczing Poreas chill her genial heat; | And from the rivers bade the wine retire : 


Or ſcorching ſuns too violently beat, That ſtudious need might uſeful arts explore; 
Nor is the profit ſmall, the peaſant makes, From furrow'd fields to reap the fruitful ſtore 
o ſmooths with harrows, or who pounds with! And force the veins of claſhing flints t' expire 
EY rakes ; The lurking ſeeds of their celettial fire 
7 *\t erombling clods: nor Ceres ſrom on high Then firit on ſeas the hollow'd alder ſwam ; 
s his Jabours with a grudging eye; Then ſailors quarter*d heaven, and found a name 
, Who plows acroſs the furrow'd grounds, For every fix'd and every wandering {tar : 
the hack of ca th infticts new wounds ; The Plciads, Hyads, and the Northern Car. 
with frequent exerciſe commands Then toils tor beaſts, and lime for birds were found, 
ing ſoil, and tames the ſtubborn lands. And deep-mouth'd dogs did foreſt-walks furround : 
| riſe, Ye foains, invoke the Powers who rule the ſky, And caſting-nets were ſpread in ſhallow brooks, 
fer a moi ſummer, and a winter dry: Drags in the deep, and baits were hung on hooks. 
uits; wer Crought rewards the peaſant's pain, Then ſaws were tooth'd, and ſounding axes made 
N '5 indulgent on the bury'd grain. (For wedges firſt did yielding wood invade) ; 
und: [4 boaſts her harveſts, and the tops And various arts in order did ſucceed. 
„ Larearus admire their happy crops. (What cannot endleſs labour urg'd by need?) 
en tigt the ſoil receives the fruitful ſeed, Firſt Ceres taught, the ground with grain to ſow, 
13K no delay, but cover it with ſpeed : And arm'd with iron ſhares the crooked piough, 
; end ch from cold; the pliant furrows break, When now Dodonian oaks no more ſupply*d 
tore the furly clod retiſt the rake. Their maſt, and trees their foreſt- fruit deny'd. 
"nc call the floods from high, to 1uſh amain Soon was his labour doubled to the ſwain, 
. pregnant ſtreams, to ſwell the teeming grain. And blaſting mildews blacken'd all his grain. 
en the fiery ſuns too fiercely play, Tough thiſtles choak'd the fields and kill'd the corn. 


and (hk, an 1 . * 1 2 " 
© mrverd herbs on withering tems decay, And an unthriſty crop of weeds was borne. 


de way ploughman on the mountain's brow, Then burrs and brambles, an unbidden crew 
ams his watery ſtores, huge torrents fiow; Of graceleſs gueſts, th* unhappy fields ſubdue: 
es fattling down the rocks, large moiſlure yield, And oats unbleft, and darnel domineers, 
empering the thirſty fever of the field. And ſhoots its head above the ſhining ears. 

dug delt the nem, too feeble for the freight, do that unleſs the land with daily care 

K © learce ſuttain the liead's unwieldy weight, [Is exercis'd, and with an iron war 

„bes in his feeding flocks betimes t' invade Of rakes and harrows the proud foes expell'd, 


ung bulk of the luxuriant blade And birds with clamours frighted from the field; 
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Unleſs the Loughs are lopp'd that ſhade the plain, 
And heaven invok'd with vows for frvitful rain, 
On other crops you may with envy look, 
And ſhake for food the long-abandoned oak, 
Nor muſt we paſs untold what arms they wield, 
Who labour tillage and the furrow*'d field: 
Without whoſe aid the ground her corn denies, 
And nothing can be ſown, and nothing riſe. 
Ihe crooked plough, the ſhare, the towering height 
Of waggons, and the cart's unwieldy weight : 
"The fled, the tumbril, hurdles, and the flail, 
The ſan of Bacchus, with the flying ſail. 
Theſe all muit be prepar'd, if ploughmen hope 
The promis'd bleffing of a bounteous crop. 
Young elms with eaſy force in copſes bow, 
Fit for the figure of the crooked plough. 
Of eight foot long a faſten'd beam prepare, 
On either ſide the head produce an ear, 
And fink a focket for the ſhining ſhare. 
Of beech the plough tail, and the bending yoke ; 
Or ſofter linden harden'd in the ſmoke. 
I could be long in precepts, but I fear 
So mean a ſubject might offend your ear. 
Delve of convenient depth your thraſhirg-floor : 
With temper'd clay then fill and face it o'er : 
And let the weighty roller run the round, 


Linſeed and fruitful poppy bury warm, 

in a dry ſeaſon, and prevent the ftorm. 

Sow bcans and clover in a rotten ſoil, 

And millet, rifing from your annual toil : 

Wien with his golden horns, in full career, 

The Bull beats down the barriers of the year ; 

Ard Argos and the Dog ſorſake the nortligry, 
ſphere 

But if your care to wheat alone extend, 

Let Maia with her ſiſters firſt deſcend, 

And the bright Gnofian diadem downwaid bend; 

Betore you truſt in earth your future hope: 

Or elſe expect a liſtleſs lazy crop. 

Some ſwains have ſown before, but moſt have 

found 

A huſky harveſt, from the grudging ground. 

Vile vetches would you ſow, or lentils lean, 

The growth of Egypt, or the kidney-bean 

3cgin when the flow waggoner deſcends ; _ 

Nor ceaſe your ſowing till mid-winter ends: 

For this, through twelve bright firns Apollo guides 

The year, and earth in ſeveral climes divides, 

Five girdles bind the ſkies, the torrid zone 

Glows with the paſſing and repaſſing ſun. 

Far on the right and left, th' extremes of heaven, 

To ſroſts and ſnows and bitter blaſts are given. 

To ſmooth the ſurtace of th' unequal ground; Bctwixt the midit and theſe, the gods aſhgn'd 

Left crack d with ſummer heats tl flooring flics, | Two labitable ſeats for human kind, 

Or ſinks, and through the crannies weeds ariſe. And croſs their limits cut a ſloping way, 

For ſundry ſoes the rural realms ſurround : nich the twelve ſigns in heauteous order foray, 

The field-mouſe builds her garner under ground, Iwo poles turn 10und the globe; one ſeen to riſe 

For gather'd grain the blind laborious mole O'er Scythian hills, and one in Libyan ſkies, 

In winding mazes works her hidden hole. he firit ſublime in heaven, the laſt is whirl'd 

In hollow caverns vermin make abodc, Helo the regions of the nether world. | 

The hiffing ſerpent, and the ſwelling toad: | Around our pole the ſpiry dragon glides, And 

The corn-devouring weazel here abices, 


And like a winding ftream the Bears divides; Plou 
And the wiſe ant her wintry ſtore provides. | The Leſs and Greater, who by Fate's decree For | 
Mark well the flowering almonds in the wood; | Abhor to dive beneath the ſouthern fea ; | 
If odorous blooms the bearing branches load, ITncre, as they ſay, perpetual night is ſound Fory 
The glebe will anſwer to tlic ſylvan re:vn, In ſilence brooding on tl unhappy ground: The 
Great heats will follow, and large crops of grain. Or when Aurora leaves our northern ſphere, Ant 
But if a Mood of leaves o' erſhade the tree, {She ligtits the downward heaven, and riſes there. 80 f 
Such and fo barren will thy harveſt be : Ind when 01 us te breathes the living light, $4 
In vain the hind ſhall vex the thraſhing- oor, Red vefper kindles there the tapers of the night. Vet 
For empty chaff and ſtraw will be thy ſtore. From hence uncertain ſeaſons we may Know 3 Fot 
dome ſteep their ſeed, and ſome in cauldrons boil | And when to reap the grain, and when to low; 10 
With vigorous nitre, and with lees of oil, Or when to fell the furzes; when ' tis meet W 
Oer gentle fires th* exuberant juice to drain, Io ſpread the flying canvaſs for the flect. 10 
And ſwell the flattering huſks with fruitful grain. Obſerve what ſtars ariſe or diſappear ; ' 
Vet is not the ſucceſs tor veurs aſſur'd. And the four quarters of the rolling year. wy 
hong choſen is the ſeed, and fully cur'd; But when cold weather, and continued rain, 10 
Unleſs the peaſant, with his annual pain, ihe labouring huſband in his houſe reſtrain, * 
Renews his choice, and culls the largeſt grain. Let him forecaſt his work with tzmely care a 
Thus ail below, whether by Nature's curtc, | Which elſe is huddled when the ſkies are fat! 
Or Fare's decree, degenerate itill to worſe. | Then let him mark the ſheep, or whet the ſhining 
So the boat's brawny crew the current ſtem, ſhare, oP 
Arc, flow advancing, ſtruggle with the ſtream : Or hollow trees for boats, or number o'er 4 
Pur if they lack their hands, or ceaſe to ftrive, His ſacks, or meaſure his increaſing ſtore; 5 
hen doven the flood with headlong haſte they drive. Or ſharpen Rakes, or head the forks, or rwine 3 
Nor muſt the ploughman leſs obſerve the ſkies, | The ſallow twigs to tye the ſtraggling vine; p, 
When the Kids, Dragon, and Arcturus riſe, Or wicker baſkets weave, or air the corn, = 
2 han fa lors homeward bent, ho Cut their way Or grinded grain betw1iXxt two marble turn. 5 
Through Helle's ſtormy ſtraits, and oy ſter- breeding No laws, divine or human, can reſtrain 8 
lea. From nece ſſary works the labouring nn = 
But when Aſtrea's balance, hung on hich, Ev'n holy-Cays and feaits permiſſion) ele , 
Pervixt the nights and days divides the ſky, To float the meadows, or to lence the fich 3 : 
len yoke.your oxen, fow your winter grain To fire the brambles, ſnare the birds, and ſteep 
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And oft the drudging afs is driven, with toil, 

o neigbbouring towns with apples and with oil: 

Returning late, and loaden home with gain 

0! barter'd pitch, and hand- mills tor the grain. 
The lucky days, in each revolving moon, 

For labour chooſe : the fifth be ſure to ſhen : 

hat gave the Furies and pale Pluto birth, 

And arm'd, againſt the ſkies, the ſons of carth. 


With mountains piled on mountains, thrice they 


ſtrove 
Lo ſcale the ſteepy battlements of Jove : 
And thrice his lightning and red thunder play'd, 
their demoliſh'd works in ruin laid. 
le ſeventh is, next the tenth, the pond to join 
Young oxen to the yoke, and plant tl e vine. 
Then, weavers, ſtretch your ſtays upon the weſt: 
Ihe ninth is good for travel, ba ! for theit. 
dome works in dead of niglit are better done; 


Or when the morning dew prevents the ſun. 

Farch'd meads and ſtubble mow by Phcebe? 
? 7 * 
light, 


ul ich both require the coolneſs of the night; 

r moiſture then abounds, and pearly rains 
Deſcend in ſilence to refreſh the plains. 
The wife and huſband equally conſpire 
to work by night, and rake the winter fire: 
Be ſharpens torches in the glimme ring room; 
She 1 hoots the flying ſhuttle through the loom; 
() bolt in kettles muſt of wine, and ſkims 

| leaves, the dfegs that overflow the brims. 

a 1till the wateliſul cock awakes the day, 
" ſings to drive the tedious et away. 
but in warm weather, when the ſkies are clear, 
By daylight reap the product of the year: 
and in the ſun your golden grain diſplay, 
And thr aſh 1 it out, and winnow it by day 
Pouglh naked, fwain, and naked ſow the land, 
For nies winter numbs the labouring hand 
In genial winter, ſwains enjoy their ſtore, 
Forget their hardſhips, and rc cruit tor more 
he tarmer to full bowls invites his friends, 
And v what ke got with pains, with pleaſure ſpends. 
do ſailors, when eſcap'd from ſtormy ſeas, 
Fir!t crown their veſſels, then indulge their eaſe, 
Vet that's the proper time to thraſh the wood 
For malt of oak, your fathers* homely ſood. 
lo gather Luurel-berries and the ſpoil 
Of leo ay myrtles, and to prefs your oil. 
Lor talk * cranes to ſet the guileful ſn; re, 


bn e the ſtags in toils, and hunt the hare. 
Witt Balearic ſlings, or Gnoſian how, 
1 ecute f om far the flying doe. 
nen, wen the fleecy {kies new clothe the wood, 
ana Cakes of rn ice came rolling down the; And that by certa 
Hood. 
bs 


Sow ling we ſtormy ſtars, when autumn 
weighs 

de year, and adds to nights, and ſhortens days; 5 

And ſuns * declini ng ſhine with feeble 1 ays: 


e lowering ſpring with laviſh t ain, 


2 the head is green, or, liglitly ſwell'd 
Ky moliture, e e the field! 

hen the 4 lar mer, now ſecure of fear, 

| - the twains-to ſpoil the finiſh'd year: 
„ Wile the re pet fills his greedy hand 

And | bins t tlie golden ſheaves in brittle. band. 
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Oit have 1 ſcen a ſudden ft rm ariſe, 
rrom all the warring winds that ſweep the ties : 
* : tie heavy harveſt tom the root is torn, 
Ind whirl'd Alott the | ghre 4 iy ble torne — 
With ſuch a ſorce tlic flying rack is driven, 
nd fuch a u int er eas the face of heaven: 
And ott whole meets deſcend of ſluicy rain, 
Suck'd by the ſpongy clouds from off the main: 


I ' er entr a4! ls eg m 


© cares muſt then attend the toiling ſwain; 7 


own the lender / ak 00 bearded grain, \ 
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And rocks che 5 VO: CC OI boiling ſcas re 


The Father of the Cods his glory !hrouds ; 3 
Involv'd in tempe elde. and a F ieh of clouds. 

\nd from the mi idle darkneſs fl: iſhing out, 

i) fits he 8 als his fl ry bolts about. 

art: ſcels tlic e of her angry God, 
le, and her mountains nod; 
[And flying be: in for 3 abode ; 
0 eee ee human breaſt, 
eir pride is humbled, and hs ſcar confeſs'd: 
VV hte he from high his rolling thunder wad. 

ndl fircs the mountains with repeated blows 
| 112 rocks are from their old fo:1ndations rent; 
| he Minds redouble, and the rains augment: 
| iz waves on heaps are daſh'd againſt the ſhore, 
und row the woods, and now the billows roar. 
| Jn fear oi this, obſerve the ſtarry ſigns, 
| Where Saturn houſes, and where Hermes joins. 
But firit to heaven thy due devotions pay, 

And annual gifts on Ceres? altars lay. 

When winter's rage abates, when chearful hours 
Awake the ſpring, the ſpring awakes the flowers. 
| On the green turf thy careleſs limbs diſplay, 

und * Ich ate the mighty mother*s day. 

'For then the hills with pleaſing ſhades are crown'd, 
And ſleeps are fweeter on the ſilken ground: 
[With milder beams the ſun fe zurcly thines ; 


bat a t are the lam! 5, and FRO are the wines. 
lerer every ſwain adore her power divine, 
And 


ind mik and honey mix with ſparkling wine: 
Let all the choir of 2 owns attend the ſhove, 


in long proceſſions, ſhouting as they go; 
, 0 88 2 7 bs © on , — „ 1 
[Invoking her to hleſs their oy ſores, 


Inviting plenty to their crowded floors. 
Thus in jo (Oring, and thus in ſummer's heat, 
Lelor e the fickles touch the ripening wheat, 
One res = and let the labourirg hind 

W ith cal en vercatlis his hollov- OY es bind: 
On Ceres let him call, and Ceres praiſe, 

| With uncguch dances, and with country lays. 
n ſigns we may preſage 
l ains, and winds impetucus rage, 
The Sovereign of the heavens has ſet on high 
The moon, to mark the changes of the ky : 
[Wien forthern blaſts Nall ceaſe, and Wien the 
| ſwain 
Should near their folds his feeding flocks reſtrain. 
Tor, ere the rifing winds beg u to roar, 
| ing ſeas advance to wath the ſhore x 
(Soft whiſpers run along the leaty woods 
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When ſportful coots run ſkimming o'er the ſtrand; When Rorms are over-blown, witl ſood repair The c 
When watchful herons leave their watery ſtand; To their forſaken neſts, and callow care, Fierce 
And mounting upward with erected flight, Not that I think their breaſts with heavenly ſouls He nr 
Gain on the ſkies, and foar above the fight. Inſpir'd, as man, who deſtiny controls: And pi 
And oit before tempeſtuous winds ariſe, ' But with the changeful temper ot the ſkies, In iron 
The ſeeming ſtars tall headlong from the ſkies; As rains condenſe, and ſun- ſhine rarifies ; And in 
And, ſhooting through the darkneſs, gild the night So turn the {pecies in their alter'd minds, | Noi 
With ſweeping glories, and long trails ot light: Compos'd by calms, and diicompos'd by winds, * Naturc 
And chaff with eddy winds is whirl'd around, From tence proceeds the birds harmonious voice ; Earth, 
And dancing leaves are liſted from the ground; From hence the cows exult, and ſriſking lambs re. And bit 
And floating feathers on the waters play. Joice, What u. 
But when the winged thunder takes his way Obferve the daily circle of the ſun, From h 
From the cold north, and eaſt and weft engage, And the ſhort year of each revoiving moon: What c 
And at their frontiers meet with equal rage, By them thou ſhalt foreſee the following day; Cf art 
The clouds are crutſh'd, a glut of gather drain | Nor ſhall a ſtarry night thy hopes betray Dire eat 
The hollow ditches fills, and floats the plain, When firſt the moon appears, if then ſhe ſhrouds And fro 
And ſailors furl their dropping ſheets amain. | Her filver creſcent, tipp'd with fable clouds; Pale ſpe 
Wet weather ſeldom hurts the moit unwiſe, | Conclude ſhe bodes a tempeſt on the main, And vo 
So plain the ſigns, ſuch prophets are the ſkies: And brews for fields impetuous floods of rain. In filent 
1. The wary crane foreſecs it firſt, and ſails I if her face with fiery fluſhing glow, and ſtr 
| Above the ſtorm, and leaves the lowly vales : Expect the rattling winds aloft to blow. the yay 
9 The cow looks up, and from afar can find | But tour nights old, (for that's rhe ſureſt fign,) The we 
ic! The change of heaven, and ſnuffs it in the wind. With {harpen'd horns if glorious then ſhe ſhine; And hol 
1. The ſwallow ſkims the river's watery face, Next day, not only that, but all the moon, Then tit 
* | oh The frogs renew the croaks of their loquacious race. Till her revolving race be wholly run, Kuſh'd 
iT: | f The caretul ant her ſecret cell ſorſakes, Are void of tempeſts both by land and ſea, And rol 
* [ 11 And drags her eggs along the narrow tracks. And ſailors in the port their promis d vows hall pay, org 10 
„ At either horn the rainbow drinks the flood, Above the reſt, the ſun, who never lies, hood fp 
1 if Huge flocks of riting rooks forſake their food, | Foretels the change of weather in the ſkies; 2 
$424 And, crying, ſeek the ſhelter of ths wood. For, it he riſe, unwilling to his race, | And bod 
4:8 Befides, the ſeve al ſorts of watery fowls, Clouds on luis brow, and ſpots upon his face ; eli pe 
. 1 That {im the ſeas, or haunt the ſtanding pools : Or if through miſts he ſhoots his ſullen beams, | \ 1 
| We: The ſwans that fail along the tilver flood, Frugal ot light, in loofe and ſtraggling ſtreams; Red me! 
1 3 4 And dive with ſtretching necks to ſearch their wod, >uſpeR a driſling day, with touthern rain, drs dit 
TOY Then lave their backs with ſprinkling dews in| Fatal to fruits and flocks, and promis'd grain. IO 
fl Wo 1 vain, ; Or if Aurora with half-open'd eyes, 1 
TS; And ſtem the ſtream to meet the promis'd rain. 4.n1 a pale fickly cheek, ſalute the ſkies, With R 
The crow, with clamorous cries, the thower de- Ho mall the vine, with tender leaves deſend | 5 
mands, ' Her teeming cluiters, when the ſtorms deſcend; | Lo ſatte 
And ſingle ſtalks along the de ſart ſands. When ridgy roofs and tiles can ſcarce avail | wen, a 
The nightly virgin, while her wheel the plies, To bar the ruin of the rattling hail ? | Wü thy 
Foreſces the ſtorms impending in the ſkies, But, more than all, the ſetting-ſun ſurvey, Ma ru! 
When ſparkling lamps their ſputtering light ad- When down the ſteep of heaven he drives the day. | anc 
vance, | For oft we find him finiſhing his race _ 
And in the ſockets oily bubbles dance. With various colours erring on his face : ind mig 
Then after ſhowers, tis eaſy to defcry If fiery red his glowing globe deſcends, FEW 
Returning ſuns, and a ſerener tky : High winds and furious tempeſts he portends: np Ba 
The ſtars ſhine ſmarter, and the moon adorns, Bur it his cheeks are ſwoln with livid blue, rag 
As with unborrow'd beams, her ſharpen'd horns. | He bodes wet weather by his watery hue ; Ver Tus 
The filmy goſſamer now flits no more, If duſky ſpocs are vary'd on his brow, TR 
Nor halcyons baſk on the thort ſunny Nore : And ſtreak'd with red a troubled colour how; 2 | yo 
Their litter is not toſs'd by ſows unclean, That ſullen mixture ſhall at once declare 1 
But a blue droughty miſt deſcends upon tlie plain. Winds, rain, and ſtorms, and elemental war. "Me t 
And owls, that mark the ſetting- ſun, declare | What cefperate madman then would venture ober . ” | 
A ſtar-light evening, and a morning fair. | Che frith, or kaul his cavics from the ſhore ? Heaven 
Towering aloft, avenging Niſus flics, But if witi purple rays he brings the light, 
While dar'd below the guilty Scylla lis, And a pure heaven reſigns to quiet night. =. Sl 
Wherever frighted Scylla flies away, No riſing winds, or falling forms, re ni ch: nere! 
Swift Niſus follows, and purſues his prey. But northern breezes through the torcft fly, When: 
Where injur'd Niſus takes his airy courle, And drive the rack, and purge the rufed KY. 3 
Thence trembling Scylla flies, and thuns his force. n' unerring ſun by certain ugns declares, The = 
This puniſhment purſucs th' unhappy maid, What tie late ev'n or early morn prepare» + ti. * 
And thus the purple hait is dearly paid. An.i when the ſouth projects a ftormy da 3 "Rory 
Then thrice the ravens rend the liquid air, And when the clearing north will putt the cen ne Pl 
And croaking notes proclaim the ſettled fair, | away. | IIs 
Then, round their airy palaces they fly, The jun reveals the ſecrets of the (ky; | Ind hes 
To greet the lun : and c with ſecret joy, And who dares give the lource of light ti He! "a 
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The change of empires often he declares, The neighbouring cities range on ſeveral ſides, 

rierce tumults, hidden treaſons, open wars Perfidious Mars long- plighted leagues divides, 

He firſt the fate of Cæſar did foretel, Ard o'er the waited worid in triumph rides, 

And pity'd Rome, when Rome in Ceſar fell. So tour fierce courſers ſtarting to the race, 

In iron clouds conceal'd the public light ; dcour through the plain, and lengther every pace: 

And impious mortals ſear'd eternal night, Nor reins, nor curbs, nor thre: itening cries they tears 
Nor was the fact foretold hy him alone: But force along the tremblin g charioteer. 


Nature herſelf ſtood forth, and ſeconded the ſun, 
Earth, air, and ſeas, with prodigies were ſign'd, 
And birds o ne, and howling dogs divin'd. . 1 
What rocks 4... .7 tna's bellowing mouth expire 
From her torn entrails; and whar food >» of fire! 
What clanks were heard, in German ſkies afar, 
Ut arms and armies, ruſhing to the war! 

Dire ef wee rent the ſolid Alps below, SECOND BOOK 
And trom their ſummits ſhook th cternal ſnow: | 
Pale ſpect es in the Cloſe of night were ſeen; * OF THE 


And voices heat 0! more than mortal men. 
In filent 44 


ac PIOVES, dunib ſneep and oxen f} olte, N G E O R G I C 8 


T H E 


and ſtreams ran N. ard, and their beds tor ſook: 
the yaw ning eart!: ciſclos d th* abyſs of hell: | 
The Wee! dine Natur: clic the Wars 10. tel; | OTST 
And he y ſweat f e ops en idols fel}. | 
Then tif g in his might, the king of foods | THE ARGUMENT 
Kuſh'd through, the fo ts, tore the toity avoods ; | 
and rolling onward, with a ſweeps ſo ay, Tie ſabject of the following Book is Plantiry. In 
korc noules, Lands: and lahouring hinds away VP) Oy i a = the Poet fhewo pt” the 
0,004 ſprang from wells, wol,es howPd in towns 1 he eihour f raiſing trees: deicribes their 

e e + OP? | | | waricty; ard gives rates fir the maragemem of 
Lud boding victims did the prieſts affright. each in farticular. He then toints aur the BG 
Weir pe ais of thunder never pour'd trom hieh, 5 rants WRT +6 beft: and thence 
Kor lig htaings flaſh'd from ſuch a ſullen ſky. tales occaſion is run ont into the fraiſes of Ttaty. 
Ned metcors r. n acroſs th* ethereal Dee ; After euhich he give. [ume direct an- for dice ring 
=_s appear” Pd „ and comets took their place. 7 ha nature of care; y al ; preſcribes rules fer a; «/fing 
rer ts, th' Emathian plains once more were of wines, olives, Sc. And concludes the Georgic 
. Ow" q ; : ; With a { anegyric on a country life. 

un Koman bodies, and juſt heaven thought 
_ rood 
10:atten twice thoſe fields with Roman blood. Hs far of tillage, and of heavenly ſigns; 
wen, after length of time, the lal ouring ſwains, Now ting, my Muſe, the growth of generous 
Vio torn the turfs of thoſe un: appy plains, vines; 
Wall ruſty piles from the plough'd furrows take, The ſhady groves, the woodland progeny, 
ane ver empty helmets paſs the rake. And the flow procuct of Minerva's tree. 
mat d at antique titles on the ones, |. Great father Bacchus! to my ſong repair; 
ind mighty relics of gigantic bones. For cle Noring grapes are thy peculiar care : 
Ale home Dorn e eitles, of mortal birth! * or thee large hunches load the bending vine, 
* father Romulus, and mother Earth, And the la bleſings of the year are thine: 
Gobdef; ur mov*d! whoſe guardian arms extend Lo thee his Joys the jolly Autumn owes, 
Ve Tuſcan Tiber s courſe, and Roman towers d * When the ferns enting juice the vat o' eros. 
x tend; | Come ſtrip with n de, my god, come drench all o'er 
in yo! thful Cæſ. ir your joint powers engage, | 1Thy limbs in mult of wine, and drink at every pore. 
r under him to fave the fink ing age. Tome trees their births to bounteous Nature owe; 
v: Kt the blood, _— ſpilt, atone bor lome without the pains of plar ting grow. 
« the pait crimes of curſt Laome don ! [ Wich oſiers thus the banks of brooks abound, 


I Va ; 
Maven wants _—_ there; and long the gods, we Sprung from the watery genius of the ground: 


1 

: Ny 
rom the ſame principle gray willows come; 
Rerculean poplar, and the tender broom. 

ud and rapine, riglit and wrong con-) | But ſome from ſeeds inclos'd in earth ariſe ; 


8 know, 
Have er p ? q * 
wack 8188 d thee, zeſar, to the yorld helow : 


| 
| 
[ 
u 5 
N nere irq 


bund; For thus the maſtiul cheſnut mates the ſkies. 
8 impious a1 ms from eve: ry part reſound, Hence riſe the branching beec!h and vocal oak, 
ud monſtrous crimes in every ſhape are crown'd, V/here love of old oraculouſly ſpoke. 
* Peaceful peaſant to the wars is preſt ; Some from the root a riting wood diſcloſe ; 

T: * telds lie fallow in inglorious reſt: Thus elms, and thus the ſavage cherry grows: 
Fan no paſture to the flock affords, Thus the green bay, that binds the poet's brows, 
beg cy thes ou ſtraighten'd into ſwords: | Shoots, and is ſnelter'd by the mother's boughs. 
x, "ore E uphra tes her ſoft offspring arms, | Theſe ways of planting, Nature did ordain, 

5 us om Rhine re-bellows with alarms ; For trees and ſhrubs, and all the ſylvan reign. 
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Others there are, by late experience ſound: 
Some cut the ſhoot, and plant in furrow*'d ground; 
Some cover rooted ſtalks in deeper mold: 
Some c.oven ſtakes, and (wondrous to behold), 
Their ſharpen'd ends in earth their footing place, 
And the dry poles produce a living race, 
Some bow their vines, which, bury'd in the plain, 
Their tops in diſtant arches rife again. 
Others no root require, the labourer cuts 
Young ſlips, and in the foil ſecurely puts. 
Ev*n ſtumps of olives, bar'd of leaves, and dead, 
Revive, and oft redeem their wither'd head. 
*Tis uſual now, an inmate graft to ſee 
With inſolence invade a foreign tree: 
Thus pears and quinces from the crab tree come; 
And thus the ruddy cornel bears the plum. 

Then let the learned gardener mark with care 


The kinds of ſtocks, and what thoſe kinds will bear, Witi happy iruit advancing to the {kies. * 


Explore the nature of cach ſeveral tree ; 
And known, improve with artful induſtry 
An let no ſpot of idle earth be ſound, 
But cultivate the genius of the ground. 
For open Iſmarus will Bacchus pleaſe; 
Taburnus loves the ſhade of olive- trecs. 

The virtues of the ſeveral ſoils I ſing. 
Mæcenas, now thy needful ſuccour bring 
O thou ! the better part of my renown, 
Inſpire thy Poet, and thy Poem crown ; 
Embark with me, while I new tracks explore, 
With flying ſails and breezes from the ſore : 
Not that my ſong, in ſuch a ſcanty fpace, 
So large a ſubject fully can embrace: 
Net though I were ſupply'd with iron lungs, 
A hundred mouths, fill'd with as many tongues: 
But ſteer my veſſel with a ſteady hand, 
And coaſt along the ſhore in fight of land. 
Nor will I tire thy patience with a train 
Of preface, or what ancient poets feign. 
The trees, which of themſelves advance in air, 
Are barren kinds, but ſtrongly built and fair: 
Becauſe the vigour of the native cart! 
Maintains the plant, and makes a manly birth. 
Yet theſe, receiving grafts of other kind, 
Or thence tranſplanted, change their {rage mind; 
Their wildneſs loſe, and, quitting Nature's part, 
Obcy the rules and diſcipline of art. 
The ſame do trees, that, ſprung from barren roots 
In open fields, tranſplanted bear their fruits. 
For where they grow, the native energy 
Turns all into the ſubſtance of the tree, 
Starves and deſtroys the fruit, is only made 
For brawny bulk, and for a barren ſhade. 
The plant that ſhoots from ſeed, a ſullen tree 
At leiſure grows for late poſterity ; 
The generous flavour loſt, the fruits decay, 
And ſavage grapes are made the birds ignoble prey. 
Much labour is requir*d in trees, to tame 
Their wild diſorder, and in ranks reclaim. 
Well muſt the ground be digg'd, and better dreſs'd, 
New ſoil to make, and meliorate tlie reſt, 
Old ſtakes of olive-trees in plants revive ; 
By the ſame methods Paphian myrtles live : 
Eut 10bler vines by prepazation thrive. 
From roots hard hazles, and fron: cyons riſe 
Tall aſh, and taller oak that mates the ſkies: 
Palm, peplar, fir, deſcending from the ſteep 
Of hill, to try the dangers of the deep. 
The thin-leav'd arbute, hazle-graffs receives, 
And planes huge apples bear, that bore but leayes, 


Thus maſtful heech the briftly cheinut bears, Mm 
And the wild aſh is white with blooming pears, f ha 
And greedy ſwine ſrom gratt:d elms are fed he g 
With falling acorns, that on oaks are bred, With 

But various are the ways to change the ſtate Let ot 
Of plants, to bud, to graff, t' inoculate. Their 
| For where the tender rinds of trees diſcloſe Wich! 
| Their ſhooting gems, a ſwelling knot there grows! Waok 
Po in that ſpace a narrow flit we make, n 
hen other buds from bearing trees we take: Gexp 
Inſerted thus, the wounded rind we cloſe, Slarp- 
In whoſe moiſt womb th' admitted infant grows. Bitter | 
But v hen the ſmoother bole from knots is free, A cord 
'We make a deep incifion in the tree ATUNI 
And in the ſolid wood the lp incloſe, Wig, 
The battening baſtard ſhoots again and grows; LG bl 
And in ſnort ſpace the laden bougls ariſe, Li 4 
The mother- plant admires the leaves unknown e 
Of alien trees, and apples not lier oven. | A 
| Of vegetable woods are various kinds, : " 
und tac lame ſpecies are of ſeveral minds. a * 
Lotes, Wiliows, elms, have different forms allow'd, * gt: 
So funeral cyprefs riſing like a ſhrowd. 2 
at ohve-trees of ſundry ſorts appear, * ” 
Of fundry ſhapes their unctuous berries bear, T 1 
Aach long olives, Orchites round produce, 
; And bitter Pauſia pounded for the juice. phat 
\lcinous* orchard various apples hears : 12 dull 

Hive ty 


Unlike are bergamotes and pounder pears. 
Nor our Italian vines produce the ſhape, 
Or taſte, or flavour of the Leſbian grape. 


Were ſo 
but tru; 
And | 


The Ihaſian vines in richer foils abound, I 5 
The Meriotique grow in barren ground. "236 l 
The Pſythian grape we dry: Lagzan juice . 
Wiil ſtammering tonguks and Raggering teet peo kr 


duce. 

Rathe ripe are ſome, and ſome of later kind, 
Of golden ſome, and ſome of purple rind. 
| How thall I praiſe the Ræthean grape divine, 
| Which yet centends not with Falernian wine! 
{IP Amincan many a conſulſhip ſurvives, 
And longer than the Lydian vintage lives, 

Or high Panæus king of Chian growth: 
But ſor large quantities and laſting both, 

ſhe ic fs Argitis bears the prize away. 
The Rhodian, ſacred to tlie ſolemn day, 

In ſecond ſervices is pour'd to Jove; 
Andi beſt accepted by the gods above. 
Nor muſt Bumaitus his old honours loſe, 
In length and largeneſs like the dugs of cows, 
I pafs the teſt, whoſe every race and name, 
And kinds, are lefs material to my theme. 2 
Which who would learn, as ſoon may tell k 
| fands, 
Driven by the weſtern wind on Lybzan lands; 
Or number, when the bluſtering Eurus foals 
The billows beating on lonian ſhores. 

Nor every plant'on every fo.] will grow: _ 
The ſallow loves the watery ground, anc wth, 
Che marſhes, alders; Nature ſeems d organ | "Us. 2 
The rocky cliff for the wild afh's reign; "62 
The baleful yeugh to northern blaſts at1gn%s . 
To ſhores the myrtles, and to mounts the une? ; en 

Regard th extiemeſt cultiv..ted coaſt, | 3 
From hot Arabian to the Scythian froſt : : EE 
All ſorts of trees their ſeveral countries Know 3 (f FO dup 
ors ebon only will in India grow: N ab 
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And odorous frankincenſe on the Sabæan Lougt 


* 


grows: 
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all on "4 2 
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im lowly trickles through the bleeding veins 
f happy ſhrubs, in I+umzan plains. 
The green Egyptian thorn, for medicine good; 
Wich Ltluops hoary trees and weoly wood, 
Let others tell: and how the Seres ſpin 
Their fleecy foreſts in a ſlender tw ine 
Wit ery trunks ot trees on Indian ſhores, 
Whoſe height above the feather'd arrow ſoars, 7 
Shot {rom the tougheſt ber; and by the brawn 
0fexpert archers with vaſt vigour drawn, 
8 led citrons Median climes produce: 
Bitter the rind, but gentrous is the juice; 
A cordial fi ruit, a prefent antidote 
Azaintt the direful ſtepdame's deadly draught : 
Who, mixing wicked deeds with words impure, 
2 of envy 'd orphans would procure. 
bh 81 he plant, and like a laurel grows, 
| it not a different ſcent diſcloſe, 
the fragrant flowers cantemn 
Lie ſtormy winds, tenacious of their tem. 
With this the Medes to labouring age bequeath 
New lungs, and cure the ſourneſs of the breath. 
0 neither Median woods (a plentevus land), 
tir Ganges, Hermus rolling golden ſand, 
Nor Bactria, nor the richer Indian fields, 
Nor all the gummy ſtores Arabia yields ; 
Nor ary foreign earth of greater na nec, 
with ſweet Italy contend in fame. 

\ bulls ls, whoſe noftrils breathe a living flame, 
*turn'd our turf, no teeth of ſerpents here 
Wer fown, an armed hoſt, an iron crop to bear. 

but truitſul vines, and the fat olives freight, 

And harveſts heavy with their fruitful] weight, 

_ our fictds; and on the chearſul green, 
grazing flocks and lowing herds are ſeen. 

Lie warrior- horſe, here bred, is taught to train: 
re flows Clitumnus through the flow ery plain; 

| waves for 1 aner pꝛoſperous war, 

WIT dim ox and ſno „ ſheep prepare. 

Perpetual ſpring our happy climate fees ; 

vice bree 'd the cattle, and twice hear the trees; 
a lummer ſuns recede by flow degrees. 


A laufel Were: 


Hur land is from the rage of tigers freed, 
reuzithes the lion's angry ſeed ; 
0:4 onIte is he ec proc nc , 
f unknoven, or is, when known, ref::;:'d, 


1 » 
11 k 11 
\ a EH YL 


E our ſerpents glide, 
aon tuch a ſpiry volume ride. 


1 n 11 
1.0 Our CItt ot nlulftrious name. 
4 1 * 1 
alot and ſtupendous trame: 
: % 4% © * 
171 170 1 \ hills, th if far holovv 


—" 


Rrean in winding valleys flow 

* two-zold ſcas, that, wathing either lic ie, 

"6! 1e#81t of foreign ſtores provide 

dus lakes; thee, Larius, firſt; 
By Are png ws billows vext. 


and next 


| hs L.] e thy ports, or mention make 
"Ip « ral k moun . tl. at binds the Lucrine lake; 3 
"x Gldaintul fea, that, ſhut from thence, 

As anch the ſtructure, and intades the fence ; 
en where ſecure the julian waters glide, 


, eie Avernus* jaws admit the Tyrrt ene tide ? 
,, Warr'es deep | in earth, were fam'd of old 

ens of iiver, and for ore of zold. 

* "avitants themſelves their country grace; 
ole the Marſian and Sabellian race: 

amd and out, and to the wars inclin 'd, 


EA * þ ; 
To Ligurians, a laborious kind. 
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And Volſcians, arm'd with iron- headed darts, 
Betides an offspring of undaunted hearts, 

The Decii, Marii, great Camillus came 

'From hence, and greater Sc cipio's double name: 
And mighty Czſar, whoſe victorious arms 

Jo farthett Aſia carry fierce alarms : 


Evert unwarlke Indians from his Rome; 


Triumph abroad, ſecure our peace at home. 
Hail, fweet Saturnian ſoil! of fruitful grain 

Great Parent, greater of illuſtrious men. 

For thee my tuneful accents will I raife, 


{And treat of arts difclos'd in ancient days: 


Once more unlock for thee the ſacred ſpring, 
And oid Aſcrzan verſe in Roman cities fing. 
The nature of their ſeveral ſoils now ſee, 
Their ſtrength, their colour, their fertility : 
And firſt for heath, and barren hilly ground, 
Where meagre clay and flinty tones abound z 
Where the poor ſoil all ſuccour ſeems to want, 
Yet this ſuffices the Palladian plant. 
Undoubted figns of ſuch a ſoil are found, 
For here. wild olive ſhoots o'erfpread the ground, 
And heaps of berries ſtrew the fields around. 


{But where the foil, with fattening moiſture fill'd, 


Is cloath'd-with graſs, and fruitful to be till'd 
Such as in chearful vales we view from high; 
Which dtipping rocks with rolling ſtreams ſupply, 
And feed with ooze, where riſing hillocks run 
In length, and open to the ſouthern ſun; 

ere fern ſucceeds, ungrateſul to the phough 
That gentle ground to generous grapes allow); 
Strong ſtocks of vines it will in time produce, 
and overflow the vats with friendly juice; 

Such as our prieſts in golden goblets pour 
Jo gods, the givers of the chearful hour; 
Then when the bloated Thuſcan blows his horn, 
es recking entrails are in chargers horne. 

It terds or fleecy flocks be more thy care, 

Or z oats that graze the field, and burn it bare, 
Then ſeek Tarentum's Jawns and fartheſt coaſt, 
Or ſuch a field as hapleſs Mantua loſt : 
| Where ſilver ſwans fail down the watery road, 
| And graze the floating herbage of the flood, 
There cryttal ftreagns ; perpetual tenour keep, 
Nor food, nor yr ies are the WY ſheep. 
or what the gay devours, the ty dew 
Shall to the morn in pearly drops renew. 

Fat crumbling carth is fitter for the plough, 
Putrid and looſe above, and black below; 
For ploughing is an imitative toil, 

Reſembling nature in an eaſy ſoil. 

No land for feed like this, no fields afford 

So large an income to the village-lord ! 

No toiling teams from harveſt- labour come 

do late at night, ſo heavy laden home. 

The like of toreſt land is underſtood, 
From whence the ſurly ploughman grubs the 
| wood, 
| Which had for length of ages idle ſtood. 
| Then birds forfake the ruins of their ſeat, 
And flying from their neſts their callow young 
torger, 


I. he coarſe lean gravel on the mountain ſides, 


carce dewy beverage for the bees provides: 
Nor chalk nor crumbling ſtones, the food of ſnakes, 
That le in Lofow earth their winding tracks. 
The ſoil exhaling clouds of ſubtle dews, 


lmbibing moitture which with caſe ſhe (pews : 
12 
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Which ruſts not iron, and whoſe mould! is clean, 
Well cloath*d with chearful graſs, and ever green, | 
Is goort tor olives and aſpiring vines, 
Embracing huſband eims, in amorous twins ! 
Is fit for (&.eding cattle, fit to fow, 
And equal to the paſture and the plough. 
Such is the foil of fat Campanian ficlds, | 
Such large increaſe the land that joins Veſuvius 
viclds ; 
And ſuch a country could Acerra boaſt, 
Titi Clarins overfiow®d th* unhappy coaſt, 
I reaci: thee next the diftering foils to know ; 
T ligkr tor vines, the heavier for the plough. 
Choofe firſt a place for ſuch a purpoſe fit, 
There dig the ſolid earth, ar d fink a pit. 
Next fill the hole with its own earth again, 
And trample with thy feet, and tread it in; 
Then it it riſe not to the foriner height 
Of ſuperfice, conclude that foil is light : 
A proper ground for paſturage and vines. 
But it the ſullen earth, ſo preſs'd, repines, 
Within its native manſon to retire, 
And ſtays without, a heap of heavy mire 
»Tis good for arable, a giche that aſks 
Tougi teams of oxen, and laborious taſks. 
Salt carth and hitter are not fit to ſow, 
Nor will be tam'd and mended by ihe plough. 
Sweet grapes degenerate there, and fruits declin'd 
From their firſt favourou: taſte, renounce their kind. 
This truth by ſure experiment is try'd: 
For firſt an oſier colander provide 
Of twigs thick wrought (ſuch toiling peaſants twine, 
When through ſtrait paſſages they ſtrain their wine); 
In this cloſe veſſel place that earth accurs'd, 
But fill d brimful with wholeſome water firſt : 
Then rum it through, the drops will rope around, 
And by the vitter taſte diſcloſe the ground. 
The jatter earth by handling we may find, 
With eaſe diſtinguiſh'd from the meagre kind: 
Poor foil will crumble into duſt, the rich 
Will to the fingers cleave like clammy pitch : 
Moiſt earth produces corn and graſs, but both 
Too rank and too luxuriant in their growth. 
Let not my land fo large a promiſe boaſt, 
Leſt the lank cars in length of ſtem be loſt. 
The heavier earth is by her weight betray'd, 
The lighter in the poiſing hand is weigh'd: 
*T1s eaſy to diſtinguiſh by the fight, 
The colour of the ſoil, and black from white. 
But the cold ground is difficult to know, ' 
Yet this the plants, that proſper there will ſhow, 
Black ivy, pitch trees, and the balcful yeugh. 
Theſe rules contider'd well, with early care 
The vineyard deſtin'd for thy vines prepare: 
But, long before the planting, dig the ground, 
With ſurro vs deep that caſt a riſing mound : 
The clocs, expos'd to winter winds, will bake ; 
For putrid carth will beſt in vin<3ards take, 
And hoary froſts, after the painſuſ toil 
Of delving hinds, will rot the mellow ſoil. 
Some peaſants, not t' oinit the niceſt care, 
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do ſtrong is com, ſuch effects can uſe 
in tender ſou!s of pliant plants produce. 
Choſe next a province ſor thy vineyard's reign 
On hills above, or on the lowly plain: 
if fertile fields or vallies be thy choice, 
Plant thick, for bountcous Bacchus will rejoice 
in cloſe plantations there. But if the vine 
On riting grounds be plac'd, or hills ſupine, 
Extend thy looſe battalions largely wide, 
Opening thy ranks and files on either fide : 
But marthall'd all in order as they ſtand, 
And let no ſoldier ſtragsle from his band. 
As legions in the field their front diſplay, 
To try the fortune of ſome doubtful day, 
And move to meet their foes with ſober pace, 
Strict to their figure, though in wider ſpace ; 
Before the battle joins ; while from afar 
The field yet glitters with the pomp of war, 
And equal Mars, like an impartial lord, 
Leaves all to fortune, and the dint of ſword; 
So let thy vines in intervals be ſet, 
But not their rural diſcipline forget : 
Indulge their width, and add a roomy ſpace, 
That their extremeſt lines may ſcarce embrace: 
Not this alone t* indulge a vain delight, 
And make a pleaſing proſpect for the ſiglit: 
But for the ground itſelf, this only way 
Can equal vigour to the plants convey ; 
Which, crowded, want the room their branches 
to diſplay. 
How deep they muſt be planted, would'ſt tho 
know ? 
In ſhallow furrows vines ſecurely grow. 
Not ſo the reſt of plants; for Jove's own tree, 
That holds the woods in awful ſovereignty, 
Requires a depth of lodging in the ground ; 
And, next the lower ſkies, a bed profound: 
High as his topmaſt boughs to heaven afcend, 
So low his roots to hell's dominion tend. 
Therefore, nor winds, nor winter's rage 0'erthro's 
His bulky body, but unmoy'd he grows. 
For length of ages laſts his happy reign, 
And lives of mortal man contend in vain 
Full in the midſt of his own ſtrength he ſtands, / 
Stretching his brawny arms and leafy hands; ( 
His ſhade protects the plains, his head the l 
commands. 

The hurtful hazle in thy vineyard ſhun : 
Nor plaut it to receive the ſetting ſun : 
Nor hreak the topmoſt branches from the tree ; 
Nor prune, with blunted knife, the progeny. 
Root up wild olives from thy labour d lands : 
For ſparkling fire, from hinds umvary hands, 
Is often ſcatter'd o'er their unctuous rind, 
And after ſpread abroad by raging winds, 3 
For firſt the ſmouldering flame the trunk receive 
Aſcending thence, it crackles in the leaves; 
At length victorious to the top aſpires, 
involving all the wood in {moky fires — _ 
But moſt, when driven by winds, the flaming ve 
Of the long files, deſtroys the heauteous 101. 


Of the ſame ſoil their nurfer; prepare, 

With that of their plantation; leſt the tree 
Tranſlated, ſho!:!d not wit! the ſoil agree. 

Be ſide, to viant it as it was, they mark 

The heav*n's ſour quarters on the tender bark; 
And to the nortii or fouth reſtore the ſide, 
Waici at tlicir bizth did heat or cold abide, 


In aſhes then th* unhappy vineyard les, 

[Nor will the blaſted plants from ruin riſe : 

Nor will the wither'd ſtock be green gans 
[But the wild olive ſhoots, and ſhades th' vNgrarn 
| plain. 

Be not ſecut'd with wiſdom's empty ſhows, - 
| To ſtir the peaceful ground when Boreas bl. 
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When winter froſts conſtrain the field with cold, But in their tender nonage, while they ſpread 

[he fainty root can take no Ready hold, Their ſpringing leaves, and lift their verdant head, 
But when the golden ſpring reveals. the year, 'And upward while they ſhoot in open air, 

And the white bird returns, whom ſerpents fearz {Indulge their childhood, and the nurſeling ſpare. 
That ſeaſon deem the beſt to plant thy vines, Nor exerciſe thy rage on new-born life, 

Next that, is when autumnal warmth declines; Nut let thy hand ſupply the pruning-knife z 


Fre heat is quite decay d, or cold begun, And crop luxuriant ſtragglers, nor be loth 
Or Capricorn admits the winter ſun. o ſtrip the branches of their leafy growth: 

ſte ſpring adorns the woods, renews the leaves, But when the rooted vines, with ſteady hold, 
The womb of earth the genial ſeed receives, Can claſp their elms, then, huſbandmen, be bold 
For then Almighty Jove deſcends, and pours Jo lop the diſobedient boughs, that ſtray*d 
Into his buxom bride his truitful ſhowers ; Beyond their ranks : let crooked ſteel invade 
And, mixing his larze limbs with hers, he feeds Uhe lawleſs troops, which diſcipline diſclaim, 
Her birth with kindly juicte, and foſters teeming! And their ſuperfluous growth with rigour tame. 

ſeeds. Next, tenc'd with hedges and deep ditches roun 

Then joyous birds frequent the lonely grove, Exclude th* encroaching cattle from thy ground, 
And beaſts, by nature ſtung, renew their love. | While yet the tender germs but juſt appear, 
Then fields the blades of bury*d corn diſcloſe, 1 'Un able to ſuſtain th* uncertain year: 
And, while the balmy wetitern ſpirit blows, | Whoſe leaves are not alone foul winter's prey, 
Earth to the breath her boſom dares expoſe, But oft by ſummer ſuns are ſcorched away 
With kindly moiſture then the plants abound, And, worſe than both, become th* unworthy 
The graſs ſecurely ſprings above the ground; browſe, 
The tender twiz ſhoots upward to the ſkies, Of buffalos, ſalt goats, and hungry COWS. 
And on thie faith of the new ſun relies. For not December's tiott that burns the boughs, 
The ſwerving vines on the tall eims prevail, Nor Dog-days parching heat that ſplits the rocks, 
Unhvurt by ſouthern ſhowers or northern hail. Are halt ſo harmtui as the greedy flocks ; 
They ſpread their gems the genial warmth to ſhare, Their venom'd bite, and ſcars indented on the 
And boldly truſt the buds in open air. ſtocks. 
In this ſoft ſeaſon (let me dare to ſing) For this the maleſactor goat was laid 
The world was hatch'd by heaven's imperial king: On Bacchus' altar, and his forfeit paid. 


In prime of all the year, and holy days of ſpring. — Athens thus old comedy began, 


Then did the new creation firſt appear; When 10urd the ſtreets the recling actors ran; 
Nor other was the tenour of tlie year : In country villages, and croſſing ways, 

When laughing heaven did the great birth attend, Contending tor the prizes of their plays: 

4nd caſtern winds their wintery breath ſuſpend : And glac, with Bacchus, on the grafly foil, 

Then ſheep firtt ſaw the ſun in open egy Leapt o'er the ſkins of goats beſmear*'d with oil. 
And ſavage beaſts were ſent to ſtock the wilds : Thus Roman ur deriv'd from ruin'd Troy, 
And golden ſtars flew up to light the ſkies, In rude Saturnian rhymes expreſs their joy: 

And man's relentleſs race from {tony quarries riſe, | With taunts and lau igliter loud, their audience pleaſe, 
Nor could the tender, new creation, bear Detorm'd with vizards, cut from barks of trees: 
Th" exceſſive heats or colèneſs of the year; In jolly hymn they praiſe the God of wine, 

But, chill'd by winter, or by ſummer fir'd, Whoſe earthen images acorn the pine; 

Ihe middle tempet ot the ſpring requir*d. And there are hung on high, in honour of the 


When warmth and moiſlure did at once abound, | ine: 
And heaven's indulgence brooded on we ground, A madneſs fo devout the vineyard fills, 


For what remains, in depth of earth ſecure In! Hollow vallies and on rifing hills; 
Thy cover'd plants, and dung with hot manure ; On whate'er fice he turns his honeſt face, 
And ſhells and grave] in the ground incloſe; And dances in the wind, thoſe fields are in his grace. 
tor through their hollow chi nks the water flows: To Bacchus therefore let us tune our lays, 
WHICH, thus imbib'd, returns in miſty dews, And in our mother tongue reſound his praiſe. 
, ſteaming up, the riſing plant renews. Thin cakes in chargers, and a guilty goat, 


* huſbandmen, of late, have found rhe way, } Dragg'd by the horns, be to his altars brought z 
ih h cap of ſtones above to lay, Who ſe ofler d entrails ſhall his crime reproach, 
and preſs the plants with ſhreds of potters clay. I And drip their fatneſs trom the hazle broach. 
this ſence againſt immoderate rain they found: To dreſs thy vines new labour is requir'd, 
Ur when the Dog-ſtar cleaves the thi! fy ground. Nor mutt the painful huſbandman be tir'd: 
Be mindful, when thou haſt entonied the ſoot, For thrice, at leaſt, in compaſs of a year, 


With ſtore of earth around to feed Ba root; Thy vineyard muſt employ the ſturdy ſteer, 

WI th iron teeth of rakes and prongs to move To turn the glebe; beſides thy daily pain 

The cruſted e Nr and looſen it above. | T'o break the clods, and make the ſurface plain: 
1 nen Exerciſe t zan ſteers to plough unload the branches, or the leaves to thin, 
Vetwixt thy vine Sy and teach the teeble row [has fack the vital moiſture of the vine. 


50 mount on reeds and Wands, and, _"_ ard led 
= ah po! to raiſe their fork y he ad, 
JW a 1 
eie new crutches let them learn to walk, 
TI 11 i*3 {wer rving UpV 


Thus in a circle runs the peaſant's pain, 
And the . 98 rolls within itſelf again. 
Ev'n in the loweſt months, when florms have ſhed 


T1 ar!s, with a {tronger ſtalks, f rom vines the hairy honours of their head, 
Or ey brave t e winds, anc |, clinging to their guide, Not then the drudging hind his labour ends, 
n tops of elms at length triumphan it ride. But to the coming year his care extends: 
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Ev'n then the naked vine he perſecutes; 

His pruning- kniſe at once reforms and cuts. 

Be firſt to dig the ground, be firſt to burn 

The branches lopt, and firſt the props return 
Into thy houſe, that bore the burden'd vines; 
But laſt to reap the vintage of thy wines. 

Twice in the year luxuriant leaves o'erſhade 
Th incamber'd vine; rough brambles twice invade; 
Hard labour both! commend the large exceſs 

Of ſpacious vineyards; cultivate the leſs. 
Beſides, in woods the ſhrubs of prickly thorn 
Sallows and reeds, on banks of rivers born, 
Remain to cut; ſor vineyards uſeful found, 

To ſtay thy vines, and fence thy fruitful ground. 
Nor when thy tender trees at length are bound; 
When peacetul- vines from pruning-hooks are 
free, 

When huſbands have ſurvey'd the laſt degree, 
And utmoſt files of plants, and order'd every 
tree; 

Ev*n when they fing at caſe in full content, 
inſulting o'er the toils they underwent ; 

Yet ſtill they find a future taſk remain ; 

To turn the ſoil, and break the clods again : 
And after all, their joys are unhncere, 

While falling rains on ripening grapes they fear, 
Quite oppoſite to theſe are olives found, 

No dre ſſing they require, and dread no wound; 
No rakes nor harrows need, but fix'd below, 
Rejoice in open air, ard unconcern'dly grow. 
The foil irſelt due nouriſhment ſupplies ; 
Plough but the furrows, and the fruits ariſe: 
Content with ſmall endeavours till they ſpring, 
Soft peace they figure, and ſweet plenty bring: 
Then olives plant, and hymns to Pallas fing. 
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bear 
Their ſpreading boughs, exert themſelves in air; 
Want no ſupply, but ſtand ſecure alone, 
Not truſting foreign forces, but their own ; 
Till with the ryddy freight the bending branches 
groan. 

Thus trees of nature, and each common huth, 

Uncultivared thrive, and with red berries bluſh ; 


height 
Of unctuous trees are torches for the niglit. 
And ſhall we doubt (inculging eaty flotl:) 
To ſow, to ſet, and to reform their growth; ? 
To leave the lofty plants; the Jowly kind 
Are for the ſhepherd or the ſheep deſign'd. 
Ev*n humble broom and oficrs have their uſe, 
And ſhade for ſheep, and food for flocks, produce; 
Hedges for corn, and honey for the bees: 
Beſides the pleafing proſpect of the trees. 
How goodly looks Cytorus, ever green 
With boxen groves! with what delight are feen 
Narycian woods of pitch, whoſe gloomy ſhade 
Seems for retreat of heavenly Muſes made 
But much more pleafing are thoſe fields to ſee, 
That need not ploughs, nor human induſtry. 
Ev'n old Caucaſean rocks with trees are ſpread, 
And wear green foreſts on their hilly head. 
Though bending from the blaſt of caſtern ſtorms, 


arms; 
Vet heaven their various plants ſor uſe deſigns: 
For houſes cedars, and for ſtipping pines, 
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Thus apple-trees, whoſe trunks are ſtrong to But eaſy quiet, a ſecure retreat, 


Vile ſhrubs are ſnorn for browſe: the towering And after toilſome days a ſoft repoſe at night. 


Though ſhent their leaves, and ſhatter'd are their; The ſummer nights, and ſhortens winter days 


(of nature and unclouded fields of light; 
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Cypreſs provides for ſpokes, and wheels of wains: 


My. 

And all for keels of ſhips that ſcour the watery plains, Tol 
Willows in twigs are fruitful, elms in leaves; Ac 
The war from ſtubborn myrtle ſhafts receives: A uw 
From cornels javelins; and the tougher yeugh Som 
Receives the tending figure of a bow. Whe 
Nor box, nor limes, without their uſe are made, Or l 
Smootlii grain'd, and proper for the turner's Or ir 
trade ; ; Or 1: 

Which curious hands may carve, and ſteel with And 
eaſe invade. 1 

Light alder ſtems the Po's impetuous tide, Thee 


And bees in hollow oaks their honey hide. His 


Now balance, with thefe gifts the fumy joys Fear 
Of wine, attended with eternal noiſe. And 
Wine urg'd to lawleſs Inſt the Centaur's train, Of i 
Through wine they quarrel'd, and through wine Wl 


were lain, The 


O happy, if he knew his happy ſtate ! Not 
The ſwain, who, free from buſineſs and debate, 
Receives his eaſy food from Nature's hand, Not 
And juſt returns of cultivated land ! Will 
No palace, with a lofty gate, he wants, * 
T* admit the tides of carly viſitants, Oft. 
With eager eyes devouring, as they paſs, Nor 
The breathing figures of Corinthian braſs. For 
No ſtatues threaten from high pedeſtal,; Nor 
No Perfian arras hides his homely walls, Noy 
With antic veſts; which, through their ſhady He | 
fold, The 
Betray the ſtreaks of ill - diſſembled gold. Fron 
| He boaſts no wool, whoſe native white is dy'd The 
With purple poiſon of Aſſyrian pride. Nor 
No coſtly drugs of Araby defile, Som 
With foreign ſcents, the ſweetneſs of his oil. * 
nk 
A harmleſs life that knows not how to cheat, Wit 
With home-bred plenty the rich owner bleſs, And 
And rural pleaſures crown his happineſs. . 
Unvex'd with quarrels, undiſturb'd with noiſe, lo! 
The country king his peaceful realm enjoys: ANC 
Cool grots, and living lakes, the flowery pride 1 
Of meads, and ſtreams that through the valley glide; Hoy 
And ſhady groves that eaſy fleep invite, _ 
Fx 
| Wild heaſts of nature in his woods abound ; Wh 
And youth, of labour patient, plou h the ground, Th 
Inur'd to hardſhip, and to homely farc, don 
Nor venerable age is wanting there, Ha 
In great examples to the youthful train: Ar 
Nor are the gods ador' d with rites profane. To 
From hence Aſtrea took her flight, and here 1 
The prints of her departing ſteps appcar. Wi 
Ye facred Muſes, with wliofe beauty fir'd, Anc 
My ſoul is raviſh'd, and my brain inſpit d; Ani 
Whoſe prieſt I am, whoſe holy fillets wear, Enc 
Would you your Poet's firſt petition hear; His 
Give me the ways of wandering ſtars 10 KNOW : Ar, 
The depths of heaven above, and earth below. No 
Teach me the various labours of the moon, Af 
And whence proceed th' eclipſes of the ſun. Ac 
Why flowing tides prevail upon the main, V's 
And in what dark receſs they ſhrink again. 
What ſhakes the ſolid earth, what caufe delays Th 


But if my heavy blood reſtrain the flight 
Of my free ſoul, aſpiring to the height 
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My next deſire is, void of care and ſtrife, 

To lead a ſoſt, ſecure, inglorious life. 

A country cottage near a eryſtal flood, 

A winding valley, and a lofty wood. 

Some God conduct me to the ſacred ſhades, 

Where bacchanals are ſung by Spartan maids, 

Or lift me high to Hemus' hilly crown; 

Or in the plains of Tempe lay me down: 

Or lead me to ſome ſolitary place, 

And cover my retreat from human race. 
Happy the man, who, ſtudying Nature's laws, 
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The winter comes, and then the falling maſt 
For greedy ſwine provides a full 1epaſt. 

Then olives, ground in mills, their fatneſs boaſt, 
And winter fruits are mellow*d by the froſt. 

| His cares are eas'd with intervals of bliſs; 

| His little children climbing for a kiſs, 

Welcome their father's late return at night; 

| His faithful bed is crown'd with chaſte delight. 
His kine with ſwelling udders, ready ſtand, 
And, lowing for the pail, invite the milker's hand. 
| His wanton kids, with budding horns prepar'd, 


Phrough known effects can trace the ſecret cauſe, | Fight harmleſs battles in his homely yard: 


His mind poſſeſſing in a quiet ſtate, 


Himſelf in ruſtic pomp, on holidays, 


Fearleſs ot Fortune, and reſign'd to Fate. 10 rural Powers a juſt oblation pays; 
And happy too is he, who decks the howers And on the green his careleſs limbs diſplays. 


Of ſylvans, and adores the rural powers: 


The hearth is in the midſt ; the herdſmen, round 


Wlofe mind, unmov'd, the bribes of courts can ſce; The chearful fire, provoke his health in goblets 


Their glittering baits and purple ſlavery. 
Nor hopes the people's praiſe, nor fears their 
trown, 
Nor when contending kindred tear the crown, 
Will ſet up one, or pull another down. 
Without concern he hears, but hears from far, 
Of tumults and deſcents, and diſtant war: 
Nor with a ſuperſtitious fear is aw'd, 
For what befals at home, or what abroad, 
Nor envies he the rich their happy ſtore, 
Nor his own peace diſturbs, with pity for the poor. 
He feeds on fruits, which, of their own accord, 
The willing ground and laden trees afford. 
From his lov'd home no lucre him can draw; 
The Senate's mad decrees he never ſaw ; 
Nor heard, at bawling bars, corrupted law. 
dome to the ſeas and ſome to camps reſort, 
And ſome with impudence invade the court, 
In foreign countries others ſeek renown ; 
With wars and taxes others waſte their own, 
and houſes hurn, and houſhold gods deface, 
10 drink in bowls which glittering gems enchaſe : 
10 loll on couches, rich with Cytron ſteds, 
And lay their guilty limbs on Tyrian beds, 
This wretch in earth intombs his golden ore, 
Hovering and brooding on his bury'd ore. 
dome patriot fools to popular praiſe aſpire, 
Ut public ſpeeches, which worſe fools admire. 
While from both benches, with redoubled ſounds, 
Ti applauſe of lords and commoners abounds, 
Some through ambition, or through thirſt of gold, 
Have lain their brothers, or their country ſold; 
Ar leaving their (weet homes, in exile run 
To lands that lie beneath another ſun, 
s peaſant, innocent of all theſe ills, 
With crooked ploughs the fertile fallows tills ; ſ 
And the round year with daily labour fills, 
And hence the country-markets are ſupply'd ; 
Enough remains for houſhold charge beſide; 
His wife and tender children to ſuſtain, 
And gratefully to ſeed his dumb deſerving train, 
Nor ceaſe his labours, till the yellow field 
A full return of bcarded harveſt yield; 
A crop ſo plenteous as the land to load, 
ercome the crowded barns, and lodge on ricks 
abroad, 
Thus every ſeveral ſeaſon is employ'd: 
Some ſpent in toil, and ſome in eaſe enjoy d. | 
the yeaning ewes prevent the ſpringing year; | 
The laded boughs their fruits in autumn bear: 
is then the vine her liquid harveſt yields, 
Bak d inthe ſun-ſhine of aſcending fields, 


crown'd. 


The groom his fellow -groom at buts defies 3 

And bends his bows, and levels with his eyes. 
Or, ſtript for wreſtling, ſmears his limbs with oil, 
And watches with a trip his foe to foil. 

Such was the life the frugal Sabines led; 

So Remus and his brother god were bred: 

From whom tl auſtere Etrurian virtue roſe, 

And this rude life our homely fathers choſe. 

Old Rome from ſuch a race deriv'd her birth, 
(The ſeat of empire, and the conquer'd earth z) 
Which now on ſeven high hills triumphant reigns, 
And in that compaſs all the world contains. 


[He calls on Bacchus, and propounds the prize; } 


Ere Saturn's rebel ſon uſurp'd the ſkies, 

When beaſts were only ſlain for ſacrifice ; 

While peaceful Crete enjoy'd her ancient lord, 
Ete ſounding hammers forg'd th* inhuman ſword : 
Ere hollow drums were beat, before the breath 


Of brazen trumpets rung the peals of death; 


* 


The good old God his hunger did aſſwage 
With roots and herbs, and gave the golden age 
But, over-labour'd with ſo long a courſe, 
Tis time to ſet at eaſe the ſmoking horſe, 
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THE ARGUMENT. 
* 
This Bect begins with the invocation of ſome rura” 
Deities, and a compliment to Auguſtus : after which 
Virgil direcis himſelf to Macenas, and enters on fits 
ſubjech. He lays down rules for the breeding and 
management of horſes, axen, ſheep, goats, and dogs; 
and interweawes ſeweral pleaſant deſcriptions of @ 
chariot-race, of the battle of the bulls, of the force 
of lee, and of the Scythian winter. In the latter 
fart of the Bool he relates the diſeaſes incident 10 
cattle 3 and ends ⁊vitſi the deſcripti-n of a fatal mur - 


rain that formerly raged among the Alps. 


HY fields, propitious Pales, I rehearſe: 


| And ſing thy paſtures in no vulgar ver ſe. 


— — 
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4 *4 Th 
|: | Amphryſian ſhepherd ; the Lycæan woods; Mean time we muſt purſue the Sylvan lands; mk 
1 Arcadia's flowery plains, and pleaſing fioo Is. (Ti abode of nymp!is, untouch'd by former ai 
1 All other themes that careleſs minds invite, hands ; hs 
IS N 7 Are worn with uſe, unworthy me to write. For ſuch, Mzcenas, are thy hard commands, — 
6 Buſiris' altars, and the dire decrees Without thee nothing loſty can I ſing; * 
f f 5 Of hard Euryſtheus, every reader fees: Come then, and with thyſelf thy genius bring ; 1155 "7 
of Hylas the boy, Latona's erring ifle, With which infpir'd, I brook no dull delay, . N 
+! 4 And Pelops? ivory ſhoulder, and his toil Cytheron loudly calls me to my way; * 
YH For fair Hippodame, with all the ret Thy hounds, Taygetus, open and purfue their "hy" 
1 Of Grecian tales, by poets are expreſt ; prey. og ; 
32 New ways I muſt attempt, my groveling rame High Epidaurus urges on my ſpeed, . 
ti, if To raiſe aloft, and wing my flight to fame. Fam'd tor his hills, and for his horfes breed : — 
11 I, firſt of Romans, ſhall in triumph come From hills and dales the chearful cries rebound: = 
' From conquer d Greece, and bring her trophies| For echo hunts along, and propagates the ſound, : 14 
Tk home.: A time will come, when my maturer Muſe 1 Fi : 
11 With foreign ſpoils adorn my native place; In Cæſar's wars a nobler theme ſhall chuſe. 7 = 
19 And with Idume's palms my Mantua grace. And through more ages bear my ſovereign's praiſe, ry 
Ti Of Parian ſtone a temple will I raiſe, Than have from Tithon paſt to Cæſar's days. 4 1 : 
Ft Where the ſlow Mincius through the valley ſtrays; The generous youth, who, ſtudious of the prize, CN 1 
i Mi] Where cooling ſtreams invite the flocks to drink : The race of running courſers multiplies; : * 
4 4H And reeds defend the winding water's brink. Or to the plough the ſturdy bullock breeds, I” 
F 5 Full in the midſt ſhall mighty Cæſar ſtand; May know that trom the dam the worth of each Es 
F 40008 Hold the chief honours; and the dome com- proceeds. 5 But 
iq. mand, The mother cow miſt wear a lowering look, 2 n þ 
7 Then I, conſpicuous in my Tyrian goven, Sour-headed, ſtrongly neck'd to bear the yoke. * * 
AS (Submitting to his godhead my renown) Her double dew-lap from her chin deſcends; "—_ A 
F. | A hundred courſers from the goal will drive; And at her thighs the ponderous burden ends. | 7 
74 The rival chariots in the race ſhall ſtrive. Long are her ſides and large, her limbs are great; J 195 85 
[We All Greece ſhall flock trom far my games to ſee Rough are her ears, and broad her horny feet. i ” Nh 
1 The whorlbat and the rapid race ſhall be Her colour ſhining black, bur fleck'd with white UNIODU 
4.94 Reſerv'd for Cæſar, and ordain'd by me. She toſſes from the yoke : provokes the fight: - les 
a 5 , Myſelf with olive crown'd, the gifts will bear ; She riſes in her gait, is free from fears, ; an 
4. 4 Ev'n now methinks the public ſhouts I hear; And in her face a bull's reſemblance bears: ; _ 
f . The paſſing pageants and the pomps appcar. Her ample forehead with a ſtar is crown'd; N Not wy 
158 I, to the temple will conduct the crew ; And with her length of tail ſhe ſweeps the ground. Obere. 
F 1 The ſacrifice and ſacrificers view z The bull's inſult at ſour the may ſuſtain; + * 
i From thence return, attended with my train, But, after ten, from nuptial rites refrain. Ae 
. Where the proud theatres diſcloſe the ſcene: Six ſeaſons uſe; but then releaſe the cow, 47, Y 
41-18 Which interwoven Britons ſeem to raiſe, Unfit for love, and for the labouring plough. 1 
n And ſhew the triumph which their ſhame diſplays. | Now while their youth is fill'd with kindly fire, 4 * 
1 High o'er the gate, in elephant and gold, [Submit thy females to the luſty fire: gt 
| | The crowd ſhall Cæſar's Indian war behold; Watch the quick motions of the friſking tail, * tt) 
The Nile ſhall flow beneath ; and on the fide —— ſerve their fury with the ruſhing male, n n. 
His ſhatter'd ſhips on brazen pillars ride, Indulging pleafure left the breed ſhould fail. ; bor 
Next him, Niphates, with inverted urn, In youth alone, unhappy mortals live; E * o 
And dropping ſedge, ſhall his Armenia mourn; But, al! the mighty blifs is fugitive ! | 41 
And Aſian cities in our triumph borne. ; 'Diſcolour'd fickneſs, anxious lahour come, oy 25 
With backward bows the Parthian ſhall be there; And age, and death's inexorable doom. : 8 5 
And, ſpurring from the fight, confeſs their fear. | Yearly thy herds in vigour will impair; | : old 
A double wreath ſhall crown our Cæſar's brows, | Recruit and mend them with thy yearly care : —_ 1 
Two differing trophies, from two different foes. Still propagate, for ſtill they fall away, ry 
Europe with Afric in his fame ſhall join; | "Tis prudence to prevent th* entire decay. | Le. 
But neither ſhore his conqueſt ſhali confine. { Likerliligence require the courſer's race; | 0 bit 
The Parian marble, there, ſhall ſeem to move, In early choice, and for a longer ſpace. * | 3 
In breathing ſtatues, not unworthy Jove; The colt, that for a ſtallion is defign'd, ; OE 50} 
Reſembling heroes, whoſe ethereal root | Ry ſure preſages ſhows his generous kind, : WT 
Is Jove himſelf, and Cæſar is the fruit. | Of able body, ſound of limb and wind. b . 
Tros and his race the ſculptor ſhall employ; Upright he walks on paſterns firm and ſtraight, | *6 ie 
And he the god, who built the walls of 'Troy. His motions eaſy; prancing in his gait. | Lxperi 
Envy herſelf, at laſt grown pale and dumb, The firſt to lead the way, to tempt the flood; | oY ir | 
(By Cæſor combated and overcome) To paſs the bridge unknoven, nor fear the trembling | vut on 
Shall give her hands; and fear the curling ſnakes wood. ; OEM 
Of laſhing furies, and the burning lakes: Dauntleſs at empty noiſes ; lofty-neck'd; © "00g 
The pains of famiſh'd Tantalus ſhall feel; Sharp- headed, harrel-belly'd, broadly- back d, | oy Wa 
And Siſyphus that labours up the hall | Brawny his cheſt, and deep: his colour grey; did 
"The rolling rock in vain; and cwſt Ixpn's (or beauty dappled, or the brizhteſt bay: | : 
wheel, [Faint white and dun will ſcarce the rearing pa) *. 
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The fiery courſer, when he hears (bm ar 
The fprightly trumpets, and the ſhouts of war, 
Pricks up his ears, and, trembling with delight, 
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With ſood to enable him to make his court; 
Diſtend his chine, and pamper him for ſport. 
reed him with herbs, whatever thou canſt find, 


p » = 1 - 3 EY [ re e . . 
Shifts place, and paws; and hopes the promis'd fight,| Of generous warmth, and of ſalacious kind. 


On his right ſhoulder his thick mane reclin'd, 
Ruffles at ſpeed, and dances in the win d. 
His horny hoofs are jetty black and round, 
His chine is double; ſtarting with a bound, 
He turns the turf, and ſhakes the ſolid ground. \ 
Fire from his eyes, clouds from his noſtrils flow: 
He bears his rider headlong on the toe. 

euch was the ſteed in Grecian poets ſam'd, 
Proud Cyllarus, by Spartan Pollux tam'd; 
duch courſers bore to fight the god of Thrace; 
aud ſuch, Achilles, was thy warlike race. 
ln ſuch a ſhape, grim Saturn did reſtrain 
His heavenly limbs, and flow'd with ſuch a mane; 
When, halt-ſurpriz*d, and fearing to be feen, 
The letcher gallop'd from his jealous queen 
Kan up the ridges of the rocks amain, 
and with ſhrill neighings fill'd the neighbouring 

plain. 

But worn with years when dire diſeaſes come, 
Then hide his not ignoble age at home : 
I peace t* enjoy his former palms and plains : 
And gratefully be kind to his remains, 
for when his blood no youthful ſpirits move, 
He languithes and labours in his love. 


1d when the ſprightly ſeed ſhould ſwiftly come 
. ; | — 8 2 7 
Drbbling he drudges, and defrauds the womb, 


in vain he burns like haſty ſtubble fires; 
and in himfelf his former ſelf requires. 
His age and courage weigh: nor thoſe alone, 
But note his father's virtues and his own ; 
Obſerve, it he diſdains to yield the prize; 
Of loſs impatient, proud of victories. 
Haſt thou beheld, when from the goal they ſtart, 
The youthful charioteers with heaving heart 
Ruth to the race; and panting, ſcarcely bea 
it extremes of fev'riſh hope, and chilling fear; 
dtoop to the reins, and laſh with all their ſorce; 
The flying chariot kindles in the courſe: 
And now a-Jow, and now aloit they fly, 
as borne through air, and ſcem to touch the ſky. 
N ſtop, no ſtay, but clouds of ſand ariſe, 
purn'd and caſt backward on the ſollower's eyes. 
the hindmoſt blows the foam upon the firſt ; 
duch is the love of praiſe, an honourable thirſt. 
Dold Ericthonius was the firit, who join'd 
Four horſes for the rapid race defign'd ; 


| 
ant ver the duſty wheels preſiding ſate; | 
de Lapithe to chariots, add the ſtate | 
RN hits and bridles ; taught the ſeed to bound; | 
Je tun the ring, and trace the mazy round. | 
0 op, to fly, the rules of war to know: | 


[' of 1 | 
i ey the rider, and to dare the foe. 
_ i0chuſe a youthſul ſteed, with courage fir'd : 


[ * * | 
% tyeed him, break him, back him, are requir'd 


: 
x 


Ey! 6 
pefienc a maſters, and in ſundry WAYS: | 
2 labours equal, and alike their praiſe. | 
once again the batter*d horſe beware, 


id weak old ſtallion will deceive thy care. 
+ "0ugh famous in his youth for ſorce and ſpced, 
* Fo of Argos or Epirian breed, 
Ad tom Neptune's race, or from himſelſ pro- 
| ceed. | 
Theſe things premis'd, when now the nuptlal time 
3 lor the lately Reed to climb; 
or III 


Ihen water him, and (drinking what he can) 
[Encourage him to thirſt again, with bran, 
' Inſtructed thus, produce lim to the fair: 


And join in wedlock to the longing mare. 


For, if the fire be faint, or out of caſe, 
| He will be copied in his famiſh'd race: 
; And fink beneath the pleaſing taſk aſſign'd: 
(For all's too little for the craving kind.) 
| AS for the females, with induſtrious care 
| Take down their mettle, keep them lean and bare; 
When conſcious of their paſt delight, and keen 
Jo take the leap, and prove the ſport again; 
{ With ſcanty meaſwe then ſupply their food; 
And, when athirſt, reſtrain them from the flood; 
Their bodies harraſs, fink them when they run; 
And fry their melting raarrow in the ſun. 
Starve them, when barns beneath their burden 
| groan z 
Aud winnow'd chaff by weſtern winds is blown; 
For fear the rankneſs oi tlie ſwelling womb 
Should ſcant the paſſage, and confine the room. 
Leſt the fat ſurrows ſhould the ſenſe deſtroy 
Of genial luſt, and dull the feat of joy. 
{But let them ſuck the ſeed with greedy force, 
And cloſe involve the vigour of the horſe. 

The male has Cone; thy care muſt now proceed 
To teeming females, and the promis'd breed. 
Firſt let them ron at large, and never know 
The taming yoke, or draw the crooked plough. 
Let them not leap the ditch, or ſwim the flood, 
Or lumber o'er the meads or croſs the wood ; 
But range the foreſt, by the ſilver ſide 
Of ſome cool ſtream, where nature ſhall provide 
Green graſs, and fattening clover for their fare, 
und molly caverns for their noon-tide lare: 
With rocks above to ſhield the ſharp nocturnal air. 
About th' Alburnian groves, with holly green, 
Ot winged inſets mighty ſwarms are ſeen ; 
T:.is flying plague to mark its quality) 
Geftros the Grecians call: Aſylus, we: 
A fierce loud buzzing breeze; their ſtings draw 

blocd, 
And drive the cattle gadding through the wood, 
Seiz'd with unuſual pains, they loudly cry; 
Tanagrus haſtens thence, and leaves his channe! 
dry. 

This curſe the jealous Juno did invert, 


And firſt employ*d tor lo's puniſhment. 


| 
» 


| 
' 
| 
[ 


s ſhun this ill, the cunning leach ordains 


In ſurnmer's ſultry heats (for then it reigns) 
To feed the females, ere the fun arifc, 
Or late at nielit, when Nars acorn tle ſkies. 
Wen ſhe has calv'd, then ſet the dam alice; 
And ſor the tender progeny provide. 
Diſtinguiſn ali betimes, with branding fire; 
To note the tribe, the Luncage., and the ure. 
Whom to reſerve for huſband ol the herd, 
Or who ſhall be to facritice preterr'd; 
Or wiom thou ſhalt to turn thy glebe allow; 
To ſmooth the ſurrows, and ſuſtain ths plough: 
The reſt, for whom no lot is yet cecreed, 
May run in paſtures, and at picaſure feed, 
The calf, by nature and hy genius made 

24 


To turn the plebe, breed to the rural trade; 
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Set him betimes to ſchool, and let him be 
Inſtructed there in rules of huſhandry : 
While yet his youth is flexible and green, 
Nor bad examples of the world has ſeen. 
Larly begin the ſtubborn child to break; 
For his ſoft neck a ſupple collar make 
Of bending oſiers; and (with time and care 
Inur'd that eaſy ſervitude to bear) 
Thy flattering methed on the youth purſue: 
Join'd with his ſchool- fellows by two and two, 
Perſuade them firit to lead an empty wheel, 
That ſcarce the duſt can raife, or they can feel: 
In length of time produce the labouring yoke 
And ſhining ſhares, that make the furrow ſmoke, 
Ere the licentious youth be thus reſtrain'd, 
Or moral precepts on their minds have gain'd; 
Their wanton appttitcs not only feed 
With delicates of leaves, and marſhy weed, 
But with thy fickle reap the rankeſt land: 
And miniſter the blade with bounteous hand. 
Nor be with harmful parſimony won 
Lo follow what our homely fires have done; 
Wuo ſill'd the pail with beeit; ngs of the cow: 
But all her udder to the cal; allow, 

It to the warlike ſteed thy ſtudies bend, 
Or for the prize in chariots to contend ; 
Near Piſa's flood the rapid wheels to guide, 
Cr in Olympian groves aloft to ride, 
The g:nc.ous labours of the courſer, firſt 


Mutt be with fight of arms and ſound of trumpets 


nur, d: 
Inur'd the groaning axle. trec to bear; 
And let him claſhing whips in ſtables hear. 
Sooth fiim with praiſe, and make him underſtand 
The loud applauſes of his maſtei's hand: 
This from his weaning let him well be taught; 
And then betimes in a foft ſoafie wrovght: 
Pefore his tender joints with nerves are knit; 
Tatry'd in arms, and trembling at the bit, 
But when to ſour full ſprings his years advarce, 
Teach him to run the round, with price to prance; 
And (rightly manag'd) equal time to heat; 
'To turn, to bound in meaſure, and rect. 
Let him, te this, with eaſy pains be brought: 
And ſeem to labour, when he Ia! ours not. 

!'hvs, form 0 for · ſpced, he challenges the wind; 

And leaves the Scythian arrow ſar behind : 

He icovrs along the field, with looſen'd rcins ; 
And trea's ſo liglit, he ſcarcely prints the plains. 
Like Boreas in his race, when ruſhing forth, 

He ſweeps tlie ſkies, and clears tlic cloud north: 
The waving harveft bends beneath iis blatt; 
The foreſt ſhakes, the groves the'r honours call; 
He flics aloſt, and with impetuous roar 

Purfues the foaming ſurges to the ſhore. 
"Thus o'er th” Elean plains, thy well-breath'd horfe 
Impels the flying car, and wins the courfe. 

Ir, bred to Belgian waggons, lends the way 
Untir'd at night, and chearful all che day. 

When once he's broken, feed him ſul! and high 
Indulge his growth, and his gaunt fides ſupply. 
Pefore his no keep him poor and low ; 

For his ſtout Nomach with his food will grow; 

4 he pamper'd colt will diſcipline diſdain, 

Impatient of the laſh, and reſtiff to the rein, 

Wouldſt thou their courage and their {tr 
prove, 

Tos ſoon ey muſt net fecl the Hines of !+ 
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Vi:zther the bull ot cou ſer be thy care, 
Let him not leap the cow, or mount the mat. 
The youthful bull muſt wander in the wood; 
Behind the mountain, or beyond the flood: 
Or, in the ſtall at home his fodder find; 

Far from the charms of that alluring kind. 
With two fair eyes his miſtreſs burns his breaſt; 

He looks, and languiſhes, and leaves his reſt; 
Forſakes his food, and, pining for the laſs, 

Is joyleſs of the grove, and ſpurns the growins 
graſs, 

The ſoft fe ducer, with enticing looks, 
he bellowing rivals to the fight provokes, 

A heauteous heiter in the wood is bred, 

ſhe ſtooping warriors, aiming head to head, 
Engage their claſhing horns; with dreadful ſound 
[The toreſt rattles, and the rocks rebound. 

Uhey fence, they puſh, and puſhing loudly roar; 
| Their dewlaps and their ſides are bath'd in gore. 
Nor when the war is over, is it peace; 

Lor will the vanquith'd bull his claim releaſe : 
Zut, ſeeding in his breaſt his ancient fires, 

And curſing fate, from his proud foe retires. 
Driven from his native land, to foreign grounds, 
Je with a generovs rage reſents his wounds; 

His ignominious flight, the victor's boaſt, 

And more than both, the loves, which unreveng'd lic 
loſt. 

Oſten he turns his eyes, and with a groan, 

[Surveys the pleaſing kingdoms, once his own, 

And therefore to repair his ſtrength he tries: 

Hardening his limbs with painful exerciſe, 
| And rough upon the flinty rock he lies. 

On prickly leaves and on ſharp herbs he feeds, 

Then to the prelude of a war proceeds. 

His horns, yet ſore, he tries againſt a tree: 

And meditates his abſent enemy. 
| He ſnn&% the wind, his heels the ſand excite, 
But, when he ſtands collected in his might, 
| He roars, and p omiſes a more ſucceſsful figlit 
T hne n, to redeem his honour at a blow, 

'He moves his camp, to mect his careleſs foe. 
| Not with more madneſs, rolling from atar, 
{The ſpumy waves proclaim the watcry war, 
And, mounting upwards, with a mighty ror, 

[March on; wards, ned infult the rocky ſhore 
| They mate the mid del region with their keizlit; 
| An! fall no leſs than with a mountain's weight? 
be waters boil, and kelcl: ing from below 
black ſands, as trom a forcetul engine, throw 
| Thus every creature, and of every kind, 
Ihe fecret joys of ſweet coition find: 

Not only man's imperial race, hut they 
That wing the Wi quid air, or ſwim the fea, 

Or haunt the deſert, ruſh into the flame; 

For love is lord of all, hero is in all the ſame. 
| Tis with this rage, the mother wok ſtung, 
| Scours o'er the plain, regardleſs of her young 

Demanding rites of love; ſhe tternly Nath 

And hunts her lover in his lonely walks. 

'Tis then the ſhapeleſs bear his den ſorſahes, 

In vvoods and ficlds a wild deftruQion mats 

Roars whet their tuſks, to battle tl! rer's mode; 


1 


LI — 


1 nrog'd with hunger, more enrac'd with lor 


Chen We: to him, that in the deſert land 
CI Li! "FA travels, o Ger the Hurmne ſand. 

Tt Nallion ſnutts the well known cet 3048, 
4 frorts and tremhiles for the Aiſtant mare 
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Vor bits nor bridles can his rage reſtrain ; 


And rugged rocks are interpos'd in vain: 
He makes his way o'er mountains, and contemns 
Unruly torrents and unforded ſtreams. 
The briſtled boar, who feels the pleaſing wound, 
New grinds his arming tuſks, and Gigs the ground. 
The ſleepy leacher ſhuts his little eyes; 
About his churning chaps the frothy bubbles riſe: 
He rubs his ſides againſt a tree; prepares 
And hardens both his ſhoulders for the wars. 
What did the Youth, when love's unerring dart 
Transfix'd his liver, and inflam'd his heart ? 
Alone, by night, his watery way he took; 
About him, amd above, the billows broke; 
The fluices of the ſky were open ſpread, 
nd rolling thunder rattled o'er his head. 
The raging tempeſt call'd him hack in vain, 
And every boding omen of the main. 
Nor could his kindred, nor the kindly force 
Of weeping parents, change his fatal courſe. 
S not the dying maid, who muſt deplore 

s floating carcaſe on th e Seſtian ſliore. 

1 9 the war: that ſpotted linxes me ke 

'ith their fierce rivals, for the ſemales' ſake: 

. howling wolves, the maſtifts amorous rage; 
Wien ev'n the fearful Nag dares for his hind engage 
Fut tar above the reſt, the furious mare, 

Far'd from the male, is frantic with deſpair. 
en her pouting vent declares her pain, 
© tears the harneſs, and ſhe rends the rein ; 
or this (when Venus gave them rage and power), 
Theil ir maſtersꝰ mangled members they devour; 
605 love defrauded in their longing hour. 
Fol ove they force through thickets of the wood, 
hey climb the ſteepy hills, and ſtem the flood, 


\% 


When at the ſpring's app roach their marrow burns 


th with the ſpring their genial warmth returns), 
he mares to cliffs of rugged rocks repair, 

anch with wide noſtrus ſnuff the weſtern air : 

When (wonckous to relat e) the parent v ind, 

"ithout the ſtallion, propagates the kind. 
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And pleas'd I am, no heaten road to take: 
But firſt the way to new diſcoveries make. 

Now, ſacred Pales, in a lofty ſtrain 

| ſing the rural honours of thy reign. 

Firſt, with aſſiduous care, from winter keep 

Well fodder'd in the ſtalls, thy tender ſheep: 
Then ſpread with ſtraw, the bedding of thy fold 
With fern beneath, to tend the hitter cold, 

That free ſrom gouts thou may'ſt pre ade care, 
And clear trom ſc abs; produc'd by freezing a! 

Next let thy goats officiouſly be nurs'd: 

And led to living ſtreams, to quench their thirſt. 
Feed them with winter-browſe, and far their lare 
A cote that opens to the ſouth prepare: 

Where, baſking in the ſun-ſhire, they may he, 
And the ſort remnants of his heat enjoy. 
This during winter's driſly reign be done; 
Till the new ram receives th' exa:ted ſun : 
For hairy goats of equal profit are 

With woolly ſhcep, and aſk an equal care. 
"Tis true, the fleece, hen drunk with Tyte 
Is dearly fold: but not for needful uſe; 

For the falacious coat increaſes more; 

And twice as largely yields her milky fore. 
The ftill-diftended udders never tail; 

But, when they ſeem exhauſted, ſwell the pail. 
Mean time the paſtor thears their loary beards; 
and eaſes of their hair, the loaden here: 

Their camelots, warm in tents older hold 
And thicld the ſnivering mariner irom cold. 

On ithre>s they browſe, and on the bleaky top 
Of rugued hills, rhe thorny bramble crop. 
Atteried with their Fleating kids they come 
[At nien unn d, ane mindtul of their home; 
And ſcarce then iwellirg bags the threſtold over- 

come, 
So much the more thy dil:gence heftow 
In aue of winter, to defend the fnow : 
By how much lefs the render helpleſs kind, 
For their own ills, can fit proviſion find. 
[Then minitter the browſe, 'with Founte ous hand 
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+ hen , fir'd with amorous rage, th ey take their flight} And open let thy ſtacks all winter ſtand. 


oo zh pla ns, and mount the hills \ nequal height ; 
Nor to the n oth, nor to the rifing ſun, * : 
der outivard to the rainy re: gions run; 
ut boring to the weſt, and hovering t ere, 
Wit! Capi ng mouths, they draw Þ! olific air: 
Wich wl 
ſhed 
my Jvice, by falſe conception bred. 
de e pherd knows it well; and calls by name 
a ianes, to note the mot hers flame. 
gather'd in the planetary hour, 
xious weeds, 
p [0\ very 
e Kepdames in the magic bow] infuſe ; 
d mix tor deadly d lraughts „tlie poiſonous juice. 
Ut time is loſt, which never will renew, 
© we too far the p leafing path purſue ; : 
ing nature with too nice a view. 
us ſuffice for herds: our following care 
1 Voolly focks and ſhaggy goats declare. 
"can I doubt what oil I muſt beſtow, 
ail wh ſubject from a ground ſo low 
mean matter which my theme affords, 
8 bell with magnificence of words. 
7 the commanding Muſe my chariot . 
er the dubious cliff ſecu 10 rides: 


*, 


ve) 
et th; 
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ch impregnate, from their groins they 


1 — when the weſtern winds with viral power 
'all torth the tender praſs, and buuding flower; 

| | hen, at tlie laſt, produce in open Atl 

| Roth Rocks, and fend them to their ſummer fare. 

Before the fun, white Heſperus appears; 

Firſt let them tip from herbs the pearly rears 

Of morning dews ; and after break their faſt 

On green-ſward giound (a cool and grateiul taſte): 

But when the day's fourth hour has drawn the , 

And the ſun's ſultry heat their thirſt renews :; 

When creaking graſhoppers on ſhrubs complain, 


and ſpell'd with words of} Then lead them to their watering-troughs again. 


In ſummer's heat ſome bending valiey find, 

Clos d from the ſun, but open to the wind: 

Or teck ſome ancient oak, whoſe arms extend 

In ample breadth thy cattle to defend: 

Or ſolitary grove, or gloomy glade, 

To ſhield them with its venerable thade. 

Once mere to watering lead; and ice again 

When the low ſun is finking to the moin. 

When riſing Cynthia ſheds her fiiver des, 

And the cool evening breeze the nad 1cnews 3; 

When linnets fill the woods with tuncful ſound, 

And hollow ſhores the alcyon's vo.ce rebound. 
Why ſhould my Muſe enlarge on Libyan ſwas 


Their ſcatter'd cottages, and ampie p'2i5s 7 
Cu 2 
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Where oſt the flocks without a leader ſtray; 

Or through continued deſarts take their way; 

And, feeding, add the lengtu of night to day. 

W hole months they wander, grazing as they go; 

Nor folds, nor hoſpitable harbour know; 

Such an extent of plains, ſo vaſt a ſpace 

Ot wilds unknown, and of untaſted graſs, 

Allures their eyes: the thepherd laſt appears, 

And with hint all his patrimony bears: 

His houſe and houſhold gods! his trade of war, 

His bow and quiver ; and his truſty cur. | 

Tims, under heavy arms, the youth of Rome 

Their long, laborious mar ches overcome: 

Chearly their iedious travels undergo; 

And pitch their ſudden camp before the ſoe. 
Not ſo the Scythian ſhepherd tends lus fold ; 

Nor he who bears in I hrace the bitter cold: 

Nor he who treads the bleak Meotian ſtrand; 

Or where proud Iſter rolls his yellow ſand. 

Early they all their fiocks and herds; for there 

No graſs the fields, no leaves the foreſts wear: 

The frozen earth lies buried there below 

A hihy heap, ſeven cubits deep in ſnow: 


And the weſt allies of ſtormy Boreas blow. 


The ſun from far peeps with a fickly face; 
Too weak the clouds and mighty fogs to chace; 
When up the ſkies he ſhoots his roſy head, 

Or in the ruddy ocean ſeeks his bed. 

Swift rivers are with ſudden ice conſtrain'd ; 
And ſtudded wheels are on its back ſuſtain'd. 
An hoſtry now for waggons, wlichi before 

Tall ſhips of burden on its boſom bore. 

The brazen cauldrons with the froſt are flaw'd ; 
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Nor in too rank a paſture let them feed : 

Then of the pureſt white ſelect thy breed. 

Ev'n though a ſnowy ram thou ſhalt behold, 

1 Prefer him not in haſte for huſband to thy fold, 

But ſearch his mouth; and if a ſwarthy tongue 

Is underneath his humid palate hung, 

1 Reject him, leſt he darken all the flock ; 

And ſubſtitute another from thy ſtock. 

"Twas thus with fleeces milky white {if we 

May truſt report), Pan god of Arcady | 

Did bribe thee, Cynthia; nor didſt thou diſdain, 

When call'd in woody ſhades, to cure a lover's pain. 

If milk be thy deſign; with plenteous hand 

Bring clover-graſs; and from the marſhy land 

Salt herbage for the ſoddering- rack provide 

To fill their bags, and ſwell the milky tide: 

Theſe raiſe their thirſt, and to the taſte reſtore 

Tae favour of the ſalt on which they fed before. 

Some, when the kids their dams too deeply drain, 

deen gags and muzzies their ſott mouths reſtrain. 

Their morning milk, the peaſants preſs at night: 

Their evening meal before the riſing light 

Jo market bear; or ſparingly they ſteep 

With ſeaſoning ſalt, and ſtor'd, for winter keep 
Nor laſt, forget thy faithful dogs; but feed 

iy fattening whey the maſtiff's generous breed; 

And Spartan race; who, for the ſold's relief, 

Will proſecute with cries the nightly thief: 

'Repuiſe the piouling wolt, and hold at bay 

|The mountain robbers, ruſhing to the prey. 

Wich cries of hounds, thou may'ſt pyrſue the fear 

| Cf flying hares, and chaſe the fallow deer; 

{Rouſe from their defart dens the briſtled rage 


The garment, ſtiff with ice, at hearths is thaw'd ; Of boars, and beamy ſtags in toils engage. 


With axes firit they cleave the wine, and thence 
By woewht, the ſolid portions they diſpenſe. 
From locks uncomb'd, and from the frozen beard, 


* i g OY 
With ſmoak of burning cedar ſcent thy walls, 
TAnd 4ume with ſtinking galbanum thy ſtalls: 

With that rank odour from thy dwelling-place 


Long iſicles depend, and crackling ſounds are head. To drive the viper's brood, and all the venom's 


Mean time perpetual fleet, and driving ſnow, 
Obſcure the ſkies, and hang on herds below. 
The ſtarving cattie periſh in their ſtalls, 

Huge oxen ſtand inclos'd in wintery walls 

Or ſnow congeal'd; - wliole herds are bury'd there 
Ot mighty Nags, and ſcarce their horns appear. 
The dextrous huntſman wounds not theſe afar, 
With ſhafts or darts, or mokes a diſtant war 
With dogs, or pitches toils to ſtop their flight : 
Put cloſe engazes in unequal fight. 

And wiiile they ſtrive in vain to make their way 
Throuzh hills of ſnow, and pitiſully bray ; 
Aſſaults with dint of ſword, or pointed fpears : 


race. N 
For often under ſtalls un mov'd they lie, 
Obſcure in ſhades, and ſnunning heaven's broad the 
And ſnakes, familiar to the hearth ſucceed, 
Diſcloſe their eggs, and near the chimney breed. 
Whether to roofy houſes they repair, 
Or ſun themſelves abroad in open air, 
In all abodes ol peſtilential Kind 
To ſheep and oxen, and the painful hind. 
Take, ſhepherd, take, a plant of ſtubborn oak; 
And labour him with many a ſturdy ſtroke: 
| Or with hard ſtones, demoliſh from atar 
His haughty creſt, the ſeat of all the war; 


Ard homeward, on his back, the joyful burdentinvade his hiſſing throat, and winding ſpires; 


bears. 
The men to ſubterranean caves retire ; 
Secure from cold, and crowd the cheerful fire: 


x v4 * | , --14+4 foe retires 
Till, ſtretch'd in length, th* unfolded foe retires 
He drags his tail, and ſor his head provides 
| Arid in ſome ſecret cranny ſlowly glides ; 


With trunks of elms and oaks the hearth they load, But leaves expos'd to blows, his back and bat- 


Nor tempt th' inclemency of heaven abroad. 
Their jovial nights in frolics and in play 
They paſs, to drive the tedious hours away. 


ter d fades. N 
In fair Calabria's woods a ſnake 15 bred, p 
With curling creſt, and with advancing head: 


* 5 . s 2 » 1 * hy * * Loo * 1 K 
And their cold ſtomachs with crown'd goblets che er Waving he rolls, and makes a winding uack; 


Of windy cider, and of barmy bee 

Such arc the cold Riphean race: and ſuch 

The ſavage Scytiuian, and unwarlike Dutch. 
Where ſkins of beafts tlie rude barbarians wear, 
The ſpoils of foxes, and the furry bear. 

{z wool thy care? Let not thy cattle go 

Where buſhes are, where burrs and thiſtles grow; 


„ 


His belly ſpotted, burniſh'd is his back: * 
While ſprings are broken, while the ſouthern : 
And dropping heavens the moiſten'd earth reps , 
He lives on ſtanding lakes and trembling boss - 
He fills his maw with fiſh, or with loquacious fro? 
But when, in muddy pools, the wager Con] Th 
And the chapt earth is furrow'd o'er with chinks; 
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He leaves the fens, and leaps upon the ground; 

And hiſling, rolls his glaring eyes around. 

With thirſt inflam'd, impatient ef the heats, 

He rages in the fields, and wide deſtruction threats. 
Oh let not ſleep my cloſing eyes invade 

In open j plains, or in the ſecret ſhade, 

When he, renew'd in all the ſpeckled pride 

Of pompous youth, has caſt his flough aſide, 


And in his ſummer livery rolls along, ? 
kreR, and brandiſhing his forky tongue, $ 
Leaving his neſt and his imperfect young; 


And, thoughtleſs of his eggs, forgets to rear 
The hopes of poiſon, for the following year. 
The cauſes and the figns ſhall next be told, 
Of every ſickneſs that infects the fold. 
A (cabby tetter on their pelts will ſtick, 
ie raw rain has pierc'd them to the quick: 
Or ſearching froſts have eaten through the ſkin ; 
Or burning iũcles are lodg'd within: 
Or when the fleece is ſhorn, if ſweat remains 
Uowaſh'd, and ſoaks into their empty veins: 
When their defenceleſs limbs the brambles tear; 
Short of their wool, and naked from the Meer. 
Good ſhepherds, after ſheering, drench their 


f 1 
„ 
ei! FT, 


tom the founts where living ſulphurs boil, 
Ihey mix a medicine to foment their limbs; 


theep, 
And their flock's father (forc'd from high 
leap) 
dw ms down the ſtream, and plunges in the deep. 
They oint their naked limbs with mother'd oil; 
0 


With ſcam that on the molten liver ume, 
F ken. and b ack bitu men, ad: 1tOT heſe, 
helles the waxen labour of the bers 


nd hellebore, and tquilis deep-rooted in the ( | 
: : teas, 

Necelpts 3 
| hett ! 15 f?1 


but ſe; retung ; all thy ſtore, 
at hand—t 0 lance the ſore, 
cut the head, for till tl ore be tound, 
| ret vice is ted, and gathers ground: 
Wale, making fruitleſs the ſhepherd 
ſtands, 
when the lancing kniſe requires his hands, 
idle Prayers, from heaven de- 


an, 


in nelp, \ vith 
mands. 
cir b % hen fey 1 I l ir { 7 
r bones when levers nx their ſcat, 
«1 rack tl er um! 58. an d | ck the \ tal I Cat 
+ dy 1 Urte to C00 | the rat INT Pain, 
ith the toot to breathe a vein. 
egy the Scythian Ee ſound: 
nts ot Thracia's hi! ly ground, 
uſe it, when for drink and ſood 
«KY MX their cruddied milk with horſes blood. 
{}? „n "2 - ! 7 7 
at, hen thou ſceꝰſt a lingle ſntep remain 
Y Th» 1 Or crouc 1 'q up On t! IC p! ain; 
uclsly to crop the tender grafs 


ty 
l to lag behind, with truant pace; ; 
1 * 
n ee the crime, and take the traitor's head, 
8 tue laultleſs flock the dire cont: gion ſpread. 
I wv 


_w wwter feas we fewer ſtorms behold, 
3a foul diſcaſes that infect the ſold. 
do thoſe ills on ſingle bodies prey; 
a bring the nation to decay; 
ns ſwcep the preſent Rock and future hope 
away. 
lire example of this truth appears: 


Wh - 
ven ater ſuch a length of rolling years, 
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We ſee the naked Alps, and thin remains 

Of ſcatter'd cots, and yet unpeopled plains: 

Once All'd with grazing flocks, the ſnepherd's 
happy reigns. 

Here from the vicious air, and ſickly ſkies, 

A plague did on the dumb creation rife : 

During th' autunmal heats th' infection grew, 

Tame cattle, and the beaſts of nature ſlew. 

Poiſoning the itanding lakes, and pools impure : 

Nor was the toodful graſs in fields ſecure, 

Strange death! tor when the thirſty fire had drunk 

Their vital blood, and the dry nerves were ſhrunk ; 

When the contracted limbs were cramp'd, ev'n 
then, 


4 
A wateriſh humour ſwell'd and ooz'd again; 


Converting into bane the kindly juice, 

Ordain'd by nature for a better uſe. 

The victim ox, that was for altars preſt, 

Trim'd with white ribbons, and with garlands dreſt, 
Sunk of himſelf, without the gods command: 
Preventing the flow facrificer's hand. 

Or, by the holy butcher it he fell, 

Th” inſpected entrails could no fates foretel : 

Nor, laid on altars, did pure flames ariſe ; 

But clouds of ſmouldering ſmoke forbade the ſacrifice. 
Scarcely the knife was reddened with his gore, 

Or the black poiſon ſtain'd the ſandy floor. 


The thriven calves in meads their food forſake, 

And render their ſweet ſouls before the plenteous 
rack. 

The ſawning dog runs mad, the wheafing ſwine 

[With Sh sis choak'd, and labours from the chine : 

The victor horſe, forg etful of his food, 

he palm renounces, and abhors the flood. 

He paws the ground, and, on his hanging ears, 

A doubtful ſweat in clammy drops appears: 

Parch'd is his hide, and rugged are his hairs. 

Such are the ſymptoms of the young diſeaſe 

But in time's proceſs, when his pains increaſe, 

He rolls his mourntul eyes, he deeply groans 

With patient ſobbing, and with manly moans. 

He heaves for breath ; ; which from his lungs ſuply'd, 

And tetch'd from far, diſtends his labouring ſid a 

Lo his rough palate, his dry tongue ſucceeds; 

And ropy gore he from his noſtrils bleeds, 

A drench of wine has with ſucceſs been us'd; 

And through a horn the generovs juice inſus d: 

| \V hich timely taken op'd his clofing jaws; 

But, if too late, the patient's s death did cauſe. 

For the too vigorous doſe too fiercely wrought ; 

And added fury to the ſtrength it brought, 

Recruited into rage he grinds his teeth 

In his own fleſh, and feeds approaching death, 

Ye gods, to better fate good men diſpoſe, 

And turn that impious error on our foes ! 

The ſteer, who to the yoke was bred to how, 
({Studious of tillage, and the crooked plough) 
Falls cown and dies; and dying ſpews a flood 
Of ſoamy madneſs, mix'd with clotted blood. 
The clown, who, curſing Providence, repines, 
His mournſul fellow from the team disjoins : 

With many a groan forſakes his fruitleſs care, 

And in th* unfiniſh'd furrow leaves the ſhare. 
The pining ſteer no ſhades of lofty woods, 

Nor flowery meads, can eaſe; nor cryſtal floods 

Roll'd from the rock: his flabby flanks decreaſe; 

| His eyes are ſettled in a ſtupid peace, 
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His bulk too weighty for his thighs is grown ; 


And his unwieldy neck hangs drooping down. 1 . 
Now what avails his well-deferviny toil, | The da 
To turn the glebe, or ſmooth the ru zged ſoil! | Fo 4s T M BOOK For the 
And yet he never ſupp'd in folemn ſtate, | p 
Nor undigeſted feaſts did urge his fate; The tro 
Nor day to night luxuriouſly did join; WT FO Then o 
Nor ſurfeited on rich Campanian wir. 


Simple his beverage, homely was his food ; 8 
The wholeſome herbage, and the running flood. 


0 N 0:ries der 


With ot 


Ot maff 

No dreadful dreams awak'd him with aftright ; : That ba 

His pains by day ſecur'd his reſt by night. : ts And ref 
*T was then that buffaloes, ill-pair*d, were ſeen F : When 

To draw the car of Jove's imperial queen, |; THE ARGUMENT, B ks 
For want of oxen; and the lahouring ſwain | 


U 1 
Wila th 


Nigil has talen care to raiſe the ſulject of the Georgi : 


Scratch'd with a rake a furrow for his grain: POLY | 
In the fri he has only dead maiter on wich! 


a Sweet te 
And cover'd with his hand the ſhallow ſeed again. 


: : er row 
He yokes himſelf, and up the hilly height, | 209 & In the econd he just ſteps on the world 9] had et 
With his own ſhoulders draws the-waggon's weight. | % and deſcribes that degree of it which is to bs Whet 
The nightly wolf that round th* incloſure proul'e| Y i wegetables, In the third he: advances is With tw 
To leap the fence, now plots not on the fold : e- 2 and in t fe laſt finglies out the bee, ahi Make by 
Tam'd with a ſharper pain, the fearful doe B reckoned the męſt ſagaciaus of them, fur ki Congeals 
And flying ſtag, amidit the greyhounds go: ( Jubjeet. 5 1 bo "ris as 
And round the dwiellings roam of man, their( |” #45 Georgic he ſhevos us abt ftation is muſt pro- and the 
fiercer foe. Fer for the bees, and when they begin to gather u- Ind ther 

The ſcaly nations of the ſea profound, | | ney : how to call them hyme when they warm: and Fith dan 
Like ſhipwreck'd carcaſes are driven aground ; 46% to part them wohen they are engages in bam ard wit! 
And mighty Phocz, never ſeen beſjore Frem hence he takes eccafion to diſcover their differ to ſtop 
In ſhallow ſtreams, are ſtranded on the ſhore. pg lind; and, after ar excurſion, relates TO. vor! MW 
The viper dead within her hole is found ; dent and politic adminiſtration of affairs, and it A more t 


Defenceleſs was the ſhe!ter of the ground. ſeveral diſeaſes that often rage in their hives, wi Nor be 


0 , oe he ene 78 . + +. 7 2 7" 1144. ' 
The water. ſnake, whom fiſh and paddocks fed, Ow. Oe ON . remedics of pork KAY "amb 
With ftaring ſcales lies poifon'd in his bed: In the aft Place he lays doton 1 _ 4 0) * wk / er vat 
To birds their native heavens contagious prove, their lind, juppoſing their wwhote preeg py an Gin th 
From clouds they fall, and leave their ſouls above. g-ves at large the hiſtory of its inventian. but pla 
Beſides, to change their paſture 'tis in vain ; "ns leafy 
Or truſt to phyſic; phytic is their bane. "HE giſts of heaven my following ſong pur- ar place 


The learned leaches in deſpair depart : ſues, Wl 


And ſhake their heads, deſponding of their art, Acrial honey, and ambrofial dews, 


Tifiphone, let looſe from under ground, Miecenas, read this other part, that fings Ver roaſt 
Majeſtically pale, nov treads the round ; Inibattled ſquadrons and adventurous kings; | 
Betore her drives diſeaſes and affright; P, {A mighty pomp, though made of little things. "0 Near t 
And every moment riſes to the fight : heir arms, their arts, their manners! diſcloſe, hollo\ 
Aſpiring to the ſkies, incroaching on the light. 5 vnd how they war, and whence the people role: „d dub. 
The rivers and their banks, and hills around, [Slight is the fubject, but the praiſe not tmall, For wh; 
With lowings, and with dying bleats rcſound. [if heaven aihit, and Phoebus hear my call. PN Under 
At length ſhe ſtrikes an univeial blow; | e winge 
To death at once whole herds of cattle go: | Firſt, for thy bees a quitt ſtation find, Od oer t 
Sheep, oxen, horſes fall; and, hlieap'd on high, And lodge them under covert of the wind? u, flo, 
The differing ſpecies in confuſion lie. or winds, when homeward they return, will crive Ney king 
Fill, warn'd by frequent ills, the way they found, lie loaded carriers from their evening hive. Rlted h. 
10 lodge their loathſome carrion under ground, Far ſrom the cows and goats infulting crew, * YOUng 
For, uſeleſs to the curricr were their hides: That trample down the flowers, and bruſh the dew: pity breed 
Nor could their tainted fleſh with o-can tides The painted lizard, and the birds of prey, make 
ge freed from filth: nor could Vulcanian flade es of the frugal kind, be far away. e 
The ftench aboliſh, or the ſavour tame. {Tl titmouſe, and the pecker's hungry brood, ö out 
Nor ſaſely could they ſnave their fieecy ſtore And Progzne, with her boſom ſtain'd in blood: "Fen tt 
Made drunk with poifonous juice, and ſtift with! Theſe rob the trading citizens, and bear : 3 lweer, 

gore); | The trembling captives through the liquid air; motion 
Or touch the weh: hut if the veſt they wear, ! And for their callo young a cruel feaſt prepares "LOW t 
Red bliftcrs riling on their Paps appear, But near a living ſtream their manſion place, 1 > be 
And framing carbuncles and no:fome ſweat, | Edg'd round with moſs, and tufts of matted graſs; | u melſo 
And clammy dews, that loathiſome lice beget : And plant (the wind's impetuous rage to ſtop) 5 r 
Till the Now creeping evil cats Lis way, | Wild olive- trees, or palms, before the buſy Reps K Vo; 
onſumes the parching Inibs, and niakes the liſe his That when the youthful prince, with proud alarm, „ 
prey Calls out the venturous colony to [warm =... 
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When firſt their way through yielding air they wing, B ut it inteſtine broils alarm the hive, 


New to the pleaſures of their native ſpring 
The banks of brooks may make a cool retreat 
For the raw ſoldiers from the ſcalding heat: 


For two pretenders oft for empire ſtrive) 
Tue e vulgar in divided ſactions jar; 


| + And murmuring ſounds proclaim the civil war. 


And neighbouring trees, with friendly ſhade, invite Inflam'd with ire, and trembling with diſdain, 


The troops, unus'd to long laborious flight. 
Then o'er the running ſtream, or ſtanding lake, 
A paſſage for thy weary people make; 
With ofier floats the ſtanding water ttrow ; 
Ol mafſy ſtones make bridges, if it flow: 
That baſking in the ſun thy bees may lie, 
And reſting there, their flaggy pinions dry: 
When, late returning home, the laden hott 
By raging winds is wreck'd upon the coait. 
Wile thyme and ſavory ſet around their cell; 
Sweet to the taſte, and fragrant to the ſmell ; 
* rows of roſemary with flowering ſtem, 
and let the purple violets drink the ſtream. 
Whether thou build the palace of thy bees 
With twiſted oſiers, or with barks of trees; 
Make but a narrow mouth: for as the cold 
Congeals into a lump the liquid gold; 
vw dis again diſſolv'd by ſummer's heat, 
and the ſweet labours both extremes defeat. 
and therefore, not in vain, th' induſtrious kind 


rd with their ſtores of gather'd glue, contri\c 
yr 0 top the vents and crannies of their hive. 


ku lime, or Ide an pitch, produce 


14 WW © noe tenacious maſs of clammy juice, 
Wit Nor ees are lodg'd in hives alone, but found 
* *c:ambers of their own, beneath the ground: 
411 er vaulted roofs are hung in pumices, 
ara an the rotten trunks of hollow trees. 
wt plaiſter thou the chinky hives with clay, 
Arg lex branches o'er their lodging lay, 
x pur- a place them where too deep a water flows, 
Wacre the yeugh their polſonous neighbour 
CLIOVsS : 
alt red crabs t' offend the nicenefſ; of their 
roſe, 
8. near hs e ſteeming ſtench of muddy ground : 
ſe, rocks that render back the ſound, 
ole: a Coul ec images of voice rebound. 
i ir remains, when golden ſuns appear, 


under earth have driven the winter year: 

%nzed nation wanders through the ſkies, 
10˙ 1 the plains and ſhady foreſt flies: 
+ licoping on the —_ and leafy bowers, 


ce, and drunk with ſecret joy, 

24, bung ſuc ceſſion all their cares employ : 

7 Vieed, they brood, inſtru, and educate, 

maße provifion for the future ſtate: 

e work the ir waxen lodgings in their hives, 

. nur honey to ſuſtain their lives. 

11 "tw! den tho ſceſt a ſw arming cloud ariſe, 
wet ps aloft, and darkens all the ſkics, 


mot flight attend; 


not ions ot their haſty 


[ bene 


„ weltoil beat, and honey-ſuckles pound, 
* allut ing ſavours ſtrew the ground, 


2 ſoured 


"i th the ancient cells, recall'd from air, 
BC ay; , 1 = 5 DOTY : * 
Md deſerters will repair. 


LIEN 
9 


wy Y 4 
8 


oO 
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Vieh dawby wax and flowers the chinks have lin'd. | 


n the floods, and fip the purple flowers. 


to floods, or w oods, their airy march they That a have tra: el'd th 


hu tinkling b rafs, the cymt al's dron- 


{Scarce can their limbs their mighty ſouls contain, 

With ſhouts the coward's courage they excite, 

| And martial clangors call them out to fight : 

With hoarſe alarms the hollow camp rebounds, 

| That imitates the trumpet's angry ſounds : 

Then to their common ſtandard they repair; 

The nimble horſemen ſcour the fields of air. 

In form of battle drawn, they iſſue forth, 

And every knight is proud to prove his worth. 
Prefs'd for their country s honour, and their king's, 

On their ſharp beaks they whet their pointed 


ſtings; 
And exercite their arms, and tremble with their 
WW ings. 


| Full in the midſt the haughty monarchs ride, 

The truſty guards come up, and cloſe the fide; 
With ſhouts the daring toe to battle is defy'd. 
| Thus in the ſeaſon of unclouded ſpring, 

To war they follow their undaunted king: 
Crowd through their gates, and in the fields of 

light. 

The ſhocking ſqvadrens meet in mortal fight : 
Headlong they tall from high, and wounded wound, 
And heaps of ſlaugliter'd ſoldiers bite the ground. 
Hard hailſtones lie not thicker on the plain, 
Nor ſhaken oaks ſuch ſhowers of acorn rain. 
[With gorgeous wings, the marks of ſocereign ſway, 
The two contending princes make their way; 
intrepid through the midſt of danger go; 
Their friends encourage, and amaze the toc. 
With mighty ſouls in narrow bodies preſt, 
They challenge, and encounter bre aſt to breaſt : 
So fix'd on fame, unknowing how to fly, 
And obſtinately bent to win cr die; 
That long the doubtful combat they maintala, 
Till one prevails (for one can only reign). 
Vet all thoſe dreadful deeds, this de: Ay tray, 
A calt of ſcatter'd duſt will ſoon allay; 
And; undecided leave the fortune of the day. 
When both the chiefs are ſundered from the fight, 
Then to the Jawful king reſtore his right. 

And let the waſteful prodigal be ſlain, 
That he, who heſt deferves, alore may reign 
With eafe diſtinguiM*d is the regal race 
One monarch wears an honeſt open fact: 

Shap*'d to his ſize, and godlike to behol: 


— 


1 is 
is rojal body ſhines with ſpecks of gold, 
And ruddy ſcales; for empire he deſigu'd, 
Is better born, and of a nohler kind. 
That other looks like nature in diſgrace, 
Fa aunt are his ſides, and 
nd like their griſly x 
race: 
ghaſtly, rugged, 


ſullen is his face: 
rince appears his gloomy 


Grim, like a thirſty train 
rough a deſart plain, 
And ſpit from their d:; chaps i ti e gather'd duſt 
again. 
The better brood, unlike the haſtard crew, 
Are mark'd with royal freaks of ſhining hue; 
| Clirttering and ardent, though in body leſs: 


From theſe, at pointed ſeaſons, hope to prefs 
' 
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Huge heavy honeycombs, of golden juice, 

Not only ſweet, but pure, and fit for uſe; 

T' allay the ſtrength and hardneſs of the wine, 

And with old Bacchus, new metheglin join. 

But when the ſwarms are eager of their play, 

And loathe their empty hives, and idly ftray, 

Reſtrain the wanton fugitives, and take 

A timely care to bring the truants back. 

The taſk is eaſy, but to clip the wings 

Of their high-flying arbitrary kings: 

At their command, the people ſwarm away; 

Cantine the tyrant, and the ſlaves will ſtay. 

Sweet gardens, ſull of ſaffron flowers, invite 

The wandering'gluttons, and retard their flight. 

Beſides the god obſcene, who frights away, 

With his lath ſword, the thieves and birds of prey. 

With his own hand, the guardian of the bees, 

For ſlips of pines, may ſearch the mountain trees: 

And with wild thyme and ſavory plant the plain, 

Till his hard horny fingers ache with pain: 

And deck with fruitful trees the fields around, 

And with refreſhing waters drench the ground, 

Now, did 1 not ſo near my labours end, 

Strike ſail, and haſtening to the harbour tend, 

My ſong to flowery gardens mizht extend. 

To teach the vegetat le arts, to ting 

The Pæſtan roſes, and their double ſpring : 

How ſuccory drinks the running ſtream, and kow 

Green beds of parſley near the river grow; 

How cucumbers along the ſurface creep, 

With crooked bodies, and with bellics deep. 

The late Narciſius, and the winding tra'! 

Of bears-foot, myrtles green, and ivy pale. 

For where with ſtately towers Tarentum ſtands, 

And dcep Galefus ſoaks the yellow ſands, 

] chanc'd an old Corycian ſwain to know, 

Lord of few acres, and thoſe barren too ; 

Unſit for ſheep or vines, and more unfit to ſow : 

Yet, labouring well his little ſpot of ground, 

Some ſcattering pot-herbs here and there he found: 

Which, cultivated with his daily care, 

And bruis'd with vervain, were his frugal fare. 

Sometimes white lilies did their leaves afford, 

With wholfome poppy- flowers to mend his homely 

board: 

For late returning home he ſupp'd at caſe, 

And wiſcly deem'd the wealth of monarchs leſs: 

The little of his own, becauſe his own did pleaſe. 

To quit his care, he gather*d firſt of all 

In ſpring the roſes, apples in the fall: 

And when cold winter ſplit tlie rocks in twain, 

And ice the running rivers did reſtrain, 

He ſtiipp'd the bears-ioot of its leafy growth, 

And, calling Weſtern winds, accus'd the ſpring of 
floth ; 

He therefore firft among the ſwains was found 

To reap the product of his lahout'd ground, 7 

And ſqueeze the conibs with golden 1 2 

crown*d. 

His limes were firſt in towers ; his lofty pines, 

With friendly ſhade, ſ:cur*d his tender vines. 

For every bloom his trees in ſpring afford, 

An autumn apple was by tale reſtor'd. 

He knevy to rank his elms in even rows : 

For ſruit the grafted pear- tree to diſpoſe: 

And tame to plumbs, the ſourneſs of the Nloes. 

With ſpreading planes he made a cool retreat, 

To {hade good fellows from the furnner's heat. 
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But, ſtraiten'd in my ſpace, I muſt forſake 
This taſk ;- for others afterwards to take. | 
Deſcribe we next the nature of the bees, 1. 
Beſtow'd by ſove for ſecret ſervices: 80 
When, by the tinkling ſound of timbrels led, Ste 
The king of heaven in Cretan caves they fed. f 
Of all the race of animals, alone Avi 
The bees have common cities ef their own, No 
And common ſons, beneath one law they live, Nor 
And with one common ſtock their traffic drive. Lut 
Each has a certain home, a ſeveral fall: The 
Allis the ſtate's, the ſtate provides for all. Thi 
Mindful of coming cold, they ſhare the pain: Anc 
And hoard, for winter's uſe, the fummer's gain, F ind 
Some o'er the public magazines preſide, And 
And ſome are ſent new forage to provide: And 
Theſe drudge in fields abroad, and thoſe at home duc 
Lay deep foundations for the labour'd comb, And 
With dew, Narciſſus' leaves, and clammy gum. Ki 
To pitch the waxen flooring ſome contrive ; Whi 
Some nurſe the ſuture nation of the hive: i | 
Sweet honey ſome condenſe, ſome purge the grout; 40 
The reſt, in cells apart, the liquid nectar ſhut. And 
All, with united force, combine to drive Be 
The lazy drones from the laborious hive, With 
With envy ſtung, they view each other's deeds: Whit 
With diligence the fragrant work proceeds. Ine 
As when the Cyclops, at th' Almighty nod, But 
New thunder haſten for their angry god: 
Subdued in fire the tubborn metal lies, Al 4 
| One brawny ſmith the puſſing bellows plies; La 
| And draws and blows reciprocating alr : 2 b 
thers to quench the liifiing maſs prepare: * . 
With lifted arms they order every blow, 2 | 
And chime their ſounding hammers in a row: - 4s. 
With labour'd anvils Ætna groans below. They 
Strongly they ſtrike, huge flakes of flames expite, __ 
With tongs they turn the ſteel, and vex it in tte 'S 10 
4 And t 
If little things with great we may compare, nd 
Such are the bees, and ſuch their buſy care: ny 
Studious of honey, each in his degree, gg 
The youthſul ſwain, the grave experienc'd bee: or Go 
That in the field ; this in affairs of ſtate, 8 
Employ'd at home, abides within the gate: TI 
['o fortiſy the combs, to build the wall, 1. 5 
To prop the ruins, leſt the fabric fall: 
But late at night, with weary pinior's come Wan! 
Thie labouring youth, and heavy laden, home e 
Plains, meads, and orchards, all the day he plies; $4 x 
The gleans of yellow thyme diftend his thighs: RI an 
He ſpoils the ſaffron flowers, he ſips the blues Fe T 
Of violets, wilding b!ooms, and willow dews. ” wy 
T heir toil is common, common 15 their fleep; ; ey 
They ſhake their wings when morn begins to Peep» With | 
Ruſh through the city-gates without delay, And th 
Nor ends their work but with declining hay Two 10 
Then having ſpent the laſt remains Of light, Fir a 
They give their bodies due repote al night : N And f. 
When hollow murmurs ef their evening bell theit Again, 
Diſmiſs the ſleepy ſwans, and toll them to t The wn 
cells. it! 
When once in beds their weary kmbs they Reef, mo : 
No buzzing ſounds diſturb their golden ſleep, * 
'Tis ſacred ſilence all. Nor dare they "aſs Prone t 
When rain is promis'd, or a ſtormy 1 When « 
But rear the City Walls their Watering * e And th. 
Nor forage far, but ſhott excurſions mane: There f 
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And as when empty barks on billows float, 
With ſandy ballaſt failors trim the boat, 
do bees bear gravel-ſtones, whoſe poiſing weight 


$ FOEMS. 


But if a pinching winter thou foreſee, 
And wouldit preſerve thy ſamiſh'd family 
With fragrant thyme the city fumigate, 


$teers through the whiſtling winds their ſteady flight. | And break the waxen walls to fave the ſtate. b 
But, what's more ſtrange, their modeſt appetites, For lurking lizards often lodge, by ſtealth, 


Averſe from Venus, fly the nuptial rites, 

No luſt enervates their heroic mind, 

Nor waſtes their ſtrength on wanton woman-kind, 
Dut in their mouths reſide their genial powers, 
They gather children from the leaves and towers, 
Thus make they kings to fill the regal ſeat: 

And thus their little citizens create : 

and waxen cities build, the palaces of ſtate. 

And oft on rocks their tender wings they tear, 
And fink beneath the burdens which they bear. 
Such rage of honey in their boſom beats: 

And ſuch a zeal they have for flowery ſweets. 

Thus through the race of liſe they quickly run; 
Which in the ſpace of ſeven ſhort years is done; 
Th! immortal line in ſure ſuccefſion reigns, ? 
The fortune of the family remains : 

And grandfires grandſons the long liſt contains. $ 

Refides, not AÆgypt, India, Media, more 
With fervile awe, their idol king adore : 

While he ſurvives, in concord and content 

The commons live, by no diviſions tent; 

but the great monarcli's death diſſolves the go. 
vernment. 

All goes to ruin, they themſelves contrive 

lo rob the honey, and ſubvert the hive. 

The king prefides, his ſubjects' toil ſurveys z 

The ſervile rout their careful Cæſar praiſe : 

Him they extol, they worſhip him alone : 

They crowd his levees, and ſupport his throne: 

They raife him on their ſhoulders with a ſhovt : 

And when their ſovereign's quarrel calls them out, 

His foes to mortal combat they dety, 

And think it honour at his ſeet to die. 

Induc'd by ſuch examples, ſome have tavght 
That bees have portions of etherial thought : 
Tuadu'd with particles of heavenly fires: 

: or God the whole created maſs inſpires; 


trough heaven, and earth, and ocean's depth he 


throws 
Hu influence round, and kindles as he goes. 


Hence flocks, and herds, and men, and beaſts, and 


EY lowils, 

encetake the forms his preſcience did ordain, 
aud into him at length reſolve again. 

\0 700M ĩs left for death, they mount the ſky, 
and to their own congenial planets fly. 

Now when thou haſt decreed to ſeize their ſtores, 
vad by prerogative to hreak their doors: 
"ith ſprinkled water firſt the city choke, 
and then purſue the citizens with ſmoke. 
io honey-harveſts fall in every year: 

Firft, when the pleaſing Pleiades appear, 

And ſpringing upward ſpurn the briny ſeas: 

ain, when their affrighted quire ſurveys 

The watery Scorpion mend his pace behind, 

With a black train of ſtorms and winter wind, 

They plunge into the deep, and ſafe protection 
find.” 

Prone to tevenge, the bees, a wrathful race, 

- 8 purple veins a paſſage find; 


Pha. . : 7 1 
e fix their ſtings, and leave their ſouls behind. 
Ver. III. 


Within the ſuburbs, and purloin their wealth. 
And lizards, ſhunning light, a dark retreat 
Have found in combs, and undermin'd the ſeat, 
Or lazy drones, without their ſhare of pain, 

In winter-quarters free, devour the gain: 

Or waſps inieſt the camp with loud alarms, 
And mix in battle with unequal arms: 

Or ſecret moths are there in filence fed; 

Or ſpiders in the vault their ſnary webs have ſpread, 
The more oppreſs*d by foes, or famine pin'd, 
The more increaſe thy care to fave the ſinking kind, 
With greens and flowers recruit their empty hives, 

And ſeek freſh forage to ſuſtain their lives. 

But ſince they ſhare with man one common ſate, 
in health and ſickneſs, and in turns of ſtate; 
Obſerve the ſymptoms when they fall away, 

And languiſh with inſenſible decay. 

Thcy change their hue, with haggard eyes they 
ſtare, 

Lean are their looks, and ſhagged is their hair: 
nd crowds of dead, that never muſt return 

To their lov'd hives, in decent pomp are borne: 
Their friends attend the hearſe, the next relations 
mourn. 

The fick, for air, before the portal gaſp, 

| Their tceble legs within each other claſp, 

Or idle in their empty hives remain, 

Benumb'd with cold, or liſtleſs of their gain. 

Soſt whiſpers then and broken ſounds are heard, 
As when the woods by gentle winds are ſtirr'd, 
Such {tifled noiſe as the cloſe furnace hides, 

Or dying murmurs of departing tides. 

luis, when thou ſeeſt, Galbanean odours uſe, 
And honey in the ſickly hive infuſe. 

'Through reeden pipes convey the golden flood, 
in eite the people to their wonted foods 

[Mix it with thicken'd juice of ſodden wines, 

' And raiſins from the grapes of Pſythian vines: 
o theſe add pounded galls, and roſes dry, 

And with Cecropian thyme, ſtrong-ſcented centaury. 
A flower there is that grows in meadow ground, 


| Amellus cail'd, and eaſy to be ſound: 

th breath are quicken'd, and attract their ſouls. For from one root the riſing ſtem beſtows 

| A wood of leaves, and violet- purple boughs. 
| The flower itfelf is glorious to behold, 
{Ard ſhines on altars like refulgent gold: 


Sharp to the taſte, by ſhepherds near the ſtream 

Of Mella found, and thence they gave the name. 

Poil this reſtoring root in generous wine, 

And ſet beſide the door the fickly ſtock to dine, 

But if the labouring kind be wholly loſt, 

And not to be tetricv'd with care or coſt, 

'Tis time to touch the precepts of an art, 

Th* Arcadian maſter did of old impart: 

And how he ſtock'd his empty hives again; 

Renew'd with putrid gore of oxen ſlain, 

An ancient legend I prepare to ſing, 

And upward follow Fame's immortal ſpring: | 

For where, with ſeven-fold horns, myſterious 

Nile ; 

Surrounds the ſkirts of /Egypt's fruitful ifle, 

And where in pomp the ſun-burnt people ride, 


On painted barges o'er the teeming tide, 
A X. 
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Which, pouring down from Ethiopian lands, 

Makes green the ſoil with ſlime, and black prolific 
ſands ; 

That length of region, and large tract of ground, 

In this one art a ſure relief have found. 

Firſt, in a place, by nature cloſe, they build 

A narrow flooring, gutter'd, walFd, and til'd. 

In this, four windows are contriv'd, that ſtrike 

To the four winds oppos'd, their beanis oblique. 

A ſteer of two years old they take, whoſe l:cad 

Now firft with burniſh'd horns begins to ſpread : 

They ſtop his noftrils, while he ſtrives in vain 

'To breathe free air, and ſhuggles with his pain. 


Knock'd down, he dies: bis bowels bruis'd within, 


Betray no wound on his unbroken ſkin, 
Extended thus, in his obſcene abode, 


They leave the beaſt; but firſt ſweet flowers ate 


ſtrow'd 
Beneath his body, broken boughs and thyme, 
And pleaſing caſſia juſt renew'd in prin, 
This maſt be done, ere fpring makes equal day, 
When weſtern winds on curling waters play : 
Ere painted meads produce their flowery cro;n, 
Or ſwallows twitter on the chimney-tops. 
The tainted blood, in this cloſe priſon pent, 
Begins to boil, and through the bones ſerment. 
Then, wond1ous to behold, new creatures riſc, 
A moving maſs at firſt, and ſhort of thigh» 
Till ſhooting out with legs, and imp'd with wings, 
The grubs proceed to bees with pointed ſtings: 
And more and more affecting air, they try | 
Their tender pinions, and begin to fly. 
At length, like ſummer ſto ms from ſpreading 
clouds, 
That burſt at once, and pour impetuous floods, 
Or flights of arrows from the Parthian bows, 
When from afar they gall embattled ſocs, 
ith ſuch a tempeſt through the ſkies they Recr, 
And ſuch a form the winged ſquadrons bear. 
What God, O Mute! this uſeſul ſcience taught * 
Or by what man's experience was it brought ? 
Sad Ariſtzvs from fair Tempe fled, 
His bees with famine, or diſeaſes, dead ; 
On Peneus' banks he 1icol, and near lis holy 
head, 
And while his falling tears the ſtreams ſupply', 
Thus mourning, to his mother-goddeſs, cy d: 
Mother Cyrene, mother, whoſe abode 
Is in the depth of this immortal flood : 
What boots it, that from Phœbus' loins 1 ſpring, 
The third, by him and thee, from heaven's high 
King ? 
O! where is all thy boaſted pity gone, 
And promiſe of the ſkies to thy de luded fon ? 
Why didſt thou me, unhappy me, create? 
Odious to gods, and born to bitter fate. 
Whom, ſcarce my ſheep, and ſcarce my paintul 
plough 
The needful aids of human life allow: | 
So wretched is thy ſon, ſo hard a mother thou. 
Proceed, inhuman parent, in thy ſcorn ; 7 
Root up my trees, with blights deſtroy my corn; 5 
My vineyards ruin, and my ſheepfolds burn. 


Let looſe thy rage, let all thy ſpite be ſhown, | 
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One common work they ply'd: their diſtaffs fu 
With carded locks of blut Milefian wool, 

Spio with Drymo brown, and Zanthe fair, 

And ſweet Phyllodoce with long diſhevel'd hair: 
Cydippe with Lieorias, one a maid, 

An one that once had called Lyucira's aid, 

Clio and Beroe, from one tather both, 


cloth, 

Opis the meek, and Deiopeia proud; 
Niſtea lofty with Ligæa loud; 
Thalia joyous, Ephyre the fad, 
And Arethuſa once Diana's maid, 
Zut now, her quiver left, to love betray d. 
To their, Cly mene the ſweet theft declares 
Gf Mars, and Vulcan's unavailing cares: 
And all the rapes of gods, and every love, 
ron ancient, Chaos down to youthful Jove. 

Thus while ſhe ſings, the ſiſters turn the wheel, 
Empty the woolly rack, an! fill the reel. 
A mournful found again the mother hears; 


Again the mournful ſound invades the ſiſter's cars: 

[Starting at once from their green ſcats, they riſe; 

(ear in their heart, amazement in their eyes, 

But Arcthufa, leaping from her bed, 

Fieſt lifts above the waves her beauteous head; 5 

And. crying from afar, thus to Cyrenc ſaid: 

O titer! not with cauſeleſs fear poſſeſt, N 

No ſtranger voice diſturbs thy tender breaſt, 

Lis Ariſtews, tis thy darling fon, 

Wio to his careleſs mother makes his moan. 

Near his paternal ſtream he ſadly ſtands, 

With down-caſt eyes, wet cheeks, and folded hands 

Upbraiding heaven, from whence his lineage came, 

And cruel calls the gods, aud cruel thee, by 
name. 

Cyrene, mov'd with love, and ſeiz'd with fear, 
Cries out, Conduct my ſon, conduct him here: 
"Tis lawtul for the youth, deriv'd from gods, 

To view the ſecrets of our deep abodes. 

At once ſhe wav'd her hand on cither fide, 

At once the ranks of ſwelling ſtreams divide. 
wo ritng heaps of liquid cryſtal ſtand, 

And leave a ſpace betwixt, of empty fand. 
Plus ſaſe receiv'd, the downward track he treacy 
Which to his mother's watery palace leads. 
With wondering eyes he views the ſecret ſtore 
Of lakes, that pent in hollow caverns roar. 

He hears the crackling ſound of coral woods, 
And fees the ſecret ſouree of ſubterrancan floods, 
Ard where, diſtinguiſh'd in their ſeveral cells, 
The fount of Phaſis and of Lycus dwells; 
Where ſwift Enipeus in his bed appeats, 

And Tiber his majeftic forehead rears. | 
Whence Anio flows, and Hypanis, profound, 
Breaks through th* oppoſing rocks with raging ſours. 
Where Po firſt iſſues from his dark abodes, 
And, awful in his cradle, rules the floods, 

Two golden horns on his large front he wears, 
And his grim face a bull's reſemblance bears, 
With rapid courſe he ſeeks the ſacred main, 
And fattens, as he runs, the fruitful plain. 


| Now to the court arriv*d, th* admiring fon 


Beholds the vaulted roofs of pory ſtone, 


Since thus thy hate purſues the praiſes of thy ſon. | Now to his mother goddeſs tells his griet, 


But from her moſſy bower below the ground, P, | 


His carcful mother heard the plaintive ſound, $ | 


1 


Encompaſs'd with her ſea-green ſiſters round, | 


{ 


Which ſhe with pity hears, and promiſes relief, 
Th officious nymphs, attending in à ring, 
With water drawn from their perpetual fpringy 


Both girt with gold, and clad in party-colour'e 


1 From earthly dregs his body purify, 

| Ard rub his temples, with fine towels, dry: 
Then load the tables with a liberal feaſt. 

And honour with full bowls their friendly gueſt. 
The ſacred altars are involv'd ip ſmoke, 

And the bright quire their kindred gods invoke. 
wo bowls the mother fills with Lyd lian wine; 
Then thus, let theſe be pour'd, with rites divine, 

To the great author of our watery line. 

lo father Ocean, this; and this, ſhe ſaid, 

be to the nymphs his ſacred ſiſters paid, 

Who rule the watery plains, and hold the wood- 

land ſhade. 

e ſprivkled thrice, with wine, the veſtal fire, 
[hrice to the vaulted roof the flames aſpire. 
&1is'd with fo bleſt an omen, ſhe be gun, 

With words like theſe to chear her drooping ſon. 
in the Carpathian bottom makes abode 

La e ſhepherd of the ſeas, a prophet and a god; 

liz oer the main in watery porap hc rides, 
lis azure car and fumy courſers guides: 

ugteus his name: to his Pallenian pois 

| fre from far the weary god reſort. 

Him, not alone, we river-gods adore, 

Bt aged Nereus hcarkens to his lore. 

With fare forefight, and with unerring doom, 
tle ſees what is, ans was, and 15 to come. 

This Neptune gave him, when he gave to keep 
Rocks, that graze the watery deep. 


Implore his aid, for Proteus only knows 

1 wt cauſe, and cure of all thy waes. 

But ut fir At the wily wizard mult He caurht, 

ror unconſtrain'd he nothing tells for naughit; 
vor is with prayers, or bribes, or flatter y bot gl! 
Furpeize him fit ſt, and with hard ſetter une; 
Then all tus frauds will vanith into wind. 


1 
Will myſelt conduct thee on thy way, 

| a 1 . ' _ 
When next the ſouthing ſun inflames the day: 
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When the dry lierbage thirſts ſor dews in vain, 
} . 6 a. ff a a. R 5 wy. 
and ſheep, in ſhades, _ the porcting phun; 


| lead thee t s ſecret frat; 
When, weary with h is 
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Fus eyes W ith hes dee OVercaill; 
N th io ce nv; ade hi limbs, and bind him aſt: 
185 ſurely hound, yet be not over id. 
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he Nimpery god wili ey, 
An various forms allume to 
"nd with vain images ot beatis 2 
With foamy tirſks will lgent a Dry 
r imitate the lion's angry roar : 

out in crackiing flames io ſnun thy inge, 
uds a dragon, or a tiger ſtare: 

tha wile thy caution to betray, 

ting ſtreams attempt to ſlide away. 

ou "the more = var'es forms, beate 
ſtrain his f fetters with a lrifter car. 
55 tiring all his arts, he turns again 
11s true m__ in which he firſt vas loer, 
7 This faid, with nectat the her fon ahomte: 
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| A ſtation ſaſe for ſhips, when tempeits roar, 

A filent harbour, and a cover'd ſhore. 

»ecure within refides the various god, 

Ar draws a rock upon his dark abode, 

Hither with Glent ſteps, ſecure from ſight, 

he goddeſs guides her ſon, and turns him rom 
the gs 

[He r{elf, involv*d in clouds, precipitates her flight. 

| I was noon ; the fultry dog ſtar from the ſky 

|- 


Scoreh'd Indian ſwains, the rived graſs was dry; 
The ſun, with flaming arrows, pierc'd the flood, 
| And, darting to the bottom, bak'd the mud: 
hen weary Proteus, from the briny waves, 
| Retir* from ſhelter to his wonted caves: 
' His finny flocks about their ſhepherd play, 
And, rolling round him, ſpirt the bitter ſea. 
Unwieldily they wallow firit in ooze, 
[Then in the ſpady covert ſeck repoſe. 
Himſelf their bherdſman, on the middle mount, 
| Takes of his mutter*d flocks a juſt account. 
do, ſeated on a rock, a ſhepherd's groom 
If Surveys his evening Aocks returning home : 
| When lowing calves, and bleating larabs, from far, 
[Provoke the prouling wolf to nightly war. 
1 1" occation offers, and the youth complies: 
For ſcarce the weary gou ha- | clos'd his eyes, 
When reihing on, with ſhouts, he binds in chains 
Ine drowſy prophet, and his limbs conſtrains. 
He, not unmi ndfut of his uſual art, 
Firſt in diſtembled fire attempts to part: 
i Haring beaſts and running ſtreams he tries, 
aiics ali his miracles of hes: 
(aving thitted e. wy form to *ſcape, 
d of cop que it, he reſum'd his ſhape 
And thus, at length, in human accent ſpoke: 
| ch youth, chat madneſs could provoke 
mi tai man t* invade a tleeping god? 
it butincts brought thee to my dark abode ? 
| Tothistl” audacious youth: I hou know ſt full we: 
[My 1 Naum, and buſine iS, 8 god, nor need I tell: : 
{No man can Proteus cheat 3 but, Proteus, leave 
„ and do not thou deceive. 
roliowine tte gods? command, I come t implorc 
ry tein, my periſh'd people to reſtore. 
tie could not yet his vwrath aſſuage, 
[12 ereen eyes, that ſparkled with his rage; 
d gnaſmh'd his teeth, and cry'd, No vulgar god 
\ >arfues thy-crimes, nor with a common rod. 
by creat miſdeeds have met a due reward, 
Inc Orpheus dying players at length are heard; 
not his, the lover loſt his life 
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New (it the Fates aiſiſt not) canſt thou ſeape 


he juſt revenge of that intended rape. 

Fo ſhun thy lawleſs luſt, the dying bride, 
Une ary took along the river's fide ; 

| No. at her heels perceiv'd the deadly ſnake, 
unt keeps the bank, in covert of the brakc. 
{But all her fellow-nympis the mountains tcar 
[- Wich joud laments, and break the yielding air; 
'he rcalms of Mars remurmur'd all around, 
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| 

und echoes io tht Athenian thores rebound. 

{1 unhappy huſband, oy; band now no more, © 
13; 10 | on his tuneful h: arp Mi S lo (5 de plore, \ 


large receſs, conceal'd from human de; And fought his meurady] mind with muſic to 
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Ev*n to the dark dominions of the night 

He took his way, through foreſts void of light : 

And dar'd amidſt the trembling ghoſts to ling, 

And ſtood before th' inexorable king. 

Th' infernal troops like paſſing ſhadows eli, 

And, liſtening, crowd the ſweet muſician's fide. 

Nor flocks of birds when driven by ſtorms or night, 

Stretch to the foreſt with ſo thick a flight, 

Men, matrons, children, and th* unmarry'd maid, 

The mighty heroes more majeſtic ſhade ; 

And youths on funeral piles before their parents 
laid. 

All theſe Cocyrus bounds with ſqualid reeds, 

With muddy ditches, and with deadly weeds : 

And baleful Styx encompaſſes around, 


By Strymon's freezing ſtreams he fate alone, 

The rocks were mov'd to pity with his moan : 

Trees bent their heads to hear him ſing his wrongs : 

Fierce tigers couch'd around, and loll'd their fawn. 
ing tongues. 

So, cloſe in poplar ſhades, her children gone, 

The mother nightingale laments alone: 

Whoſe neſt ſome prying churl had found, and 
thence, 

By ſtealth, convey*d th' unfeather'd innocence, 

But ſhe ſupplies the night with mouenſul ſtiains, 

And melancholy mutfic fills the plains. 

Sad Orpheus thus his tedious hours employs, 
Averſe from Venus, and from nuptial joys, 
Alone he tempts the frozen floods, alone 


With nine flow circling ſtreams th* unhappy ground. |Th* unhappy climes, where ſpring was never known; 


Ev'n from the depths of hell the damn'd advance, 
Th' infernal manſions nodding ſeem to dance: 
The gaping three-mouth'd dog forgets to ſnar}, 
The Furies hearken, and their ſnakes uncurl : 
Ixion ſeems no more his pain to feel, 

But leans attentive on his ſtanding-wheel. 

All dangers paſt, at length the lovely bride 
In ſafety goes, with her melodious guide; 
Longing the common light again to ſhare, 
And draw the vital breath of upper air: 

He. firſt, and cloſe behind him tollow*d ſhe, 

For ſuch was Proferpine's ſevere decree. 

When ſtrong defires th' impatient youth invade ; 
By little caution and much love betray'd ; 

A fault which eaſy pardon might receive, 
Were lovers judges, or could hell forgive. 

For near the confines of etherial light, 
And longing for the glimmering of a ſight, 
Th' unwary lover caſt his eyes hehind, 

Forgetſul of the law, nor maſter of his mind. 
Straight all his hopes exhal'd in empty ſmoke ; - 
And his long toils were forfeit for a look. 

Three flaſhes of blve lightning gave the fign 

Ot covenants broke, three peals of thunder join. 
Then thus the bride : What fury ſeiz'd on thee, 
Unhappy man ! to loſe thyſelf and me ? 

Dragg'd back again by cruel deſtinies, 

An iron ſlumber ſhut my ſwimming eyes. 

And now farewel, involv'd in ſhades of night, 
For ever I am raviſh'd from thy fight. 

in vain I reach my ſechle hands to join 

In ſweet embraces, ah! no longer thine ! 

She ſaid, and from his eyes the fleeting fair 
Retir*d like ſubtle ſmoke diffolv'd in air; 

And left her hopeleſs lover in deſpair. 

In vain, with folding arms, the youth effay*'d * 
To ſtop her flight, and ſtrain the flying ſhade : 
He prays, he raves, all means in vain he tries, 
With rage inflam'd, aſtoniſh'd with ſurprize: 
But ſhe return'd no more, to bleſs his longing 

eyes. 

Nor would th” infernal Ferry-man once more 

Be brib*d, to waft him to the farther ſhore. 
What ſhould he do, who twice had loſt his love ? 
What notes invent, what new petitions move ? 
Her ſoul already was conſign'd to fate, 
And ſhiveriny in the leaky ſculler fate. 
For ſeven continued months, if fame ſay true, 
The wretched ſwain his ſorrows did rene w; 


* 
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He mourn'd his wretched wife, in vain reftor'd, 
And Pluto's unavailing boon deplor'd. 

The Thracian matrons, who the youth aceus'd 
Of love diſdain'd, and marriage rites refus'd, 
With furies and noQurnal orgies fir'd. 

At length, againſt his ſacred life conſpir'd. 
Whom ev*n the ſavage beafts had ſpar'd, they kill's, 
And ſtrew'd his mangled limbs about the field 
Then, when his head from his fair ſhoulders torn, 
Waſh'd by the waters, was on Hebrus borne; 
Ev'n then his trembling tongue invok'd his wart? 
With his laſt voice, Eurydice, he cry'd, 
Eurydice, the rocks and river-hanks reply'd. \ 
This anſwer Proteus gave, nor more he ſaid, 
But in the billows plung*d his hoary head; 
And where he leap'd, the waves in circles widely 
ſpread. 

The nymph retura'd, her droopirg fon to chear, 
And bade him baniſh his ſuperfluous ſear ; 

For now, ſaid ſhe, the cauſe is known, from whence 

Thy woe ſucceeded, and for what offence : 

The nymphs, companions of th' unhappy maid, 

This puniſhment upon thy crimes have laid ; 

And ſent a plague among thy thriving bees. 

With vows and ſuppliant prayers their powers a 
peaſe ; 

The ſoft Napæan race will ſoon repent 

Their anger, and remit the puniſnment: 

The ſecret in an eaſy method lies; 

Select four brawny bulls for facrifice, 

| Which, on Lyczus graze, without a guide; 

Add four fair heifers yet in yoke untry'd : 

For theſe, four altars in they temple rear, 

And then adore the woodland powers with prayer. 

From the ſlain victims pour the ſtreaming blood 

And leave their bodies in the ſhady wood: 

Nine mornings thence, Lethean poppy bring, 

T” appeaſe the manes of the Poets“ king: 

And, to propitiate his offended pride, 

A ſatted calf, and a black ewe provide: 

This finiſh'd, to the former woods repair. 

His mother's precepts he performs with care; 

The temple viſits, and adores with prayer. 

Four altars raiſes, ſrom his herd he culls, 

For ſlaughter, four the faireſt of his bulls; 

Four heifers from his female ſtore he took, 

All fair, and all unknowing of the yoke. 

Nine mornings thence, with ſacrifice and prayers, 

The powers aton'd, he to the grove repairs. 

Behold a prodigy ! for, from within 

The broken bowels, and the bloated ſkin, 
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Dark as a cloud they make a wheeling flight, 
Then on a neighbouring tree, deſcending light: 
Like a large cluſter of black grapes they ſhow, 
and make a large dependence from the bough. 
Thus have I ſung of fields, and flocks, and trees. 
nd of the waxen work of labouring bees: 
While mighty Cæſar, thundering from afar, 
derks on Euphrates banks the ſpoils of war; 
With conquering arts afferts his country's cauſe, 
With arts of peace the willing people draws; 
On the glad earth the golden age renews, 
And his great father's path to heaven purſues, 
Wile I at Naples paſs my peaceful days, 
affecting ſtudies of leſs noiſy praiſe : 
And bold, through youth, beneath the beechen ſhade, 
Tie lays of ſhepherds, and their loves, have play*d. 
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Tie Trojans, after a ſeven years voyage, ſet jail for 
Jah; but are overtaken by a areadful florm, 
which Aotus raiſes at Funo's requeſt, The tempeſ? 


Andi one, and ſeatters the rest. Neptune drives off 


de winds, and calms the ſeu. uta, 20174 his 
con ſhip, and fix more, arrives ſafe at an African 
fort, Venus complains to Jupiter of her (+ 1's mit- 
Jupiter comforts her, ard ſends Mercury 
% procure him a hind reception among the Carthagi- 
ans LEneas, going out to diſcover the country, 
eets his mother in the ſhape of an huntreſs, 70 
Vt yt him in a cloud to Carthage ; There he ſecs 
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Involv'd his anxious life in endleſs cares, 
xpos'd to wants, and hurry'd into wars 
Can heavenly minds ſuch higi reſentment ſhow ; 
Or exerciſe their ſpire in human woe? 

Againſt the Tiber's mouth, but far away, 
An ancient town was ſeated on the ſea : 
A Tyrian colony; the people made 
tout for the war, and ſtudious of their trade. 
Carthage the name, belov'd by Juno more 
Than her own Argos, or the Samian ſhore. 
Here ſtood her chariot, here, if teaven were kind, 
The ſeat of awtul empire ſhe defign'd. 
Yet the had heard an ancient rumour fly 
Long cited by the people of the ſky); 
That times to come ſhould ſee the Trojan race 
Her Carthage ruin, and her towers deface; 
Nor, thus confin'd, the yoke of ſovereign ſway 
Should on the necks of all the nations lay. 
She ponder*d this, and fear'd it was in fate; 
Nor could forget the war ſhe wag'd of late, 
For conquering Greece againſt the Trojan tate. 
Beſides, long cauſes working in her mind, 
And ſecret ſeeds of envy lay behind. 
Deep graven in her heart, the doom remain'd 
Of partial Paris, and her form diſdain'd : 
he grace beſtow'd on raviſh'd Ganymed, 
Electra's glories, and her injur'd bed. 
Fach was a cauſe alone, and all combin'd 
To kindle vengeance in her haughty mind, 
For this, far diſtant from the Latian coaſt, 
She drove the remnants of the Trojan hoſt : 
and ſeven long years th' unhappy wandering train 


Were toſs'd by ſtorms, and ſcatter'd through the 


main. 

Such time, ſuch toil, requir*'d the Roman name, 
Such length of labour for ſo vaſt a frame. 

Now ſcarce the Trojan fleet with ſails and oars 
Had left behind the fair Sicilian ſhores ; 
Entering with chearful ſhouts the watery reign, 
And ploughing frothy furrows in the main 
When, labouring till with endleſs difcontent, 
The queen of heaven did thus her fury vent. 

Then am l vanquiſh'd, muſt I yield, ſaid ſhe, 
And muſt the Trojans reign in Italy ? 
So fate will have it, and Jove adds his force; 
Nor can my power divert their happy courſe, 
Could angry Pallas, with revengeful ſpleen, 
The Grecian navy burn, and drown the men? 
She, for the fault of one offending ſoe, 


ſome diſcourſe wit him, defires the hiſtory of} The boits of love himſelf prefum'd to throw: 


adventures ſince the fiege of Troy, which is the) With whirlwinds from beneath ſhe toſs'd the ſhip, 
Fe, "a a ' 5 5 
Lo bare expos'd the boſom of the deep: 


Then, as an eagle grip. s tae trembling game, 
The wretch yet hiſſing with her father's flame 


RMS and the man 1 ſing, who forc'd by fate, | She ftrongly ſeiz'd, and, with a burning wound, 


And hauglity Juno's unrelenting hate; 
Exel d and exil'd, left the Trojan ſhore; 
Lonz labour 3, both by ſea and land, he bore, 
_ in the doubtful war, before he won 
* realm, and built the deſtin'd town : 
un d gods reſtor'd to rites divine, 
_—_ lettled ſure ſucceſſion in his line: 
2 the race of Alban fathers come, 
e long glories of majeſtic Rome. 
0, Muſe | the cauſes and the crimes relate, 
Vhat godd 
2 wh: offence the queen of heaven began 
eeriecute ſo brave, ſo juſt a man 


Transfix'd and naked, on a rock ſhe bound. 
But I, wlio walk in awful ſtate above, 
The majeſty of heaven, the ſiſter- wife of Jove, 


For length of years my fruitleſs force employ 
Againſt the thin remains of ruin'd Troy. 
What nations now to Juno's power will pray, 
Ir offerings on my lighted altars lay? 


eſs was provok'd, and whence her hate; The tyrant /Eolus, ſrom his airy throne, 


Thus rag'd the goddeſs, and, with fury fraught, 
The reſtleſs regions of the ſtorms ſhe ſought 
Where, in a ſpacious cave of living ſtone, 


| With power imperial curbs the ſtruggling winds, 
| 4nd ſounding tempeſts in dark priſons binds, 
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This way, and that, th' impatient captives tend, Thus while the pious prince liis fate hewails, 
And, preſſing for releaſe, the mountains rend: Fierce Poreas drove againſt his flying ſails, 
High in his hall, th* undaunted monarch ftands, And rent the ſheets: the raging hillows riſes 
And ſhakes his ſceptre, and their rage commands: And mount the toffing veſſel to the ſkies: 
Which did he not, their unrefiſted ſway Nor can the ſhivering oars ſuſtain the blow; 
Would fweep the world before them in their way: The galley gives her fide, and turns her prow: 
Earth, air, and ſeas, through empty ſpace would While thoſe aſtern deſcending down the ſteep, 
roll, Through gaping waves behold the boiling deep! 
And heaven would fly before the driving ſoul ! Three ſhips were hurry'd by the ſouthern blaſt, 
In fear of this, the father of the gods And on the ſecret ſhelves with fury caſt | 
Confin'd their fury to thoſe dark abodes, Thoſe hidden rocks, th* Auſonian ſailors krew, 
And lock'd them fafe within, oppreſs'd with (They call'd them altars, when they roſe in view, 
mountain loads: And ſhow'd tlieir ſpacious backs above the flood 
Impos'd a king, with arbitrary ſway, Three more fierce Eurus in his angry mood 
To looſe their fetters, or their force allay. Daſh*d on the ſhallows of the moving ſand, 
To whom the ſuppliant queen her prayers addreſt, [And in mid ocean left them moor'd a-land! 
And thus the tenour of her ſuit expreſo'd. Orontes* bark that bore the Lycian crew, 
O 7Folus! for to thee the king of heaven (A horrid fight) ev'n in the hero's view, 
The power of tempeſts and of winds has given : From ſtem to ſtern, by waves was overhorn ; 
Thy force alone their fury can reſtrain, The trembling pilot, from his rudder torn, 
And imooth the waves, or ſwell the troubled main: Was headlong hurl'd: thrice round, the ſhip wi: 
A race of wandering ſlaves abhorr'd by me, toſt, 
With proſperous paſſage cut the Thuſcan fea: Then bulg'd at once, and in the deep was loſt ! 
To fruitful Icaly their covrſe they ſteer, And here and there above the waves were ſcen 
And for their vanquiſh'd gods deſign new temples Arms, pictures, precious goods, and floating men 
there. The ſtouteſt veſſel to the ſtorm gave way, 
Raiſe all thy winds, with night involve the ſkies; {And ſuck'd through loofen'd planks the ruſhing (:- 
Sink or diſperſe my fatal enemies. Ilioneus was her chief: Alethes old, | 
Twice ſeven, the charming daughters of the main, fAchates faithful, Abas young and bold, 
Around my perſon wait, and bear my train: Endur'd not leſs: their ſhips, with gaping feams, 
Succeed my with, and fecoad my deſign, Admir the deluge of the briny ſtreams ! 
The faireſt, Dcioptiz, ſhall be thine ; Mean time imperial Neptune heard the ſound 
And make tlice father of a happy line. Of raging billows breaking on the ground: 
To this the God — Tis yours, O queen! to will [Diſpleas'd, and fearing for his watery reign, 
The work, which duty binds me to fulfil, He rear'd his awful head above the main: 
Theſe pry kingdoms, and this wide command, Serene in majeſty, then roll'd his eyes 
Are all the preſents of your bounteous hand ; Around this ſpace of earth, and ſcas, and fxie*, 
Yours is my fovereign's grace, and as your gueft, He ſaw the Trojan fleet diſpers'd, diſtreſs'd. 
I fit with gods at their celeſtial feaft , IRy ſtormy winds and wintery heaven oppteſs d. 
Raiſe tempeſts at your pleafure, or ſubdue; Full well the god his fiſter's envy knew, 
Diſpoſe of empire, which I hold from yu And what her aims and what her arts purſue: 
He faid, and hurl'd againſt the mountain fide He ſummon'd Eurus and the weſtern blaſt, 
His quivering fpear, and all the god apply'd. And firſt an angry glance on both he caſte 
The raging winds ruſh through the hollow wound, Then thus rebuk'd ; Audacious winds! from 
And dance aloft in air, and ſkim along the ground | whence 
Then, fettling on the fea, the furges ſweep ; This bold attempt, this rebel inſolence? 
Raiſe liquid mountains, and difcloſe the dezp ! Is it for you to ravage ſeas and land, 
South, eaſt, and weſt, with mix'd confution roar, | Unauthoriz'd by my ſupreme command?) 
And roll the foaming billows to the ſhore. 10 raiſe ſuch mountains on tije troubled main * } 
The cables crack, the failors* fearful cries | Whom I-—But firſt *tis fit the billows to reitra, . 
Aſcend ; and ſable night mvolves the ſkies ; And then you ſhall be taught abedience t "my 
And heaven itſelf is raviſh'd from their eyes! | reign. 
Loud peals of thunder from the poles enſue, | Hence, to your Lord my royal mandate bear, 
Then flaſhing fires the tranſient light renewy : The realms of ocean, and the fields of att 
The face of things a frightful image bears, Are mine, not his; by fatal lot to me 
And prefent death in various forms appears ! The liquid empire fell, and trident of the ca. 
Struck with unufual fright, the Trojan cet, His power to hollow caverns is confin'd ; 
With lifted hands and eyes, invokes relief! There let him reign, the jailor of the wm Fol 
UDJECT c 


And thrice, and four times happy thoſe, he cry'd, With hoarſe commands his breathing iu 
That under Ilian walls before their parents dy*d! | And boaſt and bluſter in his empty hall 


Tydides, braveſt of the Grecian train, | He ſpoke 3 and while he ſpoke, he moore 1 
Why could not 1 by that ſtrong arm be flain, Diſpell'd the darkneſs, and reſtor'd the day! 

And lie by noble Hector on the plain ! Cymothoe, Triton, and the ſea- green 4! ; 0 1 

O great Sarpedon, in thoſe bloody fields, Of beauteons nymphs, and daughters of the 1 VE 

Where Simois rolls the bodies and the ſhields Clear from the rocks the veſſels with their Hates 

Of heroes, whoſe diſmember'd hands yet beat The god himſelf with ready trident ſtands, 3 

The dart aloft, and clench the pointed ſpear ! | And opes th deep, and ſpreads the moving ret: 
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Then heaves them off the ſhoals; wherc'er he 


guides 
His finny courſers, and in triumph rides, 
The waves unruffle, and the fea ſubfides, 
A; when in tumults riſc the ignoble crowd, 
Mad are their motions, and their tongues are loud 
And ſtones and brands in rattling vollies fly, 
And all the ruſtic arms that fury can ſupply; 
If then ſome grave and pious man appear, 
They huſh their noiſe, and lend a liftentng ear; 
He ſoothes with ſober words their an gry mood, 
And quenches their WARE deſire of Hood: 
So when the father of the flood appears. 
And o'er the ſeas his fovereign ir 2 ent rears, 
Their fury fails : he ſKims the! liquid plains, 
High on his chariot, and with looſen'd reins 
M gest. .C moves along, and awſul peace main- 
tains. 
The weary Trojans ply their ſhatter*d oars 
weſt land, and make the Libyan ſhores. 

Dann a long receſs there lies a bay, 
An iſland ſbades it from the rolling ſea, 
And forms a port ſecure for ſhips to ride, 
broke hy the jutting land on either ſid 
In couble ſtreams the briny waters glide. 
berwixt two rows of rocks, a ſylvan ſcene 
Appears above, and groves for ever green: 
A got is form'd beneath, with moſſy ſeats, 
Jo teſt the Nertids, and exclude the heats. 
Lo vn through the crannies of the living walls 
Tie cryſtal ſtreams deſcend in murmuring falls. 
N|awſers need to bind the veſſels here, 
Nor bearded anchors, tor no ſtorms they ſear. 
den tips within this happy hubopr meet, 
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Thus while he dealt it round, the pious chief, 
With chearſul words, allay'd the common grief; 

Endure, and conquer; [ove will ſoon diſpoſe 

To future good, our paſt and prefent woes. 

With me, the rocks of Scylla you have try'dz 
It” inhuman Cyclops, and his den defy*d. 
What greater ills heccaſter can you bear? 
Reſume your courage, and diſmiſs your care, 

An hour will come, with pleaſure 0 relate 
Your ſorrows pait, as benefits of fate. 

Throvgh various hazards and events we move 

To Latiu: N, and the realms foredoomꝰ d by Joves 

Call'q to the feat (the promiſe of the tkies) 

| Where Trojan kinge doms once again may rife, 

undute the hard ps Of your reſent ſtate, 

Live, and referve yourſelves for better fate. 

Theſe words be ſpoke: but fpoke not from like 
heart x 

His outward ſmiles conceal'd his inward ſmart. 

The jelly crew, unmindtful of the paſt, 

The quarry ſhare, their plenteous dinner haſte : 

Some ſtrip the ſkin, ſome portion out the ſpoil; 

The limbs, yet trembling, in the cauldrons boil: 

Some on the fire the recking entrails broil. 

Stretelid on the graſſy turf, at caſe they dine; 
Reſtore their ftrength w ith meat, and chear theis 

| ſouls with wine. 

Their hunger thus appeas'd, their care attends 

The doubtful fortune of their abſent friends; 

Alternate hopes and fears their minds poſſeſs, 

Whether to deem them dead, or in diſtreſs. 

| Above the reſt, Mneas mourns the tate 

Of brave Orontes, and th* uncertain ſtate 

Of Gyas, Lycus, and of Amycus: 

| The day, but not their forrows, ended thus! 
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[At length on Lybian realms he fixt his 22 

{ Whom, pondering thus on human miſeries, 

| When Venus ſaw, ſhe with a lively look, 
Not tree from tears, her heavenly fire beſpoke: 
O king of gods and men, whoſe awful hand 
Liſperſes thunder on the ſeas and la nd; 
Diſpoſes all with abſolute command: 

How could my pious fon thy power incenſe ? 
Or whit, alas! is vaniſh'd Troy' s offence ? 


WY 


On various ſeas, by various tempeits toſt, 

But ſhut fromevery ſhore, and barr'd from every 
coaſt. 

You promis'd once, 2 progeny divine, 

Ot Romans, riſing from the Trojan line, 

In after-times ſhould hold the World in awe, 

And to the land and ocean give the law. 

How is vour doom revers'd, which eas'd my cars 

When Troy was ruin'd in that cruel war ! 

Then fates to fates I could oppoſe; but now, 

When fortune {til} purſues her former blow, 

What can I hope? What worſe boy ſtill ſucceed? 

What end of labours has your will decreed ? 

Ss nor, from the midſt of 8 an + hoſts, 

Could paſs ſecure, and pierce th' Illyrian coaſts; 

| VV here roi: ing down the ſteep, i mavus raves 57 


phant from the war. And thou zh nine channels difernbo zues his waves. 


At length he founded Padua's haj py ſeat, 
A he gave h = Trozans a ſecure retreat: 

erte fix ir arms, and there rene w'd their name, 
Ling — in 2 qu ict rules, and grown'd wich fame: 
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Earth, ſeas, and heaven, and [ove himſelf turmoils; 
One of my ſiſters like myſelf array'd; 
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But we, deſcended from your ſacred line, 

Entitled to your heaven and rites divine, 

Are baniſh'd earth, and for the wrath of one, 

Remov'd from Latium, and the promis'd throne. 

Are theſe our ſceptres? theſe our due rewards? 

And is it thus that ſove his plighted faith regards? 

To whom, the father of immortal race, 

Smiling with that ſerene indulgent face, 

With which he drives the clouds and clears the fkies, 

Firſt gave a holy kiſs; then thus replies: 
Daughter, diſmiſs thy fears: to thy defire 

The fares of thine are fix d, and ftard entire. 

Thou ſhalt behold thy wiſh'd Lavinian walls, 

And, ripe for heaven, when fate ZEneas calls, 

Then ſhalt thou bear him up, ſublime, to me; 

No councils have revers*d my firm decree. 

And, left new fears diſturb thy happy Rate, 

Know, I have ſearch'd the myſtic rolls of fate: 

Thy fon (nor is th* appointed ſeaſon far) 

In Italy ſhall wage ſucceſsful war; 

Shall tame fierce nations in the bloody field, 

And ſovereign laws impoſe, and cities build. 

Till, after every foe ſubdued, the fun 

Thrice through the ſigns his annual race ſhall run: 

This is his time pretix*d. Aſcanius then, 

Now call'd Iülus, ſhall begin his reign. . 

He thirty rolling years the crown ſhall wear : 

Then from Lavinium ſhall the ſeat transſer: 

And, with hard labour, Alha-longa build; 

The throne with his ſucceſſion ſhall be fill'd, 

Three hundred circuits more: then ſhall be ſeen, 

Ilia the fair, a prieſteſs and a queen. 

Who, full of Mars, in time, with kindly throws 

Shall, at a birth, two goodly boys diſcloſe. 

The royal babes a tawny wolf ſhall drain, 

Then Romulus lis grandſire's throne ſhall gain, 

Of martial towers the founder ſhall become, 

The people Romans call, the city Rome. 

To them, no bounds of empire ] aſſign; 

Nor term of years to their immortal line, 

Ev*n haughty Juno, who, with endleſs broils, 


„ 


At length aton'd, her friendly power ſhall join, 

To cheriſh and advance the Trojan line. 

The ſubject world ſhall Rome's dominion own, 

And, proſtrate, ſhall adore the nation of the gown. 

An age is ripening in revolving fate, 

When Troy ſhall overturn the Grecian ſtate : 

And ſweet revenge her conquering {ons ſhall call, 

To cruſh the people that conſpir'd her fall. 

Then Cæſar from the Julian ſtock ſhall riſe, 

Whoſe empire ocean, and whoſe fame the ſkies, 

Alone ſhall bound; whom, fraught with Eaſtern 
ſpolls, 

Our heaven, the juſt reward of human toils, 

Securely ſhall repay with rites divine; 

And incenſe ſhall aſcend before his ſacred ſhrine, 

Then dire debate, and impious war ſhall ceafe, 

And the ſtern age be ſoften'd into peace: 

Then baniſh'd faith ſhall once again return, 

And veſtal fires in hallow'd temples burn, 

And Remus with Quirinus (hall ſuſtain 

The righteous laws, and fraud and force reſtrain, 

Janus himſelf before his fane ſhall wait, 

And keep the dreadful iſſues of his gate, 

With bolts and iron bars: witiun remains 

Impriſon'd fury, bound in brazen chains: 


High on a trophy rais'd, of uſeleſs arms, 


He fits, and threats the world with vain alarms. 
He ſaid, and ſent Cyllenius with command 

To free the ports, and ope the Punic land 

To Trojan gueſts; leſt, ignorant of fate, 

The — might force them from her town and 

ate; 

Down' from the ſteep of heaven Cyllenius flies, 

And cleaves, with all his wings, the yielding ſkie: 

Soon on the Libyan ſhore deſcends the god, 

Periorms his meſſage, and diſplays his rod; 

The ſurly murmurs of the people ceaſe, 

And as the fates requir'd, they give the peace. 

The queen herſelf ſuſpends the rigid laws, 

The Trojans pities, and protects their cauſe. 

Mean time, in ſhades of night ZEneas lies; 

Care ſeiz*d his ſoul, and fleep ſorſook his eyes: 

But when the ſun reſtor'd the chearful day, 

He roſe, the coaſt and country to ſurvey, 

Anxiovs and eager to diſcover more: 

It look'd a wild uncultivated ſhore: 

But whether human kind, or beaſts alone 

Polfeſs'd the new-found region, was unknown 

Beneath a ledge of rocks his fleet he hides ; 

Tall trees ſurround the mountains” ſhady ſides: 


The bending brow above a ſaſe retreat provides, 


Arm'd with two pointed darts, he leaves his ſriends, 

And true Achates on his ſteps attends. 

Lo, in the deep receſſes of the wood, 

Before his eyes his goddeſs mother ſtood : 

A huntreſs in her habit and her mien; 

Her dreſs a maid, her air conſeſs'd a queen. 

Bare were her knees, and knots her garments 
bind; 

Looſe was her hair, and wanton'd in the wind; 

Her hand ſuſtain'd a bow, her quiver hung be- 
hind. 

She ſeem'd a virgin of the Spartan blood ; 

With ſuch array Harpalice beſtrode | 

Her Thracian courſer, and out-ſtripp'd the 4 
flood. 

Ho! ſtrangers! have you lately ſeen, ſhe ſaid, 

| 


Who crois'd the lawn, or in the foreſt ſtray'd* 
A painted quiver at her back ſhe bore, 

Vary'd with ſpots, a lynx's hide ſhe wore: 
And at full cry purſu'd the tuſky boar? 

Thus Venus: Thus her fon reply'd again, 
None of your ſiſters have we heard or ſeen, 

O Virgin! or what other name you bear 
Above that ſtyle ; O more than mortal falt! 
Your voice and mien celeſtial birth betray ! 

If, as you ſeem, the tiſter of the day; 

Or one, at leaſt, of chaſte Diana's train, 

Let not an humble ſuppliant ſue in vain: 

But tell a ſtranger, long in tempeſts toſs'd, F 
What earth we tread, and who commands the coa 
Then on your name ſhall wretched mortals call, 
And offer'd victims at your altars fall. 

I dare not, ſhe reply'd, aſſume the name 

Of goddefs, or celeſtial honours claim : 

For Tyrian virgins hows and quivers bear, 
And purple buſkins o'er their ancies wear- S 
Know, gentle youth, in Libyan lands you à ef 
A people rude in peace, and rough in War. 
The riſing city, which from far you ſec, 

Is Carthage, and a Tyrian colony. 


Phoenician Dido rules the growing ſtate, 

Who fled from Tyre, to ſhun her brother*s hate: 

Great were her wrongs, her ſtory full of fate, 

Which I will ſum in ſhort. Sichæus, known 

For wealth, and brother to the Punic throne, 

Poſſeſs'd fair Dido's bed: and either heart 

At once was wounded with an equal dart. 

Her father gave her, yet a ſpotleſs maid ; 

Pygmalion then the Tyrian ſceptre ſway'd: 

One who contemin'd divine and human laws. 

Then ftrife enſu'd, and curſed gold the cauſe, 

The monarch, blinded with defire of wealth, 

With ſteel invades his brother's life by ſtealth ; 

Before the ſacred tar made him bleed, 

And long from her conceal'd 7 ervel deed: 

dome tale, ſome new pretence, he daily coin'd, 

To ſoothe his ſiſter, and delude her mind. 

at length, in dead of night, the choſt appears 

Of her unhappy lord: the ſpectre ſtares, 

And with erected eyes his bloody boſom bares. 

The cruel altars and his fate he teils, 

and the dire ſecret of his houſe reveals: 

Then warns the widow and her houſhold gods 

To ſeex a refuse in remote abodes. 

Laſt, to ſupport her in ſo long a way, 

He hews her where his hidden treaſure lay, 
admoniſh'd thi; $, and ſeiz d with mortal fright, 
i, cen provides companions of her fligln: 
They meet, and all combine to leave the ſtate, 
Who hate the tyrant, or who ſear his Hate, 

They feize a fleet, which ready rig d they find; 
Nor is Pygmalion's treaſure left behind. 

ag velſels, heavy laden, put to ſea 

With proſperous winds, a woman leads the way. 

L know not, if by ſtreſs of weather driven, 

Ur was their fatal courſe difpos'd by leaven ! 

At laſt they landed, where from far your eyes 

oo view the turrets of new Carthage riſe: 

e bought a ſpace of ground, which, Byrſa call'd 
From the b Ing: s hide, they firſt inclos'd, and wall'd 
But whence are you ? what country claims your 
What ſeek you, rangers. on our Lybian earth? 
lo whom, with f ſorrow ſtreaming from his eyes, 
| Ge ply ftghing, thus her ſon replies: 
duld you with patience hear, or I relate, 

U nymph! the tedious annals of our fate! 
"rough fech a train of woes if I ſhould run, 
ay would ſooner than the tale be done! 
ancient Troy by force expe!l'd, we came, 
"by chance have heard the Trojan name: 
5 ous ſcas, by various tempeſts toſs'd, 
„ gh we landed on your Libyan coaſt: 
1 01 * {Eneas am I call'd, a name, 
tune favour'd, not unknown to ſame : 
* bout old gods, companions of my wocs, 
ſt' 1 av | piou 'S Care I reſcued from our foes ; 
| 2 ruitful Italy my courſe was bent, 
* rom the king of heaven is my defcent. 
Far ere e ten ſail I croſs'd d the Phrygian ſea 
Oey mot * r goddeſs led my way. 
F; ares len, the hin remainder of my fleet, 
0 torms p Aer within your harbour meet: 
My <1 ; 7 
debar, * 4 an; * an exiie, and unknown, 
In Libyz a = urope, and from Afia thrown, 
8 erts wander thus alone. 
ks arent could no longer bear ; 


© miert 
a. poling, fought to ſoothe his care. 


* 
Fer. III. 


— 2 —— ——— 


DRY DEN“ 


| Whoe'er you are, rot unbelov'd by heaven, 

Since on our friendly ſhore your ſhips arc driven, 
Have courage: to the gods permit the reſt, 
and to the queen expoſe your jvſt rec: it, 

ow take this earpett of ſucceſs, for mee: 
Your ſcatter'd fleet is join*d upon the ſhore? 
The winds are chang'd, your friends from danger free, 
Or 1 re-ounce my ſkill in augury. 
Twelve forars behold, in heauteous order move, 
And ftoop, with clofing pinions, rom above: 
Whom late the bird of Jove had driven along, 
And, though the clouds, purſu'd the ſcattering throng: 
No: all united in a goodly team, | 

They {Kim the ground, and ſeek the quiet ſtream. 
As they, with joy returning, clap their wings, 
{Ard ride the circuits of the ſkies in rings: 
Not otherwiſe your ſhips, and every friend, 
Already hold the port, or with ſwift fails deſcend, 
No more advice is need ful, but purſve 
he path before you, and the town in view. 


F rat } 0 1 o ; 
8 aus having ſaid, ſhe turn'd, ar mage appear 
- r 1 422 bY, ' * 
Her neck refulgent, and d.ihevel'd hair; 
Fa } * * 7 17 52 1 
Which, flowing om ber ſhoulders „ reach'd the 


| granne, : 
| And. widely ſpread ambroſial ſcents around: 

in length of train deſcends her ſweeping gown, 

\nd, by her gracctul walk, queen of love is 

| Known. 
The prince purſu'd tue parting deity, 

Vitu words "like theſe : Ah, whither doft thou fly? 
Unkind and cruel, to deceive your fon 
In horrow'd ſhapes, 3 his embrace to ſhun; 
{Never to blets my fight, but thus unknown; 

' (t:!] to ipealk in ac Wd rot your own ! 
Again the zoddeſs theſe 1 he made; 
Hut took the path, and her con mands obey'd. 
They march obſcure, for Venus kindly ſhrouds, 
th miſts, their bertons, and involves in clouds: 

That thus unſeen, their patiage none might ſtay, 
Or torce to tell the cauſes of their way. 
This part perform'd, tae goddeſs flies fablime, 
To vitit Paphos, and her native clime: 
| Where varlands ever green, and ever fair, 
With vows are ofter'd, and with folemn prayer, 
| A hundred altar? in ber teraple ſmoke, 
| and bleedin: T her power invoke. 
| They cl Irs the next aſc t, and, looking down, 
g 
g 


— 
# 
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Mow, at a nearer diſtance, view the town ; 
The prince, with wor der. fees the ſtately towers 
Which late were huts, anc 5 homely bowvers; 
hie gates and itrcetis; and hears from every part 
the noiſe and br fy concourſe of the mart. 
The toi ling Ty yrians on each other call, 
Lo ply their labour: ſome extend the wal! 3 
Some build the citace!; the N throng 
Or dig, or puſh unwieldy ſtones along. 

Some for their dwellines chooſe a ſpot of ground, 
Which firſt: deſign'd, with ditches they ſurround. 
Same laws ordain, and fome attend the choice 
Ot holy ſenates, and elect by voice. 

Jere ſome deſian a mole, While others there 
Lay deep foundations for a theatre: 
From marble quarries mighty columns hew, 


| [For ornaments of ſcenes, and tuture view. 


Such is their toil, and ſuch their buſy pains, 

| As exerciſe the bees in flowery plains ; 
When winter paſt, and ſummer ſcarce begun, 
{Invites them forth to labour in the ſun: 
 Y'y 
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Some lead their youth abroad, while ſome conderfc 
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Mean time the Trojan dames, oppreſs'd with Or 
Their liquid ſtore, and ſome-in cells diſpenſe. woe, To 
Some at the gate ſtand ready to receive To Pallas* fane in long proceſſion go, [0 
The golden burden, and their friends relieve. In hopes to reconcile their heavenly foe : Th 
All, with united force, combine to drive They weep, they beat their breaſts, they rend We 
The lazy drones from the laborious hive ; their hair, Fre 
With envy ſtung, they view each other's deeds ; And rich embroider'd veſts for preſents bear : Fol 
The fragrant work with diligence proceeds. But the ſtern goddeſs ſtands unmov'd with prayer, e 
Thrice happy you, whoſe walls already riſe ; Thrice round the Trojan walls Achilles drew Ar 
ZEneas ſaid ; and view'd, with lifted eyes, The corpſe of Hector, whom in fight he ſlew, W. 
Their lofty towers: then entering at the gate, Here Priam ſues; and there, for ſums of gold, To 
Conceal'd in clouds (prodigious to relate), The lifeleſs body of his fon is ſold, No 
He mix'd, unmark d, among the buſy throng, So ſad an objett, and ſo well expreſs'd, Th 
Rorne by the tide, and paſs'd unſeen along. Drew ſighs and groans from the griev'd hero's breaſt: Al 
Full in the centre of the town there ſtood, To ſee the figure of his lifeleſs friend, Tl 
Thick ſet with trees, a venerable wood: And his old fire, his helpleſs hand extend. T 
The Tyrians landed near this holy ground, Himſelf he ſaw amidſt the Grecian train, Ne 
And digging here, a proſperous omen tound : Mix*d in the bloody battle on the plain: To 
From under earth a courſer's head they drew, And ſwarthy Memnon in his arms he knew, W 
Their growth and future fortune to fore ſhew: His pompous enſigns, and his Indian crew. Di 
This fated ſign their foundreſs Juno gave, Pentheſfilea, there, with haughty grace, Ca 
Of a foil fruitful, and a people brave. Leads to the wars an Amazonian race; Tt 
Sidonian Dido here with folemn ſtate in their right hands a pointed dart they wield; Pi 
Did Juno's temple build and conlecrate : Che left, for ware, fultains the lunar ſhield. T! 
Enrich'd with gifts, and with a golden ſhrine ; Athwart her breaſt a golden belt ſhe throws, C 
But more the goddefs made the place divine, Amidſt the preſs alone provokes a thouſand foes: W 
On brazen ſteps the marble threſhold roſe, And dares her maiden arms to manly force oppoſe. W 
And brazen plates the cedar beams incloſe : Thus while the Trojan prince employs his eyes, 8 
The rafters are with brazen coverings crown'c|, Fix'd on the walls with wonder and ſurprize, Ar 
The lofty doors on brazen hinges found. The beauteous Dido with a, numerous train, 1 
What fir{t /ZEneas in this place beheld, And pomp of guards, aſcends the ſacred fane. of 
Reviv'd his courage, and his fear expell'd. Such on Eurotas* banks, or Cynthus' height, 
For while, expecting there the queen, he rais'd Diana ſeems ; and to the charms the fight, it 
His wandering eyes, and round the temple gaz'd; | When in the dance the graceful goddeſs leads Ur 
Admir'd the fortune of the riſing town, The choir of nymphs, and overtops their licads, Ot 
The ttriving artiſts and their arts renown : Known by her quiver and her loſty mien, I 
He ſaw, in order - painted on the wall, She walks majeſtic, and ſhe looks their queen: N 
Whatever did unhappy Troy beſall: Latona fees her ſhine above the reſt, Ne 
The wars that fame around the world had blown, | And feeds with ſeeret joy her filent breaſt. * 
All to the life, and every leader known. Such Dido was; with ſuch becoming ſtate, W 
There Agamemnon, Priam here he ſpies, Amidſt the crowd, the walks ſerenely great. * 
And fierce Achilles, who both kings defies. | Their labour to her future ſway ſhe ſpeeds, Fe 
He ſtopp'd, and weeping faid, O friend! ev'n here And, paſſing with a gracious glance, Proceeds: N. 
The monuments of 'Trojan woes appcar ! Then mounts the throne, high plac'd belore the [ 
Our known diſaſters fill ev'n foreign lands: | ſhrine; | ha 
See there, where old unhappy Priam itands ! In crowds around the ſwarming people join. Hi 
Ev'n the mute walls relate the warrioi's fame, She takes petitions, and diſpenſes laws, 1 
And Trojan griefs the 1 yrians' pity claim, Hears and determines every private cauſe. A 
le ſaid: his tears a ready paſſage find, P; Their taſks, in equal portions, the civices, ) 
Devouring what he ſavy ſo well dengn'd ; 5 And, where unequal, there by lots decides, 
And with an empty picture fed his mind. | Another way, by chance, Aneas bends 
For there be ſaw the fainting Grecians yield, His eyes, and unexpected ſees his [riends? 
' And here the trembling Trojans quit the field, | Antheus, Sergeſtus grave, Cleanthus rente 
Purſu'd by fierce Achilles through the plain, And, at their hacks, a mighty 'Trojan throng; 
On his high chariot driving o'er the lain. | Whom late the tempett on the billows toſs d, 4 
The tents of Rheſus next his grief renew, And widely ſcatter'd on another coaſt. 5 
Ny their white ſails hetray'd to nightly view. The prince, unſeen, ſurpriz'd with x onder Ranch , A 
And wakeful Diomede, whoſe cruel ſword And longs, with joyful haſte, to join the:r hands: Fi 
The centries flew, nor ſpar'd their lumbering lord, But, doubtful of the wiſh'd event, he Rays, , 
Then took the fiery ſeeds, ere yet the food | And from the hollow cloud, his ti iends ſurveys: 1 
Of Troy they taſte, or drink the Zanthian flood. Impatient till they told their preſent ſtate, 1 : 
Elſe where he ſaw where 'Troilus dety*d | And where they left their ſhips, and what their 5 ke 
Achilles, and unequal combat try'd. And why they came, and what was their requet j . 
Then, where the boy diſarm'd, with looſen'd reins, For theſe were ſent, commiſſion'd by the tent; 0 
Was by his horſes hurry'd o'er the plains : To ſue for leave to land their ſickly men, by 
Hung by the neck and hair, and dragg'd around, And gain admiſſion to the gracious queen. | 
The hoſtile ſpear yet ſticking in his wound; Entering, with cries they fill'd the holy fane; 


3 Y 
With tracks of blood inſcrib'd the duſty ground. Then thus, with lowly voice, Hioneus began: ö F; 
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Oqueen! indulg'd by favour of the gods, 

To found an empire in theſe new abodes ; 

lo build a town, with ſtatutes to reſtrain 

The wild inhabitants beneath thy reign : 

We wretched Trojans, toſs'd on every ſhore 

From ſea to ſea, thy clemency implore : 

Forbid the fires our ſhipping to deface, 

Leceive th' unhappy tugitives to grace, 

And ſpare the remnant ot a pious race. 

We come not with defign ot waſteful prey, 

To drive the country, force the ſwains away : 

Nor ſuch our ſtrength, nor ſuch is our deſire, 
ne vanquiſh'd dare not to ſuch thoughts aſpire. 
Aland there is, Heſperian nam'd of old, 

The foil is fruitful, and the men are bold : 

Th' Oenotrians held it once, by common-fame, 
Now call'd Italia, from the leader's name. 

To that ſweet region was our voyage bent, 

When winds, and every warring element 

Diſturb'd our courſe, and, far from fight of land, 
Caſt our torn veſſels on the moving ſand: 

The ſea came on; the fouth with mighty roar, 
Piſpers* and daſh'd the reſt upon the rocky ſhore. 
Thoſe few you fee eſcap'd the ſtorm, and fear, 
Unleſs you interpoſe, a ſhipwreck here; 

What men, what monſters, what inhuman race, 
What laws, what barbarous cuſtoms of tlie place, 
duut up a defart ſhore to drowning men, 

And drive us to the cruel ſeas again 

our hard fortune no compaſſion draws, 

Nor hoſpitable rites, nor human laws, 

[lie gods are juſt, and will revenge our cauſe, 
Encas was our prince; a juſter lord, 

Ur nobler warrior, never drew a ſword : 
Obſervant of the right, reiigious of his word. 

It yet he lives, and draws this vital air, 

Nor we his friends of ſafety ſhall deſpair; 

Nor you, great queen, theſe offices repent, 
Which be will equal, and perhaps augment. 

We want not cities, nor Sicilian coaſts, 

Where king Aceſtes Trojan lineage boaſts. 
Permit our ſhips a ſhelter on your ſhores, 
Refirted from your woods with planks and oars ; 
(lat, if our prince be ſafe, we may renew 

Dur deſtin'd courſe, and Italy purſue, 

Put it, O beſt of men? the fates ordain 

Tiat thou art ſwallow'd in the Libyan main 
An if our young lülus be no more, 

mils our navy from your friendly ſhore ; 

at we to good Aceſtes may return, 
10 with our friends our common lofſes mourn. 
v5 ſpoke Illoneus; the Trojan crew 

tu cries and clamours his requeſt renew. 
e modeſt queen a while, with down- caſt eyes, 
ronder d the ſpeech; then briefly thus replies: 
110)ans, diſmiſs your fears: my cruel tate, 
And doubts attending an unſettled tate, 

ce me to guard my coaſt from ſoreign foes : 
Who has not heard the ſtory of your woes ? 


The 5 
e name and fortune of your native place, 


. 
— 


he lame and valour of the Phrygian race? 
We Tyrians are not ſo devoid of ſenſe, 
= lo remote from Phœbus' influence. 
roaring to Latian ſhoes your courſe is bent, 7 
* oven by tempeſts from your firſt intent, f 
You leck the good Aceſtesꝰ government ; 5 
Your men ſhall he receiv'd, your fleet repair'd, 
Ang fail, with (hips of convoy for your guard: 
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Or, would you ſtay, and join your friendly powers, 
To raiſe and to detend the 'T yrian towers, 
My wealth, my city, and myſelt are yours. 


| And would to heaven the ſto m, you telt, would bring 


On Carthaginian coaſts your wandering king. 

My people thall, by my command, explore 

The ports and creeks of every winding ſhore, 

And towns, and wilds, and ſhady woods, in queſt 


Of fo ren6wn'd and fo defir'd a gueſt. 
KRais'd in his mind the Trojan hero ſtood, 
And long'd to break from out his ambient cloud; 
| Achates found it; and thus urg'd his way: 
From whence, O goddefſs-born, this long delay? 
W hat more can you detie, your welcon e lure 

' Your fleet in ſatety, and your friends ſecure ? 
One only wants: and him we ſaw in vain 

; Oppoſe the ſtorm, and ſwallow'd in the main 

; Orontes in his fate our forteit paid, 

[The reſt agrees with what your mother ſaid. 
Scarce had he ſpoken, when the cloud gave way, 
The miſts flew vpward, and diſſolv'd in day. 
The Trojan chief appear'd in open fight, 

Auguſt in viſage, and ſerenely bright. 

His mother goddeſs, with her hands divine, 

| Had form'd his curling locks, and made his temples 
| ſhine ; * 
And given his rolling eyes a ſparkling grace; 
And breath'd a youthful vigour on his face: 

Like poliſh'd ivory, beauteous to behold, 

Or Parian marble, when enchas'd in gold, 
Thus radiant from the circling cloud he broke, 
And thus with manly modetty he ſpoke : 

He whom you feek am 1: by tempeſts toſt, 
And 1av'd from ſhipwreck on your Libyan coaſt: 
Preienting, zracious queen, before your throne, 

| A prince that owes his liſe to you alone. 
Fair ;nazcity, the retuge and redreſs 
Of thoſe whom fate purſues, ard wants oppteſs. 
| You, who your pious offices employ 
{To fave the rclics of abandon'd Troy, 
Receive the [hipwreck'd on your friendly ſhore ; 
[With nofpitable rites relieve the poor; 
Afociate in your town a wandering train, 
{Ana ſtrangers in your palace entertain. 
hat thanks can wretched fugitives return, 
' Who ſcatter' d through the world in exile mourn ? 
| The gods, (If gods to goodneſs are incluv'd), 
If acts of mercy touch their heavenly mind; 
| And more than all tlie gods, your generous heart, 
| Confcivus of worth, requit irs own deſert! 
In you this age is happy, and this earth: 
And parents more than mortal gave you birth. 
While rolling rivers into ſeas ſhall run, 
And round the ſpace of heaven the radiant ſun: 
Waile erees the mountain-tops with ſhades ſupply, 
| Your honour, name, and praiſe ſhall never die. 
| Whate'er abod my fortune has aſſign d, 
| Y our image ſhall be preſent in my mind. 
Thus having ſaid ; he turn'd with pious haſte, 
| And joytul his expecting triends embrac'd: 
| With his right hand Ilioneus was grac'd, 
Sereſtus with his left; then to his breaſt 


1 
i 


| Cleanthus and the noble Gyas preſs'd, 
And ſo by turns deſcended to the reſt, 

hne Tyrian queen ſtood fix'd upon his face, 
Pleaz'd with his motions, raviſh'd with his grace: 
Admir'd his fortunes, more admir'd the man; 
Then recollected ſtood; and thus bægan: 
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W hat fate, O goddefs-bory, what angry powers 
Have caſt you ſhipwreck'd on our barren ſhores ? 
Are you the great Uneas, known to fame, 
Who from celeſtial feed your lineage claign ? 
The ſame A as. whom fair Venus hore 
To fam'd Ancnies on i” 1dean ſhore ? 

t calls into my mind, though then a child, 
When Teucer came from Salamis exib d; 

And ſought my father's aid, to be reſtor'd : 
My father Pelus then with fire and ſword 
Invaded Cyprus, made the region bare, 
And conquering, finiſh'd the ſucceſsful war. 
From him the Trojan ſiege I underſtood, 
The Grecian chiefs, and your illuſtrious blood, 
Your foe himſelf the Dardan valour prais'd, 
And his own anceſtry from Trojans rais'd. 
Enter, my noble gueſt, and you mall find, 
If not a coſtly welcome, yet a kind. 
For I myſelf, like you, have been diftreſs'd ; 
Till heaven afforded me this place of reſt. 
Like you, an alien in a land unknown, 

Nearn to pity woes, ſo like my own. 

Shefaid, and to the palace led her gueſt, 
Then offer*d incenſe, .and proclaim'd a feaſt. 
Nor yet leſs careful for her abſent friends, 
Twice ten fat oxen to the ſhips ſhe ſens : 
Beſides a' hundred boars, a hundred lambs, 
With bleating cries, attend their milky dams. 
And jars of generous wine, and ſpacious bowls, 
She gives to chear the ſailors drooping ſouls. 
Now purple hangings cloath the palace-walls, 
And ſumptuous feaſts are made in ſplendid hals: 
On Tyrian carpets, richly wrought, they dine; 
With loads of maſſy plate the ſide-hoards ſhine. 
And antic vaſes all of gold emboſs'd 
(The gold irfelf inferior to the coſt): 
Of curious work, where on the ſides were ſeen 
The tights and figures of illuſtrious men ; 
From their firſt founder to the preſent queen, 

The good Æneas, whoſe paternal care 

Iulus“ abſence could no longer hear, 
Diſpatch'd Achates to the ſhips in haſte, 
To give a glad relation of the paſt ; 


— — 


My ſon, my ſtrength, whoſe mighty power alone 
Controls the thunderer on his awtul throne ; 

To thee thy much afflicted mother flies. 

And on thy ſuccour, and thy faith relies. 


By force and fraud attempts thy brother's life. 

And often haſt thou mourn'd with me his pains; 

Him Dido now with blandiſhment detains ; 

But I ſuſpect the town where Juno reigns. 

For this, 'tis needful to prevent her art, 

And fire with love the proud Phoenician's heart, 

A love ſo violent, fo ſtrong, ſo ſure, 

As neither age can change, nor art can cure. 

How t!iis may be perform'd, now take my mind: 

Aſcanius, by his father, is deſign'd 

To come, with preſents, laden from the port, 

To gratify the queen, and gain the court. 

I mean to plunge the boy in pleaſing ſleep, 

And, raviſh'd, in Idalian bowers to keep 

Or high Cythera : that the ſweet deceit 

May paſs unſeen, and none prevent the cheat, 

Take thou his form and thape. I beg the grace 9 

But only for a night's revolving ſpace ; 

Thytett a boy, afſume a boy's diſſembled face, ) 

That when, amidſt the fervour of the feaſt 

The Tyrian hugs, and fonds thee on her breaſt, 

And with ſweet kiffes in her arms conſtrains, 

Thou may*it infuſe thy venom in her veins. 

The god of love obeys, and ſets aſide 

His bow and quiver, and his plumy pride : 

He walks lülus in his mother's fight ; 

And in the ſweet reſemblance takes deliglit. 
The goddeſs then to young Aſcanius flies, 

And, in a pleaſing lumber, ſeals his eyes; 

Lull'd in her lap, amidſt a train of loves, 

She gently bears him to her bliſsful groves : 

| Then with a wreath of myrtle crowns his head, 

And ſoftly lays him on a flowery hed. 

Cupid; mean time, afſum'd his form and face, 

| Following Achates with a ſhorter pace, 

| And brought the gifts, The queen already fate, 

| Amidſt the Trojan lords, in ſhining ſtate, 

High on a golden bed: her princely gueſt 


And, fravght with precious giſts, to bring the boy | Was next her fide, in order ſate the reſt. 
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Snatch'd from the ruins of unhappy Troy : 
A robe of tiſſue, ſtiff with golden wire; 

An upper veſt, once Helen's rich attire ; 
From Argos by the fam'd adultreſs brought: 


With golden flowers and winding foliage wrought; 


Her mother Leda's preſent, when ſhe came 
To ruin roy, and ſet the world on flame. 
The ſceptre Priam's eldeſt daughter bore. 

Her orient necklace, and the crown the wore z 
Ot double texture, glorious to hehold; 

One oder ſet with gems, and one with gold. 
Inftreted thus, the wiſe Achates goes: 

And in his diligence his duty ſhows. 

But Venus, anxious for her ſon's affairs, 
New counſels tries; and new deſigns prepares: 
That Cupid ſhould aſſume the ſhape and face 
Ot i eet Aſcanius, and the ſprightly grace: 
Should bring her preſents, in her nephew's ſtead, 
And in Eliza's veins the gentle poiſon ſhed. 


For much ſhe fear*d the Tyrians, double-rongued, 


And knew the town to ſuno's care belong? 


Theſe thou thts by night her golden ſlumbers 


broke ; 
And thus alarm'd to winged love ſhe ſpoke ; 


Then caniſters with hread are heap'd on high; ? 

Th' attendants water for their hands ſupply 3 ( 

And, having waſt'd, with ſilken towels dry. 5 

Next, fifty handmaids in long order bore 

| The cenſers, and with tumes the gods adore. 

Then youths, and virgins, twice as many, join 

To place the diſhes, and to ſerve the wine. 

The Tyrian train, admitted to the feaſt, 

Approach, and on the painted couches reſt. 

All on the Trojan gifts with wonder gaze: 

But view the beauteous boy with more amaze 

His roſy- colour'd cheeks, his radiant eyes, 

Jis motions, voice, and ſhape, and all the g0 
diſguiſe. 

Nor paſs unprais'd the veſt and veil divine, 


| Which wandering foliage and rich flowers entwine 


But, far above the reſt, the royal dame, 
(Already doom'd to love's diſaſtrous flame) 

With eyes inſatiate, and tumultuous joy, 
Beholds the preſents, and admires the boy. 

Ihe guileful god, about the hero long, 

With childrens play, and falſe embraces, hung; ; 
Then ſought the queen; ſhe took him to her ar 
With greedy pleaſure, and devour'd his charms. 


Thou know*'ſt my fon, how Jove's revengetul wife, 
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happy Dido little thought what gueſt, 
l vx dire a god ſhe drew ſo near her breaſt. 
put he, not mindleſs of his mother's prayer, 
Works in the pliant boſom of the fair ; 
And moulds-her heart anew, and blots her former 
care. 
The dead is to the living love reſign'd, 
Ard all Æneas enters in her mind. 
Now, when the rage of hunger was appeas'd, 
meat remov*d. and every gueſt was pleas'd, 
golden bowls with ſparkling wine are crown'd, 
and through the palace chearful cries reſound, 
vom gilded roofs depending lamps diſplay 
Nocturnal beams, that emulate the day. 
A golden bowl, that ſhone with gems divine, 
queen commanded to be crown'd with wine, 
e bowl that Belus us'd, and all the Tyrian line. 
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7 ren, f. lence through the hall proclaim'd, ſhe ſpoke: 


O hoſpitable Jove ! we thus invoke, 

With folemn rites, thy ſacred name and power * 
Blels to both nations this auſpicious hour! 

do may the Trojan and the Tyrian line, 

In laſting concord, ſrom this day combine. 

Tho du, Bacchus, god of joys and friendly cheer, 
And gracious Juno, both be preſent here : 

And you, my lords of Tyre, your vows adcrets 
To heaven with mine, to ratify the peace. 

The gobiet then (ſhe took, with near crown'd 
(prnkling the firſt libations on the ground), 

And rais'd it to her mouth with ſober grace, 
Then, ſipping, offer*d to the next in place. 

Twas Bitias, whom ſhe call'd a thirſty ſoul, 

He took the challenge, and embrac'd the bowl: 
With pleaſure ſwill'd the gold, nor ceas'd to draw, 


11! he the bottom of the brimmer ſaw. 


F 


e goblet goes around: I6pas brought 


1:5 golden lyre, and ſung what ancient Atlas taught. 


de various labours of the wandering moon, 

an whence proceed th eclipſes of the ſun, 
original of men and beaſts; and whence 7 
The rains ariſe, and fires their warmth diſpenſe; : 
a4 f d and erring ſtars diſpoſe their influence. 5 
hat ſhakes the ſolid earth, what cauſe delays 

ine ſummet nights, and ſhortens winter days. 

* th pe als ot ſhouts the Tyrians praiſe the ſong; 
Tho peak are echo'd by the Trojan throng. 


Th unhappy queen with talk prolong'd the night, 
Ad ink lar ze draugh . of love with vaſt delight. 

am nuch enquir'd, of Hector more; 

d what arms the ſwarthy Memnon 
wore ; 

n fr00ps he landed on the Trojan ſhore. 
egg of Diomede vary'd the diſcourſe, 
And fierce Achille „ Wit his mate .lefs force. 


tt, as fate and her ill ſtars requir'd, 


ir the ſeries of the var deſir'd: 

Lenne at large, . god. like gueſt, ſhe ad, 
 IECIIN ftratazems, the town betray d 

of ſo long a war, 


't, your wanderings, and your woes, de- 
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mne on Every ſea, on every coaſt, 

nen have been diſtreſs d, your navy toſs'd, 
it mes the ſun has eiter ti Olic View "the 
inter banith'd, and the ſpring renew 4. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


FEneas relates hoxy the city of Tr oy was taken, a _ 
a ten years eke by the treachery of Sinon, and the 
fra: *agem of a wvooden horſe. He declares the fixed 
reſolution ke lad taken, not to ſurviwe the ruins of 
his country, and the « woos adventures he met with 
in the defence of i FF: M la} A having been before ad- 
vi ſed by Hector“, ghoſts and now by the appearance 
of is mother Venus, he 1s res viled: upon 0 leave 
the torun, and ſettle his houſhuld gods in another 
country. In order to this ke carries off his father 
n his ſhoulders, and leads his little ſon by the hand, 
his wife following kim behind, Mien he comes to 
the place appointed for the general rendezvous, he 
finds a great confluence of people, but miſſes his v <, 
whoſe ghoſt afterwards appears to Aim, and tells 
lim the land which ⁊uas deſigned for him. 


AS were attentive to the god-like man, 
When, trom his lofty couch, he thus began: 
Great queen ! what you command me to relate, 
Renews the ſad remembrance of our fate, 
An empire from its old foundations rent, 
And every woe the Trojans underwent ; 
A peopled city made a deſert place; 
All that I ſaw, and part of which I was: 
Not ev*n the hardeſt of our foes could hear, 
Nor ſtern Ulyfles tell without a tear. 
And now the latter watch of waſting night, 
And ſetting ſtars, to kindly reſt invite. 
But, ſince you take ſuch intereſt in our woe, 
And Troy's diſaſtrous end defire to know, 
| will reſtrain my tears, and briefly tell 
What in our laſt and fatal night beſel. 
By deſtiny compell'd, and iu deſpair, 
| The Grecks grew weary of the tedions war: 
And, by Minerva's aid, a fabric rear'd, 
Which, like a ſteed of monſtrous height, appear d; 
The ſides were plan d with pine, they feign'd it made 
For their return, and this the vow they paid. 
Thus they pretend; but in the hollow fide 
Selected numbers of their ſoldiers hide: 
With inward arms the dire machine they load, 
And iron bowels ſtuff the dark abode. 
In ſight of Troy lies Tenedos, an ifle 4 
(While ſortune did on Priam's empire ſmile) 


. eee 


— . 
3 


7 6 

Renown'd tor wealth; but ſince a faithleſs bay, * 
Warre thips expos'd to winds and weather lay. i 
There was their fleet. conceal'd: we thought for , 'Þ 
Greec 1 

eece 


1 
| The fails were hoiſted, and our fears releaſe, . 1 
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The Trojans, coop'd within their walls ſo long, 

Unbar their gates, and iſſue in a throny, 

Like ſwarming bees, and, with delight, ſurvey 

The camp deſerted where the Thracians lay: 

The quarters of the ſeveral chicfs they ſhow'd, 

Here Phcenix, here Achilles made abode, 

Here join'd the battles, there the navy rode. 

Part on the pile their wondering eyes employ 

(The pile by Pallas rais'd to ruin Troy). 

Thymeætes firſt (tis doubtful whether hir d,. 

Or ſo the Trojan deſtiny requir'd) 

Mov*d that the ramparts might be broken down, 

To lodge the monſter fabric in the town. 

But Capys, ind the reſt of ſounder mind, 

The fatal preſent to the flames deſign'd; 

Or to the watery deep: at leaſt to bore 

The hollow tides, and hidden frauds explore : 

The giddy vulgar, as their fancies guide, 

With noiſe ſay nothing, and in parts divide. 

Laocoon, followed by a numerous crowd, 

Ran from the fort; and cry*d, from far, aloud ; 

O wretched countrymen : what fury reiens ? 

What more than madneſs has poſſeſs'd your brains? 

Think you the Grecians from your coaſts are 

gone, 

And are Ulytles? arts no better known? 

This hollow fabric either mult incloſe, 

Within its blind receſs, our ſecret foes ; 

Or *tis an engine rais'd above the town, 

T' o*crlook the walls, and then to batter down. 

Somewhat is ſure defign'd ; by fraud or force ; 

Truſt not their preſents, nor aamit the herſe. 

Thus having ſaid, againſt the ſteed he threw 

His forceful ſpear, which, hiſſing as it flew, 

Pierc'd through the viclding planks of jointed wood, 

And trembling in the hollow belly ſtood. 

The fides tranſpierc'd return a rattling ſound, 

And groans of Greeks inclos'd come iſſuing through 
the wound, 

And had not heaven the fall of Troy deſign'd, 

Or had not men hen fated to be blind, 

Enough was ſaid and done, t inſpire a better 
mind : 

Then had our lances pierc'd the treacherous wood, 

And Ihan towers and Priam's empire ſtood. 

Mean time, with ſhouts, the Trojan ſhepherds bring 

A captive Greek in bands, before the king: 

Taken, to take; who made himſelf their prey, 

T* ;zmpoſe on their belief, and Troy betray. 

Fix'd on his aim, and obſtinately bent 

Jo die uncaunted, or to circumvent. 

About the captive, tides of "Trojans flow z 

All preſs to ſce, and ſome inſult the tce. 

Now hear how well the Greeks their wiles diſguis'd, 

Beho!d a nation in a man compris'd. 

Trembling the miſcreant ſtood, unarm'd and hound; 

He ſtar' d, and roll'd his haggard eyes around; 

Then ſaid, Alas! what earth remains, what fea 

13 open to receive unhappy me 

What fate a wretched fugitive attends, 

Scorn'd by my foes, abandon'd by my friends 

He ſaid, and ſigh'd, and caſt a rueful eye: 


Our pity kindles, and our paſſions die. 


We chear the youth to make his own defence, 
And freely tell us what he was, and whence : 
What news he could impart, we long to know, 
And what to credit from a captive ſos. 
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His fear at length difmiſs'd, he ſaid, whatver 
My fate ordains, my words ſhall be lincerc : 
I neither can, nor dare, my birth diſcla.m ; 
Greece is my country, Sinon is my name: 
Though plung'd by fortune's power in miſery, 
Lis not in fortune's power to make me lye, 
If any chance has hither brought the name 
Ot Palamedes, not unknown'to fame, 
Who ſuffer'd from the malice of the times; 
Accus'd and ſertenc'd for pretended crimes: 
Becauſe the fatal wats he wovld prevent; 
Whoſe death the wretched Greeks too late lament : 


iy 


Me, then a boy, my father, poor and hare ! 


Ot other means, committed to his care: 

His kinſman and companion in the war 
While fortune favour'd, while his arms ſupport 
The cauſe, and rul'd the counſels of the court, 
I made ſome figure there; nor was my name 
Obſcure, nor I without my thare of fame. 
But when Ulytles, with fallacious arts, 

Had made impreſſion in the peoples” hearts; 
and forg'd a treaſon in my patron's name 

(I ſpeak of things too far divulg*d by fame), 
My kinfman fell; then I, without ſupport, 

In private mourn'd his loſs, and left the court, 
Mad as I was, I could not bear his fate 

With filent grief, but loudly blam'd the ſtate: 
And curs'd the direful author of my woes, 
"Twas told again, ard hence my tuin oſe. 


[ threaten'd, if indulgent heaven once more ! 
Would land me ſafely on my native ſhore, 
His death with double vengeance to reſtore. | 


This mov'd the murdercr's hare, and ſoon enſu'd 
Th' effects of malice from a man fo proud. 
Ambiguous rumours through the camp he ſpread, 
and ſought, by treaſon, my devoted head: 
New crimes invented, leſt unturn'd no ſtone, 
To make my guilt appear, and hide his own, 
Till Calchas was by force and threatening wrovent 
But why—why dwell 1 on that anxious thought” 
If on my nation juſt revenge you ſeek, 
And ' tis t' appear a foe, t' appear a Greek; 
Already you my name and country know, 
Aſſuage your thirſt of blood, and ſtrike the blow : 
My death will hoth the kingly brothers pleaſe, 
And ſet inſatiate Ithacus at eaſe. 
This fair unfiniſh'd tale, theſe broken ſtarts, 
dais d expectations in our longing hearts: ö 
| Unkrnowing as we were in Grecian arts. 
| His former trembling once again renew'd, 
With aQted (car, the villain thus purſu'd: 
| Long had the Grecians 'tir'd with fruitleſs care, 
and weary'd with an unſucceſsful war) 
Reſolvꝰ'd to raiſe the ſiege, and leave the ton 
| And, had the gods permitted, they had gone. 
But oft the wintery ſeas and ſoutſiern winds 2 
Wichſtood their paſſage home, and chang'd tes 
inds. 
Portents and prodigies their ſouls ama d; 
But moſt, when this ſtupendous pile was fass 
Then flaming meteors, hung in air, were teen, 
and thunders rattled through a ſky ſerene : 
Diſmay'd, and tearful of ſome dire event, 
Eurypylus, t' enquire their fate, was ſept ; SS 
He from the gods this dreadful anſwet Wenn 
O Grecians : when the Trojan ſnores you ws 1 
Your pailage with a virgin's blood was boug"! 
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do muſt your ſafe return be bought ap ain, 

And Grecian blood once more atone the main! 
The ſpreading rumgur round the people ran; 
All fear'd, and each believ'd himſelf the mah. 
Ulyſſes took th* advantage of their fright ; 

Call'd Caichas, and produc'd in open fight : 
Then bade him name the wretch, o:dain'd by fate 
The * ublic victim, to redeem the itate. 

Already ſome preſag'd the dire event, 

And ſaw what ſacrifice Ulyfſes meant. 

for twice five days the good old ſeer withſtood 
intended treaſon, and was dumb to hlood. 

|, tir'd with endleſs clamours, and purſuit 
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When firſt her fatal image touc id the ground, 


She ſternly caſt her glaring eyes around ; 
That ſparkled as they roll d, and ſeem'd to threat: 
| Her heaven'y !Imbs dittill'd a briny ſwear. 
[Thrice for? the ground ſhe leap'd, was ſeen to 
eil 
Her brandiſh'd lance, and ſhake her horrid ſhield ! 
Ihen Calchas bade our hoſt for flight propa 
| And hope no co quel t from the tedious war: 
Till firtt th ty faild for Greece; with prayers be - 
ſought 
Fer injur'd power, and better omens brought. 
And row their navy ploughs the watery main, 


Of Ithacus, he Rood no longer mute: Wet, oon xpect i on your ſhores again, 

Put, as it was a reed, pronounc'd that 1 With Þallas pleas'd; as Calchas did ordain. 
Was deſtin'd by the wratbful gods to die! * gt, to reconcile the blue-ey'd maid, 

al! prais'd the ſentence, pleas'd the form ſhould fall For hier ſtolen ſtatue, and ber tower hetray'd ; 
On one alone, whoſe fury threaten'd all. * nid by the ſcer, to her oftended name 


ſhe diſmal day was come, the prieſts prepare 
Their leaven*d cakes, and fillets ſor my hair. 
| follow'd nature's laws, and muſt avow 
broke my honds, and fled the fatal blow. 
Hd ina weedy lake all night I lay, 
te of ſafety when they ſail'd away. 
Put now what further hopes for me remain, 
o ſee my triends or native ſoil again? 
ly tender infants, or my careſul fire, 
Whom they returning will to dearh require ? 
wil perperrate on them their firſt deſign, 
Ani take the forfeit of their heads for mine 
Which, O, if pity mortal minds can move, 
there be faith below, or gods above, 
it rnocence and truth can claim deſert, 
Le Trojans, from an injur'd wretch avert. 
Falſe tears true pity move: the king commands 
10 hHoſe his ſetter 8, and unhind his hands : 
en adds theſe friendly words; diſmiſs he ſears, 
F get the Greeks, be mine a as thou wert theirs : 
t truly tell, was it for force or guile, 
Ori ome _—_ end, you rais'd this pile ? 
hes laid the king. He, full of fraudſul arts, 
* _ invented tale for truth imparts : 
amp of heaven! he ſaid, and litted high 
han 05 now free, thou venerable ſky, 
lable powers, ador'd with dread, 
far ara flets, that once bound this head. 
de here altars, from whoſe flames I fled, 
alot you abjur'd and grant I may, 
't)out a crime, th* ungrateful Greeks betray ! 
cal the ſecrets of the guilt y ſtate, 
'uitly puniſh whom 1 juſtly hate ! 
con, O king ! preſerve ul ie faith you gave. 
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8 ro ſave myſelt, youre empi ire ſave. 
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1 Grecian hop es, and all th” 3 they made 
ele only founded on Minerva's aid 

o 


tom the time when! impious Diomece, 
Leuch tale Ulyſſes, that inventive head, 
den image from the temple drew, 

he lleeping guardians of the caſtle flew, 
. Virgin ſtatue with their bloody Ay 
ed and p rophan'd her holy bands 
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mn tnence the tide of fortune leſt thats ſtore, 
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00 much faſter than it flow'd before: 

ge languiſh'd, as their hopes decay'd, 
allas, now averſe, "refar' d her aid, 

i dd the goddeſs c oubtſully declare 

"* ard mind, and alienated care: 


Tir CO! Ira 
 Þ 


514 LE of 
1411 
4 


„„ 


We rais'd, and acdicate this wondrous frame 
So lotty, leſt through your ſorbidden gates 
It pats, and intercept our better fates. 

For once admitted there, our hopes are loſl ; 

and Froy may then a new Palladium boall. 
For ſo religion and the gods ordain; 
hat it you violate with hands profane 
(Minerva's gift, your town in flames ſhall burn, 
(which emen, 0 ye gods, on Creci tuin)! 

But it it climb, with your aſſiſting hands, 

The Trojan walls, and in the city ſtands, 
ten roy ſhall Argos and Mycenz burn, 

And the reverſe of tate on us return. 
With ſuch ceceits he gain'd their caſy hearts, 
Too prone to credit his perfidious arts, 

What Diomne de, nor Thetis' greater ſon, 
thouſand ſhips, nor ten years ſiege had done: 
Falſe tears and ſawning words the city won. 

\ greater omen, and of worſe portent, 

Did our unwary minds with ſear torment : 
Concurring to produce the dire event. 

| Laocoon, Neptune's $ pric!t by lot that year, 
With ſolemn pomp then ſacrificed a ſteer. 
Waen, dreadful to behold, from fea we ſpy'd 
Two ſerpents rank'd abreaſt, the ſcas divide, 

und ſmoothly ſweep along the ſwelling tide. 
| Their ſtaminꝝ creits above the waves they ſhow, 
| Their bellies ſeem to burn the ſeas below: 
heir ſpeckled tails advance to ſteer their courſe, 
And, on the ſounding ſhore, the flying biliows force. 
And no the ſtrand, and now the plain they held, 

3 *v;th bloody ſtreaks were Gill CG: 

Their nimblc tongues they brandiſh'd as they came, 
And lick'd their ting 1495 that ſputter'd flame. 
We fled amaz d; ; their de ſtin'd way they take, 

1 And to Laocoon and his children make: 
| And firſt around | the tender hoys they wind, 
Ihen with their ſharpen'd fangs their limbs and bo- 
inns] 
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With pious haſte, but vain, hs next invade : 
Twice roun his wail L their winding volum s roll'd wy 
Ard twice about his paſp! ng throat they fold. 
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The wretc hed father, running to their aid 

| 
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| | 
1. 

The prieſt, thus doubiy chok 'd, their creſts divide, 
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ö i 
! And, Te o'er his 5 cad, in triumph ride. 


[With both his hands he labours at the knots, 
His holy fillets the blue venom blots : 

His 10arin? fills the fl! tting air around. 

Thus, when an ox teceives a glaneing wound, 
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He breaks his bands, the fatal altar flies, 

And, with loud bellowings, breaks the yielding ſkies 
Their taſks perform*d, the ſerpents quit their prey, 
And to the tower of Pallas make their way : 
Couch'd at her feet, they lie protected there, 

By her large buckler, and protended ſpcar. 
Amazement ſeizes all; the general cry 

Proclaims Laocoon juſtly doom'd to die, 

Whoſe hand the will of Pallas liad withſtood, 

And dar'd to violate the ſacred wood. 

All vote t' admit the ſteed, that vos be paid, 
And incenſe offer'd to th* offended maid. 

A ſpacious breach is made, the town lies bare, 
Some hoiſting levers, fome the wheels prepare, 
And faſten to the horſes feet: the reſt 

With cables hall along th' unwieldy beaſt. 

Each on his fellow for aſſiſtance calls: 

At length the fatal fabric mounts the walls, 

Big with deſtruction, Poys with chaplets crown'd, 
And choirs of virgins, ſing and dance around. 
Thus rais'd aloft, and then deſcending down, 

It enters o'er our heads and threats the town. 

O ſacred city! built by hands divine ! 

O valiant heroes of the Trojan line 

Four times he ſtuck ; as oft the claſhing ſound 

Of arms was heard, and inward groans rebound, 
Yet, mad with zeal, and blinded with our tate, 
We hawl along the horſe in ſolemn ſtate ; 

Then place the dire portent within the tower, 
Caſſandra cry*d, and curs'd th' unhappy hour; 
Foretold our fate; but, by the gods decrce 

All heard, and none believ'd, the prophecy. 

With branches we the fanes adorn, and walle 

In jollity the day ordain'd to be the laſt. 

Meantime the rapid heavens ro!!'d down the light, 
And on the ſhaded ocean ruth'd the night : 

Hur men ſecure, nor guards nor centries held, 
Hut eaſy ſleep their weary limbs compell'd. 

The Grecians had embark'd their naval powers 
From Tenedos, and ſought our well-known ſhores: 
Safe under covert of the filent night, 

And guided by th' imperial galley*s.light. 

When Sinon, ſavour'd by the partial gods, 
Uniock*d the horſe, and op'd his dark abodes; 
Reſtor'd to vital air our hidden focs, 

Who joyſul from their long confinement role, 
Tyſander bold, and Sthenelus their guide, 

And dire Ulyſſes down the cable flide : 

Then Thoas, Athamas, and Pyrrhus haſte; 

Nor was the Podalyrian hero laſt : 

Nor injur*d Menelaus, nor the fam'd 

Epeus, who the fatal en ine ſram'd. 

A nameleſs crowd ſucceed ; their forces 1oin 

T' invade the town, oppreſs d with fleep and wine. 
Thofe few they find awake, firſt mect their tate, 
Then to their fellows they unhar the gate. 

Twas in the dead of night, when ſleep repairs 
Our bodies worn with toils, our minds with cares, 
When Hector's ghoſt before my fight appears: 

A bloody ſhroud he ſeem'd. and hath'd in tears. 
Such as he was, when, by Pelides ſlain, 
Theſſalian courſers dragg*d him o'er the plain. 
Swoln were his feet, as when the thongs were thruſt 
Through the bor'd holes, his body black with duſt, 
Unlike that Hector, who return'd from tolls 

Of war triumphant, in /Eacian ſpoils : 

Or him, who made the fainting Greeks retire, 
And launcl*d againſt their navy Phrygian fire, 


s POEMS. 


His hair and beard ſtood ſtiffen'd with his gore; 
And all the wounds he for his country bore, 
Now ftream'd afreſh, and with new purple ran: 
I wept to ſee the viſionary m an: 

And, while my trance continu'd, thus began: 
O light of Trojans, and ſupport of Troy. 
Thy father's champion, and thy country's joy ! 
O, long expected by thy friends! from whence 
Art thou fo late return*d for our deſence ? 

Do we behold thee, weary'd as we are, 

With length of labours and with toils of war ? 
After ſo many funerals of thy own, 

Art thou reſtor'd to thy declining town ? 


grace 
Deforms the manly features of thy face ? 
To this the ſpectre no reply did frame; 
But anſwer*d.to the cauſe for which he came: 
And, groanins from the bottom of his breaſt, 


(goddeſs .born ! eſcape, by timely flight, 
The flames and horrors of this fatal night. 
The foes, already, have pofſeſ,'d the wall, 
roy nods from high, and totters to her fal!, 
Enough is paid to Priam's royal name, 

More than enough to duty and to fame. 

It by a mortal hand my father's throne 

Could be defended, *twas by mine alone : 
Now Troy to thee commends her future ate, 
And gives her gods companions of thy fate : 
From their aſſiſtance happier walls expect, 
Which, wandering long, at laſt thou ſhalt ere 
He ſaid, and brought me from their bleſt ahodes, 
The venerable ſtatues of the gods: 

With ancient Veita from the ſacred choir 
The wreaths and relics of th' immortal fre. 


} 


war! 

The noiſe approaches, though, our palace ſtood 
Aloof from ſtreets, encompaſs'd witlr a wood, 
Louder, and yet more loud, I hear th' alarms 
Of human cries diſtin, and claſhing arms 
Fear broke my ſlumbers: I no longer ſtay, 
But mount the terraſs, thence the town furvey : 
And hearken what the fruitful ſounds convey | 
Thus when a flood of fire by wind is born, 


Crackling it rolls, and mows the ſtanding coin! 


Or deluges, deſcending on the plains, 

| Sweep o'er the yellow year, deſtroy the pairs 
'Of labouring oxen, and the peaſant's gains: 

| Unroot the foreſt oaks, and bear away 

| Flocks, folds, and trees, an undiſtinguiiir'© | 


k 
n'a grey: 


The ſhepherd climbs the cliff, and ſees, Hm far, 


| The waſteful ravage of the watery war. 
Then HeQor's faith was manifeſtly clear'd; 
And Grecian frauds in open light appear'd © 
The palace of Deiphobus aſcends +3; 
In ſmoaky flames, and catches on his {riencs, 
Ucalegon burns next; the ſeas are bright 


| light. 5 
New clamours and new clangors now ate, 
The ſound of trumpets mix'c with fighting cries 
With frenzy ſciz'd, I run to meet th alarms; 
|Reſolv'd on death, reſolv d to die in arms! 
But firſt, to gather friends, with them t' oppole: 
It fortune favour d, and repel the foes. 


But tay, what wounds are theſe? What new 0 


Now peals of ſhouts come thundering [ron ata 
Cries, threats, and loud laments, and mingie? 
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This warning, in theſe mournſul words, expreſs's 


« 


- — 2 x 1 * ron 
With ſplendor not their own; anc ſhine with Tro, 


2 


1 by _ 
DB RY DEMS 


j * A194 Ls, 83 3 © or 
Dult 1 57 my $C/ids 4 e, = in countr) : (f 
0 


7 
1 ſenſe of honour, and revenge 


inſpir'd! | 
* cus, Apollo's prieſt, a ſacred name, | 
:ap'd the Grecian ſwords, and paſs*'d the 
"A: my z | 
rel! CS loa len, to my doors he fled, | 
r 1 Grips lcd. 
luither can we run f | 
0 and v A at may yet be cone ? | 
had I ſaid, when Pantheus, with a groan, | 
is no wore, and Itum was a town ! | 
latal day, th' appointed hour, is come, | 
n wra thful jove's irrevocable doom 
fers the Trojan ſtate to Grecian hands. 
e conſumcs the town the 
med hoſts, an ut: 
Mm the bowels of the fatal horſc! 
n the gates proud Sinon ti 
and foes for cntra 


fre Far 148 
IOC COMMA 


» 4 1 yy) 
Halle 4 


thout. 
4 S117” A of +2 I | 4 % #4 

th thouſand others, whom 1] tear to 1 e 

than tom Argos or Mycenæ cam 


veral Hoſts thei ir r Þ: tio 


TY AA 1 +4 14 
ICE DIC * I 
4 


cla y Gin ide ; 
the narrow Ri ſome ſcour the wide. 
they kill, th' unwary they ſurpri | 


UTDTL1Z 


I 


helits finds death, and death finds him who 
flies | 
warders ol the g te but ſcarce mainta | 
unequal combat, and refift in vain 
ras; and ven, that well-born foul res, 
pts me. th } * Ute o ord mad rin ti I 
' re claſhing arms and c!:umour calls, 
uch undaunted to deſend the walls! 
nd Iphitus hy my fide engage, [! 
one renown*d, and one for age | 
and Hypanis by moonlight knew 
[] 
ors and my mien, and to my party drew; 
nz Chorcebus, Who by love Was led | 
nicnown and fair Caſſandra's bed: | 
lately brought his troops to Priam's aid: 
varn'd in vain by the prophetic maid. | 
1, when ] fav, refolv*d in arms to ſall, | 
© ONE pit a ated all; 
Is, faid J, but brave, alas! in vain : | 
nunich what out crucl fates orda 
(iT | ef; i? {? I7 4 q Our all:1liti; ' 
* 120 1 . 3 ave uo 
A ing PUWEers ate gem to Prayers 
: ( ; beho! th 0 10 Ks d. IC 
les, and 4 ndon to the : il 
| * L . * 2 ts p ien „ re 
| 8 de } 3) Iv ire 
fall, but fall amidſt our toes: 
lie, the means of living ſho 
pech encourag'd their defire 
nd added ſuel to t E 
y Wolves, with raging app*tite, 
UH t fields, nor fcar tlic {torr niglit 
it home Expect the promis d food, 
ng to Nene t! ir d * Ky z in blood, 
f e forth a once, reſolv'd to die, 
5 
a 1m 1th the laſt extren $ tO try! 
the narrow lanes behind, and dare 
jual e mhat in the pub] C LQUATE 3 ! 

ö * Hiend, our lead Wa 5 ür. | 
tongue can tell the flaughter of that nicht! | 
es can veep the ſorro nd aftrigh | 

* Cit an mperial city | I! , 
[tre = 


12 0 uſes and 
And lo ule > nations make a common flood, 
Not only 


Conſus 


71 
Vho tho 


[Ot ir th lips are laden wich 


5 a 
nn fon 1 _ vn 
In Vans for him and hi » WL 


x1 * 


Swoln with ſuc: 


Mix'd with ti 


1118 1 1 Av * 7 * * r 2 1 7 [a * 7 
me to the ſhore and {afer ſhips retreat 


POEM $. | 3 
holy temples float in blood, 


i rojans fall, but, in their turn, 


he vanquifh'd triumph, and the vitors mourn, 


| Ours take new courage from d op ur and night; 


the fortune is, conſus'd the fight. 


wy parts refound vith tumults, plz Ain t'S, and fears, 
nd grifly death in ſundry ſhapes appears * 
(nd! _ 1s {el among u with ms band, 


ght us Grecians newly come to land: 
10 e nce, ſaid he, my | 
ou loiter, while the ſpoils are borne away. 

the Trojan ſtore, 
like truants, ce jate a thore 
le ſaid, but ſoon corrected | is miſt ke, 
un 9 hy the doubtful anſwers which we make : 
maz'd he would have ſhunn'd th* unequal fight, 


1 1 * 
3 me too 


Ut we. more numerous. en d his flight. 


Ne | eatant, in 2 bu thy brake, 


r * 1 11 * E Li E s 
las, with unwary fcoting, preſs'd a ſnake, 
U 4, » 4 V nw | iry 
+4 * 4 


7 wennn i ** 

ie yeck, and roliing 
ſurpriz'd Androgeos 

| * compaſs round, 

ar, unknowing of the ground; 
an caſy conquet found. 

as ſot tune on our fi: it * de avour ſmil'd; 

; then, with youthful hopes beg -uild, 

6, and of a Caring mind, 


4 


| »* ** þ * 7 41 « 3 
us new invention fatally delien'd; 


es; 
111 es! 


' LO! £ * 


A { 3 1 7 
+ Alc ne. unce 101 


% * 2 ! ö 7 
iis fit we ſhould tui auſpicieus guide obey, 
YT De 3 
! Vi K 12 (he theft ns an 4 rms be {tow 6s 
ut their deftruQion, and the Trojans go doc? 
| Ange we INES, and their e levices bear, 
1 * 1 8 1 a Ta — 
et fraud fupply the want of force in war. 
EM. eek. 4.485 
tit) nn a \ {IT LIP 1 151 15 ſaid, i Tmiett He Greis 
1 \ as a 
w * - " ; 
. 1 ** . 1 _ & 2 e 
1154 ite | [ UC ler, 4110 his plum ein 
Bo. bo. Nam ad PR | 3 5 2 
i 15 1 11268, 111435 «1414 the Tre in tr! aing 


* U * 2 

17 ( * WI thei! OW n attire, a! id ſtrip t! 
Greeks, we go with ill preſage, 

lattcr'd with hopes to 2 our ercedy rage: 


* 


:& 12 in. 


wa | . 52 i 0 hes w 

nknown, a Multing whom we blindly mect, 

) "2 F< » 5 | * * a . x & 

nd ftrew, with Crecian carcaſes, the ſtreet. 
* | 1 o . wie * 2 * + 

11 Wen 4 fl ik 111 ee 14115 E eie We 1 cat, 


aA F; 1 1 f zer . 
nad lome, oppretz'da Wit more igr ol le fear, 
= 1 7 In: =o, 1 5 
mount fil 110, OW HONC. Ai Pant in e cret : the! 
7 * 7 4 J i * 72 5 4 1 Ir TE | 1 * 10 
ts iT. i ++ 4 $4 4 \ O1 vA 0 I Tal — mac »y 
. 5 3 4 - * . 
* Cf) i 1 r} » t tA 5 Dod \ +} tue then al . : 
; 
1 1 * i *« - 
4 — 105 11 pre 1 * 0 . fi * 1.41 
{? , 28 114 5 77 * 1 0 
17141 w 1 n \ CI anne C1 Gn Na » 
i”) . * 8 1 ? 
k \ i] 1 Ot! 4 11 ET v a * 111 1 ©, ! 1 1 icrcad 1. o 
7 * x # cv 1 - : 
| | LY * f i Pre tec +: T1 124 0 15 4 11 52 
1 ' . - l , K 1 
* 110 18 11144 111 % 4 0 4 12 C 1 1 Se) Wit CF) a 
WT" gory II TY 19 r * 
4 * A All nile COU o tie tender 14415 Were ty 4 


a 1e 1 I - b A* p 6 
} ic! eq i! C HOITEDUS ak NO! beat 5 
11 I ity yp 1 ra ted VV tu dest Ir 
4 » i FA $3 53 (#5 « EEE ST kd whe * 34 Ld % 1 5 


n 18 9 ier 
Far liners he Hen 1 


1 


rie ends, this long delay 


* 2 
„ 
"a 
. Ka 
þ & 4 
" 15M 
4 
Ke. 
FC 
® þ 
f ix 
78 
"7 
R ! 
mere. 
+3 bs 
$2 


ls th 


une 1 ows the way, 


8 


* 


ay 51 1111 SY ImnNiec WW port lu e 
4 


71 
n 


af 5 — * 


— 


«7 
* 


\ na our. 


=P : f a : 4 1 1 
ut ſtorms of ones, lromtle pro d temple s height, 55 
our do , and on our batter'd helms alizht ; 5. 
e from cur friend » Fe ceiv'd this fatal blow, 


ho eee us Grecians, as we feem'd in ſhow, 


£ 


[licy um at the miſtaken creſts, from high, 


Ccencath the pongerous ruin lie. 


dos” Yee CARES. 


— 


354 


Then, mov'd wit 


RR YDStS 1) 


h anger and 5 ris to ſee 
Their troops diſpers'd, the roy al virgin free: 
The G Wa rally, and their powers unite 
= ith fury chai ge t d renew the figlit. 
other kings with Ajax join their ſorce, 
= the whole ſquadren of Thieſſalian hor fc. 
Thus, wha the rival t! Fer: quarrel try, 
Contending for the kingdom of the 1! Ky, 
South, caſt, and weſt, on airy courſers borne, 
The whi clwind gathers, and the woods are torn : 
Then Nereus ſtrikes the deep, the billovs riſe, 
ANC, mix*d with ooze and ſand , poll: ute the ſkics. 
The troops we ſquander'd firſt, again appear 
From ſeveral quarters, and incloſe the rear, 
They firſt obſerve, and to the reft betray, 
Our different [peech ; z our borrow*'d ams ſurvey, 
O; preſs” d with odds, we fall; Choro:bus firit, 
At Pala by Fer elcus | ierc'd 
Then M eus follow'd, in th' unequal fight ; 
fuft Ot his word, obſtrvant of the right ; 
Heaven dong! trot fo: Dymas their fate attent!s, 
With Hipanis, miſtaken by their friends. 
N or Panthcus, thee, thy mit 


v4 
on 
15 «a7 


wind: 


_ 


4434 al 3 


nor tlie bands 
nchus, ſav'd from 25 6 800 hands ; 


LamMcs, You! teitin Or 7 ben 


nat I pe. ſorm'd, and what J. ufer Athers: 
* 1 . * * # 
SO ford a10iting in the fatal Nrile 
| : 
| | roi; 
Witnefs, ve heawers; J live net by m\ fault ; 
” - * T 
I {fitove to Ave deſerv | $474 Ge ml l ſought. 
Fut when. I could rot fo! t, and would have dvd. 
Horne off td dig mee by the: rowipg tide, 
Old Iphitus and ] were ! „ck tltoct. 
With Pella, wounded, and without Celence. 
New clamours from tt; inveſted palace fing; 


1 


OS 
2 215 88 1 ! i - 
We run to die, or diſen gage the in 
e } * 3 ”* 1 - 7 * 
deo hot th' afſiult, fo the tunuelt roſe, 
** 1 - p 
* ' 1 5 p | . 
* 1 S % zen o 41 iy — = LIES 1 » 9 
a .* - 1 4 4 5 
4 % exit 4 «ali an C4 2 | C | — 
' 1 
\ 255 1 3 
J * C I L ! Fa TIC. {7} 141 + a1 * 5 4e 
4 
* 14 ? "RY p 17 
Or as 411 } T3 ein we void e eur. 
o * 
eee > * * . * U . 
+ 4 15 i? ? * 2 4 * Us * 4 1 { C k + 
* 8 5 1 
. Ls, » 
*% 4 tan * : 4 * de e * k C& » 3 
* 1 p 
. Ln <4 1 . wy 3 25 10 7 C ture! 1 
82 «+ 8 # ? ' 
% ie I Wis L $4 - Ka 0 Wb & 4 * . 89 4 $$ 
. : | 
101 5 
1 v* > 4» 5 ? - TL. + [ 14 
en i! a. od) $2) \ \ ; 3 
a 
#44 +1 , — * 
* * PAT - ? - 
1 le, 17 I; £ pes +1 I 181 Tf ; 4 of 
** » +} x ! ” ] 22 3 
B16 M 11 C TI7:10 iey [1 tl a ment 
F 77, WF a ' 
ron the deniolim'd te the It. ter 
Juce! + 
: . 14 ? + % *% Cf [4 ? : 4 4 o s XL 4 4 _ 
* _ 3 PE _ * z _ 
HE | J , Md Toit il ©1111] 4 — 
* 
[uch 11 : 1 tune £ Pre ide 
£ 1 1 . * 
p o , 9 * 
kf if 1 i - ifs + 4 32) from On f ils 
— 
* 
1 * N . J . ! . 
e marks cf fiate 2 cet royalty 
of bh _ } ' p ! 
1 * 41s [ . \ 4 415 ti mk % DAS Atte Cl 
4 
r 3 „ Fol nA $1 A + 15 1 
The Ch: gc Aae, ANG TEC Fate deſend. 
Renew 11 . over rear 
1110 , *7 in il i oo Wit OTC! ( ent 15 
x 
7 » * > oy * , . 
A eco d time v an to tempt cur death: 
mw 8 1 8 
* ” 1 3 — * 1 4 
| © Cie! tlie el ACE » fried the 4 284 ſuccecd 
2 8 , we * 1 \ a. 1 ; * OY $M 6 +! "> ol - 1 
* 111 v Cary avi 7 Ane i% vi et 1 Kali. 
h SO 
E * 1 ! 4 
1 Ollern-g CO, VEL uno! er d and Ice, 
IT "<1 = ed 1. 11 
100 vs 34 ne zen gti O! a E 120 allet '% 
e Þ 7 ! i 4 - ' 1 
0 its kin: 8 CIVICTE iTtii, a WAY * en 4 10 1 + 
ud C 121 1 1 , 1 8 
a FAS 8 4 7 . 3, # 
A , C1 Ol OY Wille, Va 4 4 113 14 110 1k i ? I Q! 1 
* [1 1 Ec . 
LOUTH Winch the brought Aſtvanax, ur: N, 
1 i ; ' 5 ' > 
LOC 4 —_ +is 2 - 3 + {;rt "4 i | S \++ i v 8 — 4 


8 


Y 


> FORM 


[Through this we paſs, and mount the tower from 
| whence, [ 
| With unavailing arms the Trojans make defence. () 
'From this the trembling king had oft deſcry'd . 
| The Grecian camp, and ſaw their navy ride. | . 
Heams from his lofty Ie gut with ſwords we hew; | 
hen wrenching with our hands, th' aſſault tenen | 
And, where the rates son the column meet, 
Ve puſh them headlong with our arms and leet ; | 
The lightning flies not ſwiſter than the fall. 

Nor thunder louder than the ruin'd Wall: 
on goes the top at once; the Greeks hcneath 

| Are piece-meal torn, or pound, d into death. l 
| Vet more ſocceed, and more to death are fe1 it; 
'We ceaſe not from al ove, nor they below felent 

Be ſore the gate Nood Pyrrhus, threatenit g loud. 

With glittering arms conſpicuou : 


* 4 


sin the crowe, 


| (hin ern vin vont! tl N ſt 1 fake 
| 50 (hin „ TENCW dem youth, the creſted ſnake, 
V, ' 1 . 1 1 
ho {lc PX tlie v intel 1 LOrny brake: ' 
* 


4 4 tk, . * * 
nd, Ce 1itin F COU 18 ſ! C3 is ty when ſpring TCfUINS 
; x 

1 


x5 
Now looks aloft, por Wit 


3. ».1 , 1 y | Sp 1 10 
| \TIHOt 1 With 70e! Oes ner! 55 s Arden ! Ge 
| Ty 's) x 0 1 . 1 . 

: * * 1 — pe. ' f 
14% © le tic lun, A — 5 ra! C3 % nt; 1 Lit T14UC3 ; 

61 5 ** 8 wat t11 ; (A [ DOS al, N 
tig o ei the; als, Mlling lie 1041!5 alot 1 
b Int þ 1} yo ++ | 1 7 

ie TaNGIINES., a.” N n 3s t: 7 10 K 1 9 

Proud Periphas, and ficrce Automec! 
Ks LES 1 . Iz S434 34 W + Ws ww 5 a 4k 111 10 } 

3 o «}, 98 4 - 

(11S tather's cha! Ott EF, ner run 
- « : 1. x , 464 # 6#4 
Jo force the gate: The Scyrian infantry | 
* 

8 ned he k:; * 1 7 
l ; 1 I. roud 55 Anda k e Dark Ls -4 E 4 CE. 
I ao ok. ' - ? . HEAP, wg 
1 Ner, 12 lie court, Wit y T4 1 fs 7 ICT s s [ * IT of 4 
' 1 * . ! 

And flaming fire brands to the roots aſc: 

Os 
i $3 rw Cat! p . ! , 14 of | ' 
411 Ne. 111 ON. 4 k I % 10 reni 113 q CA bl f 7 
* % 
1 : 1 l ere 
And, With his x, repeated ſtrokes ULeſto. 
7 + 
\ bs i L 3 10 fe 1 % ? 1 9 3 7 ly 
On File $17 Ons Hs Lie! 4.4 tien FT C.-Y ak% SE we*ry 
oY 
Ba fy © IO 1 2. 

mn HOM the pots the brazen hinges t 

= pe A 1 EH 1 ' 

Ae CW: Pace, tiie double! rs Men in 

„ $6 IS, 4 = 2 ! _—_ 

ie 1 1418 3 1K. UNTCHLLLEG Ken 

" N a on a * "Th '* 4 
I! With Urte acht | Ine; the TOON Comet ai uw 
* - 
* ? * 1 J 
! ! n At 83 Ct » 0 k . 
* 1 # 
1 — þ ? C'& a6% | % 4 al i ! \ 1 * 
* * } } ? * * 
| 110 N CTC TIIC If CTiy guten IN eeret late 
| * ' , wa, 1 ! . 
Arm d e ſoldiers now by uenchling maids arc fo 
\ ? 2 * y A , 1 [* ; ' 1 
> * 2 i ns, - o al 1 « 4 [ 1e 4 % % 
| | . my 7 4 : ! % + * 
4 * 1101 15 n * 41 1TH 48990 4 : Ci 1980 * 1 5 
. . 4 
$7\4 » 4 O Wonen rene Ti \ i $44 1 
* i 
te .CITIUL MAtrONS ron from place to 5 
* x 7 . 
1 3 g * 10 131 > % ny 4 
* * 1 G F 
4 2 [ in 16 1 14 a 4 A 
"8 1 
f f ; 3 A LEY 40 6. 
* * 1 7 * 
34 C1 Bent 4 * 'y 1 10 * 0 & 
| 9115 * * 14 * __ i 
i ifs > iT WIA Mi 4118 U a 114 
? i} 4 1 1 i . 7 
N 1:1 Ti reel 55 418 411 111 uin! 1 
! 4 - ' 1 5 
OY. NUOAants wi they! 
* 0 1 * 5 4 4 
ti 10 ferce a rage. ! [Can 
%” * 
. W © Mo 1 — I, 1 R 1 X 1 F * * ' 
Koars Wen ne nds his! Pia CQUITCE V+ cis 
2 83 ? * + 24% : , it 1 4 PR | 1 
* {4 — CO 11 he ams WW} 4 L 171 + % { 1 3 
nr Cows — 4 Fg i . * 4 
411118. wecps the N. I« and C30 = 48 4 
: „ : . N LR. | 14 | \ 43 1 «| + VEST 
tic b& eyes | ws | eld him, Wilen ne me = 
* * 1 ! 2 f ; 
The br other Kin, ES © ] 12\V il unt b- } qg 4% 


1 lic h Ine red Wives, and Where Od! 1 a 


S \ 
, F : < 
0 E 2 Þ ONE OL a prost Y j* 
9 i 
. 4 1 | 
T 1 ? j I : 4% 1 7 N 
10 YOITS 1 4 4 Ke 11 0, . 1 1101 1 i 
4 1 . 1 5 * + 
* | * 4 
ell the reward of the proud vis 
i 
* 1 2 1 x 1 * Pl 
V £ a > re 114 EL & +» hs 
" * * nor! , id 7 7 4 
4 iert L o TITLE i #* *% w + + * 


DRYDEN'S POEMS, 


Pe;haps you may of Priam's fate enquire ; Then, with a ſpeeding thruſt his heart he found: 1 
rom He, when * law his al town on tire, Ihe lukewarm blood came ruſhing through the 
His ruin palace, and his enterii g ſoes, wound, \ 
5 . 1 . 
e On every ide inevitable wors ; und ſanguine ſtreams diſtain'd the ſacred ground. 
In s Cifus'd, inveits his limb: decay'd, Thus Priam fell, and ſhar*d one common fats 
mem, with age; a late anc uſeleſs aid. With Troy in athes, and his ruin'd ſtate: 1 
Y: [i le ſhoulders ſcarce tlie weight ſuſlain: } He, who ti:e c. ptre of all Afta fway'd, 6,18 
£W; ed, net arm'd, hie Cre po al ns Wit pain; „hom mo arc! like & eſtic flave „obey'd, 
Deſpaitine of ſucceſs: ambitions to be flain't 5 On the bleuk ſhore row lies tht abandon'd ki "A 
| er'd but by heaven, there ſtood in view A leads carcaſc, ard a rameleſs thins 
5 * 
tar ; near the hearth a lautel greve, 1%en, not before, I elt my curled blood 
Doccer? thage, whoſe bot encomnat. round Congal wi; h tear, my hair with horror ſtocd: 
. R 1 ju " 3 
| e hout;10id gods, and fhade the lol na, joy Either”, image fill'd my piovs mind, 
. « D ” ! 
e He „ Witn all her hefplets tram | 4 [1 us naught equal fortune find. | 
(1 dan tor ſhelter touglit, bat fo t in vain. [Again ! t on my torfaken wiſe. 
en like a flock of coves aic Mie 11: v. P's ' tremblcd for my ſon's abardon'd life. 
CIT HIVES ! y h _ | l NET Aj ths F ( "4 woOut, but found ny felt a ne, 
) 
Ihe queen. en ft behield her tem! lord, ei at } 3 v fel ene 
f fic ö Y 1 | | ſpc! oil. fomy te! W773 {3d 
114. an ne af iar Vile | «21711 Ls 11, 10111 * f : 7 1 
What rage, ſhe cry'd, has ſeiz'd my huſband's; Leap'd heutllong from the lieig ts; the flames con- k 
9 mind; | 1 the reſt 
hat arms are tlicſe, and to what uſe defign'd? IT] an in my 1 ut a guide, 
tle times want other aids: were HeQo! here, The graceleſs Helen in the porch 1 ipy'd 
Hes row in vain, like Pria „ Would ap- Of Veltats ten pl there ſhe Kd One; 
« : 
1 1. . z y 45 1 Cy iy * \ g bs vid. — n HOWn 
an us, one common theiter thou ſale find, | But, by the fla: that caſt their blaze around, 
| | | ; 
{ e COMmmon te veith us he nd. [hat con mem bare of Greece and Tri 3 | found. 
and with a laſt ſalute en; i 117 nt. me dre 1 | for fyord ; ; 
* X a * „ 1 | » 4 7 eee nfl r ip ſur'd lord : * 
0 144415 1 $7 L$3% 4& 114 Lis [ vt * i L "th." i 3 ein! 1 VI \ 
olltes, one Of ITLAM'S | ) . vn! ; , Wi0 refug'd her, abhorr'd. 
gd. ; ye THUS) nere or! Ly TU » ! te \ ' &y | * L.YUMIDEE 3 ard; 
$ Word? ind Oes, amaz d a i t L lie mies E 10 0 4 t the IOC TOW! . 
- $4% 3 COUNTS, rd Nallet . { il 11011 j-4 l ſall before the WW nc, 
pen! : 
ls 1 1% Urginzg With Nis lance, purſues, Inch! in fla ur happy Troy behind? 
* ' 1 x x * 
i OTF i 3 - i 1 11 131 . Ci . ' a ner! mand n | nend 10 1 
transfix iti la tab! : In tend ith a captive crew; 
} 1 , 11 . * * 
f | Bras thay VV . 8 alen ( * . ih Fog 14 Am 3 
n Falping at leis cet, When Prin fax nd Grecian mes conlume tic Frojan wa: 
. Oi Cedega DIATC TO natur. 19 Or fk LI Phe. an eld Ane Xantlian! Och 
. : ; 5 oy % 4<:2+ by «1 FO 4: 1 WT vn IA be nd Grun! * th 
4 » nne Y 411 «I; 1 all Vo aiak ct x iy 10 1 ti i 4 Ius 5 4 4 view 
„ ſaid he, reguite thy brutal rage: . 
5 - 5 
lure they 1 , Larbarian! ſure the; muft, Dis true, à (ol tier can ſmall honour gain, 
{ 0 , { E 5 I 4ICA TE ls and 8 K's { itt | IN Y £3.43 O CUI 1 11 110M 2 Woman ſlain; 
tak'ſt in vwro; an infolent deliglit, [Vet the fact not paſs without applauſe, 
th a ſon's death tꝰ' inſect a father's tiglit. Of vengeznce taken in ſo juſt a cauſe. 
ne, whom thou and lying fame conſpire [The puniſn'd crime ſhall ſet my fovl at ea 
* 0 ! 1 N 
; 0 call thee his: not he thy vaunted fire, | And mUrmuring manes of m. y irien ts a 
ws us'd my wretched age: the gods be ſear d, Thus white 1 rave, : diem pleaſant light 
ne laws of nature and of nations hear. Spread oer the e a ſhihir g heaveny f. 
dear'd my ſorrows, and, for ſums cf gold, | bright, 
bloodleſs carcaſe cf my Hector ſold. My Mother ſiood reveal'd before my fe! 
L.ty'd the 1 5 72 


d the woes a parent underwent, Never fo radiant did her eyes 1 : 

ent me hack in ſafety from his ten Nor her ovn ſtar conſeſs'd a light fo clear. 

1 | | hand 5 „as when the gods above 
nuttering, ſeem'd to loiter as it flew: She look _ breathes herſeif into their love. 


*9 
_—_ ' . 1 1 n 1 FN * . 1 1 * ' 11 . 
it, and but Darciy, tO the mark it he! ly She held m y hand, the ceitin'd blow * Urea: 
x 72 * * 5 4 r 1 1 4 bh v1 2 
Tatitly tincl led on th Drazen miei. 1hen, i eee ae roy 4D3, i 08. ar to . aA: 
. } 
P ; ** 5 « 3 * 1 £ * * ! \ ” 1118 F 
I 1 at yrrnas 7 th us > Co tt; OU from Irie ro tate 7 My ſon. I Om h ENCC 4 * ITN: idnels, this ne - 
4 4 
rat 


, } | Jt $ \ . * - . . - a A * 1 * S = * re: * # 
o my tat! her n 1 fot I « lecds relate. Of 4 command 5, and thoſe whom I protect 
NOW iis. e = 7 7 1 a? TT 
. a, ic 111 that! ra kW 4 tie tre Im ung lire, . 4 v thi I unmanly rate » % 4414 10 Nin : 


' 3 
; erine th. bon ed 4.1 = look * ö a * „Mat nl ores leau YEN 
. f ring through ee d Diood and hol mire Whom you forſ. ke. What ges ITAVE | hind 


lake; 


e mingled patte his murder'd ſon had made), 
© | "a hom bencath tlie violated ſha de, , — rents - 
I don tae ſacred pile the royal victim laid, | 

His right hand held 


f i his bloody auch: on bare; #* Th; n n ſrom Sir lohn Den 3-11 
H. i; n 1 Sy ah _ * To a ' 4 * 1 i 18 Ke | 1 51 12 #1 7 - 
* it 11E twiſted in his Is y hair: nis WHO une! 0 


he # 


356 


Lock 
Or if 


Ne O 


pu 


n. 


Enliv 


Sto n 


B. N 


A ” 
Haſte 


Hatft 


Haſt 


Tot 
And 
"The 
But 


Arg) 


1 
» z 7s 


TY. 4 
* $ 
any 


Fo t 


"The mi:ts and films that mortal eyes 


3 
An lie o 


She faid : and ſwiftly v 


N 
+ vO * 


Defending the 
Pe.or 


Or most E 
The god 


Co you, whole ? 


As tor my {put 


DRYDEN'S 


if your hapleſs father yet ſurvive ; 
Alcanius, or Creüſa, live. 
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Tis long fince I, for my celeſtial wife, 
| Loath*d by the gods, have dragg'd a lingering life - 
fy every hour and moment ! expire, 


Blaſted from heaven by Jove's avenging fire, 
This oft repeated, he ſtood fix'd to die: 

Myſelf, my wife, my for, my family, 

Intreat, pray, bes, and raife a doleful cry. 

What, will he ſtill perſiſt, on death reſolve, 
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Q dear a father live? 
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lese hot a ſtreaming lamp, along the ſky, What mad expreſſions did my tongue reſuſe! 
wich on the winged lightning ſeem'd to fly; | Whom did 1 not of gods or men accuſe 
From o'er the roof the blaze began to move; This was the fatal blow, that pain'd me more 
{railing r vaniſh'd in th' Idean grove. Than all I felt from ruin'd Troy before. 
It {wept a path in heaven and ſhone a = Stung r with my lois, and raving wi mn deſpair, 
in a ſteaming ſtench of ſulphur dy'd, | Abandoning my now-forgotten ca 
good old man with fuppliant hands implor'd Of cou nel, comfort, and of hope bereft, 
i gods protection, and their ſtar ador*d. |My fire, my fon, my country gods, I lett. 
Now, now, faid he, my ſon, no more delay, In ſhining armour once again I ſheath 

| follow where heaven ſhews the way. 'My limbs, not feeling wounds. not tearing death. 

ech O mv country gods) our dwelling-place, Then weer bg to the burning walls 1 run, 

guard this relick of the Trojan race: And ſeek the c danger 1 waz forc'd to ſhun. 
render child ; theſe omens are your own ; I tread my former tracks: through night explore 

4 can yet reſtore the ruin'd town Each paſſage, every ftreet I croſs'd be tore. 

eat accompliſh what your ſigns foreſhow : : All things were full of horror and affright, 

| refien'd, and am prepar'd to go. And dreadful ev'n the ſilence of the night. 

id; the crackling flames appear on high, Then to my father's houte I make repair, 

* ſparkles dance along the ky. With ſome ima!} glimpſe of hope to find her there: 
i\can's rage the riſing winds conſpire ; {Inſtead of her, the cruel Greeks I met: 
ear our palace rolls the flood of fire. | The houſe was fill'd with foes, with flames beſet. 
Fe, my dear father (tis no time to wait, Driven on the wings of winds, whole ſheets of fire. 
ond my ſhoulders with a willing freight. | Through air tranſport 1, to the roofs aſpire. 
r befals, your life ſhall be my care, From thence to Priam's palace ! n 
{ the „ or one deli erance, we will ſhare. And! ſearch the citadel, and deſert court. 

{ Mall lead our Beke ſon; and you, Then, unobſerv'd, 1 paſs'd by Ju o's church 
faithful conſort, ma all our ſteps purſue. A guard of Grecians had 1 poffef >a the porch: 
Next, you. 5 4 dunn heed my ous command Irn Fheent t and | ly Hes watch tlie prey, 
"tout the walls a ruin'd temple frands, And tinther all the wealth of Troy convey. 
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| Thet {poils which they from ranſack'd houſes Frei 
\ up her vererable head on high ; [And gold len bowls from a altars caugh 
4 rte kept; there bend your ſeet; | 4 The tables of the gods, the purple veſts, 
in divided parties, let us meet. The people's treaturc, and the poinp of prieſts. 
untry gods, the relicks, and the bands, | A rank of wretclicd youths, with pinion'd hands, 
„ my father, in your guiltieſs hands: And captive mattons in long order ſtands 
mpious holy things to bear, 4 60 with unge 8 madneſs, 1 mack 
Jam with laughter, new trom War: | hrough all the ſilent 5 Creuſa's name. 
in ſome living ftream, I cleanſe the guilt rc fa ſtill I call: ength the Lears: 
ichate, ard biood in battle ſpilt. And, ſudden, thro IC ws tl ic ſhades o ' light appears. 
er.ng all that prudence could provide, Appears no more Creuſa, nor n 7 wife, 
e my ſhoulders with a lion's hide But a pale ſpectre, WARE than the LUfe. 
low ſpolls: then, on my bending hack ghaſt, aſtoniſh „ and ſtruck dumy with ſear, 
ne load oi my dear father take. I food; like briſtles rote ray ſtiffenꝰ d hair, 
on my bette! hand. Aſcanlus nung, | [Then thus 4 EL Bolt h gan to ſoothe my grief: 
th unequal paces, trip along. Nor tcars, nor cries can give the dead relief; ; 
rt behind: by choice we ttray [VLeſiſt, niy 8 lord, t* indulge your pain: 
every dark and every devious way. | You kcar no mcre than what the gods ordain, 
ſo hold and dauntlets, juſt before. My fates permit me not from hence to fly 
Grecian Carts and ſhocks of lances bore, Nor he, the great comptroller of the ky. 
ry ſhadow now am ſeiz'd with fear: Long wandering ways for you the powers decree: 
for myſcif, hut for the charce 1 bear. | On land hard labours, and a length of ſea. 
near the ruin'd gate arriv'd at laſt. Juen, after many painful years are paſt, 
nd deeming all the danger paſt, Un Latium's $ happy ſhore you ſhall Bo come 
roiſe of trampling lect we bear; Where gentle Tiber from his bed beholds 
looking through the ſhades with ſear | The flowery meactows, and the feeding folds. 
ut, Haſte, h ite my ton; he 1 5 are nighʒ There end your toiis: and there your fates provide 
words and ſhining armour I deſcry. | A quiet kingdom, and a royal bride: 
; Ole 20 . for ome unkrown offence, There e fall the Trojan line reſtore; 
ue bereft my mind of better ſenſe : Ind you | for loſt Crcufa wee p NO more. 
Wie, thro:gh winding ways, I took my [Fear not t at 1 ſhall watch, with ſervile ſhame, 
flicht. Th' imperious looks of ſome proud Grecian dame: 
ouch the ſachter of the gloomy night, Or, ſtooping to the victor's luſt, diſgrace 
' Toft Creuta: | ad to tell My goddeſs mother, or my royal race. 
© by her fatal deſtiny the fell, und now, farewel :- the parent of the gods 
, ery fate, or wander'd with affright ; Neſtrains my fleeting ſoul in her ahodes: 
"he was loft for ever to my Ment. I truſt our common ifſue to your care, 
„e not, or refle cded. till i meet She ſaid: and gliding paſs'd unſeen in air. 
n friends, at Ceres* now deferted feat: I ſtrove to ſpeak, but horror ty'd my tongue; 
wet not one was wanting, only ſhe And thrice about her neck my arms I flung ; 
, d her triends, her ſon, and wretched me. And thrice, deceiv'd, on vain embraces hung. 
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and: rote to leave that execravle ſho E, Sne ſecret rites and C emonies-taugltt. 
98 uted with the blood of Polydore, And to the yoke tlie ſavage lions brought. 
tere we fail, his funcral rites prepare Jet us the land, Which heaven appoints, explore; 
a en, to 1115 ghoſt, a tomb and alt irs Ic App cate the wines. _ i fee the Coeds More 
| lul pomp the matrons walk hy ro! nd; J It Jove aſſiſt the paſſage of our fleet, 
| With bateful cypreſs and blue fillers crowr, : „Ihe third! propitious Cawn difcovers "Crete; 
| de jected, and with halt undound. 5 | tus having aid: the ſacrifices laid 
| wl of tepict milk and blood we pour, On {mnoat ing altars, to the gods he paid. 
tlirice invoke the ſoul of Polydore. bull to Neptune, an oblation due, 
\ Now wen the raging ſtorms no longer reign; Lnother bull to br; Ford Apotio ff : 
vt ſouthern gales invite us to the main; A milk-white ewe the weſtern win ds to pleaſe; 
\ t hunch our vel! . with a proſpe rous "uy ind ; And one coal black to calm the ſtorm y ſeas. 
; we the cites and the ſhores behind Ere this, a flying rumour had been ſpread, 
land in tu' /Egean m Vain 2 1ppea That fierce Idon en from Crete was fle ed; 
Neptune and watery Doris claim it theirs. peird and exil'd; that the coaſt was free 
7255 | once, till Phcet us ſi d the fides From foreizn or Smet enemy: 
eartu, and now it braves the tides. We leave the Delian ports, and put to ſea. 
kerne by friendly winds, we come e alhore, 7 By Naxos, fam'd for vintage, make our way: 
6 ul caſe our Weaty limbs reſtor e: Ihen green Donyſa paſs; and ſail in light 
. e lun s tem le and Ius town adore. \ Of Paros ifle, w ith marble quarries white, 
, te prieft, and King, with laurel crown'd, | We | ats the fcatter'd if] oi Cyclades, 
90 locks v ah; purple f _ boun ' II lcarce duili ingulch' d ſcem to ſtud the ſeas, 
hbre the Dellan ſhove aſce! [1 5 mouts of ſailors double near the fi ores 3 
( with eager haſte to mect his frien 12 They ſtreteli their canvas, and the ey ply their oars., 
N ies 11371 to his palace: and in Gen All hands aloft, for Crete, for Crete they cry, 
01 nt love, then j lighted nands they Join, | Ind [wiftly through the ſoamy biilows ly. 
the temple of the god I went; Full on the promis'd land at length we bore, 
wr M0 thus before the ſhrine my vous preſent: [Wich joy de ſcending on the Cretan ſhore. 
ue, O Tiymbravs, give a reſting place [With eager haſte a riting town 1 frame, 
j liel eks of the Trojan race: | Which from the Trojan Vergamus I name: 
, 4 1cg10N of their own, | The name itſelf was grateful; I exhort 
empire, and a haz [ jer tou n. To found their houſe: 8, and erect a fort. 
: Hall we fix, where ſhall our labours en d, | Our thips are haul'd upon the yellow Rtand. 
24 we follow, and what fate attenc | The youth begin to till the labour'd land. 
£500 my prayers a coubrſul anſwer "=" And I myſelf new marriazes Dro: note, 
b b Enveil thy mind. | Give laws; and dwellings I divide by lot, 
hic; he ſhook the holy ground, ? When rifing vapours choke the wholeſom air, 
the lofty hills around: And blaſts of noi ſom Bone corrupt the year: 
the tripos ruſh'd al ellowing Hound. 5 The trees, de „ouring caterpillars bur n: 
tell, conſeſs'd th e pref ent god |Parcl'd was the grass, and 1 bli ighted was the corn. 
this anſwer from bis dark abo te: Nor ſcape the beaſts: for Sirius from on bigh 
youths, zo ſeck that mother earth Witli peſt; lential heat inſects the {ky: 
| our Arcceitors derive their birth, My men, ſome fall, the reſt in fevers fry. 
+ 14T ſengt yOu forth, her ancient ra ce, Avgait my father bids me feek tue 1 
boom, ſhall a ain embrace Ot ſacred Delos and the god implore: 
Wite world th' Aneian houſe ſhalll To learn what end of woes we er expect, 
f to what clime our weary courſe direct 
hte ſhzll the crown ſuſtain '1 was nicht, when every creature, void of cates, 
; n our fatme ſates diſcloſe: The common giſt of balmy ſlumber ſhares 
It. 1 \ TL aa oſęe { | he ſtatucs of 1 y E { 101 ſuch th: y it <£m'e) 
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( 0 ö the mands: » princes, heat ' ft rom tlie cllan « thou go'ſt to fir hs 
a Ang! and diſpel your tear Met thee here; and tends us to relate: 
' nttal ic of Crete, well known tot me, BUT Owers are we, 1p3n:;ons of thy fite, 
| 0 Je Imperial name dom tin burning town by thee were breuglit; 
5 van th large comn ind; Ly tcrture fo! : {| thy faic ty wrouthþt 
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by Th' Oenotrians held it once; by later fame, Then call the gods for partners of our feaſt ; 
; Now call'd Italia from the leader $ name. And Jove himfelf the chief invited gueſt. \ 
1 Jaſius there, and Dardanus were born: We ſpread the tables on the grcenſw ard ground l: n 
6. From thence we came, and thither muſt return. We ſced with hunger, and the bowls go round: el 
4 Riſe, and thy fire with theſe glad tidings greet ; When from the mountain tops,“ with hideous cry, * 0 
j Search Italy, for Jove denies thee tree, And clattering wings, the hungry harpies fly: ; 
% Aſtoniſh d at their voices, and their fight, They ſnatch the meat, defiling all they find; 
1 {Nor were they dreams, but viſions of the niglit; And, parting, leave a loachſome ſtench behind, 0 
N ] faw, I knew their faces, and deſcry d Cloſe by a hollow rock again we fit, 
f In perſe& view their hair with fillets ty'd New dreſs the dinner, and the beds refit ; 
4 I ſtarted from my couch, and clammy * "a Jecure trom ſight, beneath a pleaſing (ſh: de, 
is On all my limbs and ſhivering body fate. + Where tufted trees a native arbour made. 
To heaven I lift my hands with pious haſte, | Again the holy fires on altars burn, 
And facred incenſe in the flames I cat. (And once again the ravenous birds return : 
Thus to the gods their pgrie&t honours done Or trom th e dark receſſes here they lie, 
More chearſul to my good old fire 1 run. a 'Gr trom another quarter of che ſky; 
And tell the pleaſing news: in little! pace With filthy claws their odious meal repeat, 
Hec found his error of the double race. And mix their loathſome ordures vith their meat 
Not, as betore he deem'd, deriv'd from Crete; bid my friends for vengeance then prepare, 
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Then ſaid, O fon! turmoil'd in Trojan fate, They, as commanded, for the fight provide, 
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Such things as theſe C dra did relate; nd in the graſs their glittering weapons hide: 
This day revives within my mind, what ſlie Th en, wlien along tlie crooked ſhore we hear 
en TOR d in Italy, Their clattering wings, and faw the foes appear, 
And Latian lands: but who could then have Miſenus f ſounds a charge: we take th alarm, By 
OIL And our ſtrong hands with ſwords and bucklers arm 
That Phrygian gods to Latium Mule be hrouglit? (In this new kind of combat all employ 
: 5 who believ'd what mad Caflancra tauglit ? | Their utmoſt force the monſters to deſtroy. 
| Now let us go, where Phcebus leads the Vvays in vain; the ſated ſkin is proof to wounds 
T He ſaid, and we with wha conſent obey : And, from their plumes, the ſhining ſword rebounds. 
A Forſake the ſcat; and. leaving ſew beliind, At lengtl 1, rebuff'd, they leave their mangled prey, 
We ipreat our fails before the willing wind. And their ſtretch'd pinions to the ſkies diſplay. 
Wl Row from the fight of land our gallies move, Vet one remain'd the meſſenger of Fate, ? 
5 With only ſeas around, and ſkies above. Hizh on a craggy cliff Celzno fate, ö 
| $ When o'er our heads deſcends a burſt of r ain, And thus her diſmal errand did relate : þ 
1 And night, w.th fable clouds, involves the main; : What, not contented with our oxen ſlain, ) 
| 1 The ruffline winds the ſoamy billows raiſe ; Dare you with heaven an impious war * 
| g The ſcatter'd feet is ſorc d to ſeveral Ways; And drive the harpies from their native reign \ 
} The face of heaven is ravith'd from our eyes, Heed, therefore, what I ſay, and keep in mind 
| * And, in redoubled peals, the roartyg thunder flies. What I Ve decree 4 what Phozbus has def 2n'c N Tue 
2 wo from our courſe, we wander in the dark; And 1, the Fury's queen, from both relate: nd 
7 the coor to guide, no point of land to mark. You ſeek th' Italian ſhores, ſoredoom'd hy fate: G 
1 bd 5 ; cpa ciltinetion found Th' Italian ſhores are granted you to find, 
g Betwist the night and day, fuch darkneſs reign'd | And a ſafe paſlage to the Porr! aſſign'd. Ii 
Wy 7 3 . But know, that cre your prom! oO wall, zou bude, 
& Three ſtarleſs niglits the: doultſu! bavy ſtrays My curſes thall ſeverely be fulhil'd. 
* Without distinction, and tluce tunes days | Fierce famine is your lot, for this miſcced, 
| | * fourth e the light, and, from our ſhroud ' | Reduc'd to grind the plates on ieh you feed, 
4 5 view a riting land Uke ain mt clouds : She ſaid, and to the neighouring forelt fiew: 
8 The mountain-t . "rm the pleating allt, Our courage fails us, and our tears renew. 
[ And curling ſmoke aſcending ſrom their Rgight, | Hopelcfs to win by war, to prayers we tall, 
9 The canvaſs! Ils, their Cars the ſailors ply, i And on th! oFended harpies humbly « n. : 
F From the rude ſtrokes the vwhilins waters By. And wacther gods or | ds obſcene they were, ] 
| * At length! land upon the Str ad 1 0 Our vov:s for pardon and for peace prefer. f 
q Sate from the danger of the flormy ſeas: But did Anchiſes. offering ſacrifice, : 
& Thoſe ifles arc compars'4 by th F nian main, And liftin® up to heaven his hands and eyes, ö 
ip The dire abode where the foul harpies reign : Acor ul the greater gods: Avert, ſaid he, ) 
5d Forc'd by the winged Warriors to repai ir "Theſe omens; render vain tiiis P ophecy; ; 
4 To their old homes, a and leave their coftly fare, And, from th' impending CUric, a pious peop'ey ; 
| Monſters moe fierce, offended heaven ne'er ſent | tree. | 
| From hell's abyſs, for human e g nt. Thus having ſaid, he bids us put to lea; | 
With virgin faces, but with. wombs obicene, 7 We loofe from mors our haufers and obey, 
Foul paunches, and with ordure ſtill unclean : And ſoon, with ſwelling ſails, purtue out war | 
With claws tor hands, and loots for ever lean, \ way 
Ve landed at the port, and ſoon beheld Amidit our courſe Zacynthian woods appears 
Fat herds of oxen graze the flowery field: and next by rocky Netitos we ſteer: 
And wanton goats without a keeper ftray'd; We Ay from Ithaca's dete ſted ſhore, 4 
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rs noble toil. 
0 rave fail? £5 Ib 1 

to have 12110 ſo long beſore the wind, 
n towns behind. 


iopes, our vows ww: 
patron of our way. 
ry we purſue, 

Actian ſhores renc!v. 
imbs beſmear | 


aft, 


we wc. 


3 
4 


7 


cries: 
\nd truitlefs tears came trickling from her eyes. 
length her lord de ſoend s upon the plain, 
in pomp attended v W:t!h a numerous train: 


I tou who Fnowett, beyond the reach of man, 


o 
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IT! 21s I ſubmitted to the lawleſs pride 

| 1 Pyrihus, more a handmaid than a brid 

| Cioy'd with poſſeſſion, he forſfook my bet; 
And teins lovely daughter fought to wed, 
Then me to Trojan Helenus reſign'd: 

und his two ſlaves in equal marri: Ne join'd, 
11% KINT ; Oreltes, pierc d with deep p deſpa ir, 
An [ don ging to redeem the promis d fair, 

| Pefore Apollo's altar flew the raviſher. 
Pyrraus? death the kingdom we regain'd: 
At leaſt one half with Helenus remain'd ; 
Dur e part, from Chaon, he Chaonia calls: 


| And names, from Pergamus, his riſing walls. 
| Bot you, what Fates have 1: anded on our coalt, 


nat gods have ſent you, or what ſtorms Have tofs'd* (8 
des young Aſcanius life and heal th en on, "= 


0 e * * ul 
d hom the ruins of unhappy Tr 
' * C „ 
tell me how his Pe 5 loſs he SA 


Wat li- es are promis'd from his blooming 


i 
8 
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* 
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his ſac appears 7 
She ſpoke: and mix'd her foo cech with mournful 


\ECELVES his tien „ 2 to the city yr 


! - 1 
1nd tears oi JO) amid! t his * elcome (ſheds 
' » Ano nr An N R '# 
eng on, anothet Troy] 4iccy 


r, in læſs compaſs, Troy's epitome, 

\ 11vvice hy the name of Xanthus ran: 
And 1 enhracc the Sc:ean gate again. 
vly lriends 10 porticos were entertained, 


, n= s } * ! k 0 + a _— 1 a * 78 * 4 4 
liens 110 | lealures through the City reigu d. 1 

14 0 1 2 - * 2 , | 1 y# : 

S Ja ta 5 l' Cl tne tr IC 3 h Th al und, 


Ind Ken! bowls with ſy arling wine were crown'd. 
i wo J2y5 we paſs'd in mirt th, till friendly gales, 
Gwen {from the Tell ith, fupply'd our ſwelling ſails. 
tien to the royal ſcer | thus began: 

ET laws ot heaven, and what the ſtars decree, ? 
hom Pho! us taug! it unerring prophecy, 

rom his own tripod, and ls holy tree: 5 


1 j d if? the wing 'd in AL itants of Air, i ; . 
„hat avipices their notcs and flights declare: | 

O tay; tor all religious r.ces port _— 

happy vovage, and a proſperous sen 


, 0 Seti power and Omen ot dune 7 
„irt 2: ITY COU re for e {tin d Italy. 
ut only dire Celæno, from the gods, 


\ mal famine fatally ſorebodes: 5 
ay What dangers am i fart 0 Haun. vg 
hat to s io vanquiſh, and what courts to run. 9 
* 7 I 
he prophet firſt with abs adores 9 


nter gods; their pardon then implores: if 
his the fillet from his holy head; J 4 
o Phoebus next my trembling ſteps he led, Þ | 
u of religious doubts and awful dread, 
Then, with his god poſſeſs'd, before the fri 


1 0 o 
1 Nncie words Nr OCEMUTU from his mouth div 1 
. 
4 | "& 7 oy 1 jen > "714 
) rocidefs horn (for heaven's appointed will, 
With greater a''{hices of coor th an il, 


Fo: e-thows thy voyage, and thy courſe directs ; 


$4#\ + © 
- - 
. — „ | AI TTY 27% 7 
| + N & f 23 39, of v9 79) JV e 111 mſelt Feng 
: * 
3 ; I} 
f + 4 Y ? #42 * f N C | Hall e 
* * «as # {* © Fo 1 . 
2 J 1 N a ; Of 
0 ! | 2 
* * at 1 4 ET 2 } 3 1 


262 DRYDEN 
I 
The reſt the Fates fron Helenus conccal : 
And Juno's angry poy er forbids to tell. 
Firſt then, tha t hap fore, that ſcoms fo nigh, 
7 


Will far from your deluded le Ay: 
Long tracts of feas divide your lopes fic 


For you muſt cruiſe aton? Sicilian ores, 
And ſtem the currents with your ſtrugaling cars: 
Then round th? Italian conſt your navy ever, 
And, aſter this, to Circe's iſland veer. 
And laft, h ee your new ſound tions rift, 
Mutt paſs : Styg) an lake, and view the ther 
* ded 

New mark the ſig! 15 of ſuture eaſe and ret, 
And bear them ſafely treaſur'd in thy breaſt. 
When in the ſhady ly ſnelter of a Mood, 
And near the margin of a gentle Kot 1. 

nou Malt behold a fow upon the ground, 
With thirty ſucking young encompaſs's tound; 
Tae dam and offspring vhitc as {ailing frov : 


Name beo 
thy woe 


Theſe on thy city hall their 
And the:e fall end thy! 


our and 


Nor let the threaten'd famine ut thy mind, 
For Phœabus will affift, and tete the way will find. 


04 Keke bent 
L pirian continent; 
are ai! by Grecjan focs poſſeſs'd: 
The fa avage Locrimns here the > whey inſe ſt. 
There fierce Idomeneus his city bvilde, 
And guards, with a my the Salentip lan fich. 
And on the monuntain's brow P'etilia ſtands, 
Which PI loctetes \ 0 his troops comma 
Ev*n when thy fleet is lapded on the ſhore 
And prieits with holy vows the gods afore ; 
Then with a purple veil involve your eyes; 
Let hoſtile faces Þlaſt the facrifice. 

Theſe rites and cuſtoms to the reſt commend, 
That to your pious race they may dcfſcend, 
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; ſucceeding, moſt vp! 
s of the 1110 Na 
zul 1 
rf rot lot 
noug! 1 thy com panions 
"ugh ſummon'd to tlie 
vite thy courſe, and ſtretch thy iw: 
beg the ſacred prieſteſs to relate 
ſwelling words, and not to wri 
ficrce Italia le ſhe will ſhow ; 
ail thy wars and all thy future woe; 
what thou may*N avoid, and what muſt 
dergo. 
irect thy courſe; inſtruct th 
teach thee how the nappy 
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When parted | hence, the wind, that ready waits is what heaven allows me to relatc: | 
For Sicily, ſhall hear you to the ftraits : : Now part in peace; purive thy better fate, 1 
Where proud Pelorus opes a wider way, And raife, hy firength of arms, the Trojan ſt.te La 
Tack to the larhoard, and ſtand off to ſea + This when the prieſt with friendly voice declare 
Veer ſtarboard ſea and land. TI" Italian More, {ie gave me licenſe, and rich itt 1 7 5 
And fair Sicilia's coaſt were ont, before Rounteous of treaſure, he ſupply'd my want 
An earthquake caus 5 the flaw, the 1 Darin! f tiles J With heavy gold, and poliNi'd elephant. 

The paſſage broke, that land from land divides, Then DNodonmean caldrons put on board, 
ind where the 8 retir'd, the ruſhy * ocean | And every ſhip with ſums of ſilver ſtor'd. 
lies. 3 A truſty coat of mail to me he ſent, 

Diſtingviſnh'd by the traits on ener hene, Thrice chain'd with gold, for uſe and orname: 
Now riſine nts In. long order nan, The he! m of Pyrrhns added to the rel 

And fruitful fie! 5 much can time invade Then flouriſh'd with a plume and waving cis- 
The monld ering work t! at beauteous nature made). Nor vas my fire fergotten. ror my fritn. 
Far on the richr, her docs ſoul SevNa hides: } {And large recrvits he to my! 1 
Carve ep on the let preſicles; 8 * 7. Ny horſes, captain „an Marlike flores: 
Aud in ber dend ird, on! 1 16s the ichs: Sophies new pilots, ant! Cs 
Then eee ke WON W below; vith furs „Jen time my 1 1 ) hoitt O! F 
The waves mount on, and wath the face of heaven, Loi wo ſhom' le the rt 101095 gal. 
But Scylla from h. or e with © LAW The prophet Fett the | *: and 
The Gn waned rs, eddy of: : With w fiend en \ 
hen dafhesg on the rocks: a human fa Old happy „e care og 
Ard virgin-beſom, hides her tails diferace. 'Whom leave Ven o her loses, 
Her parts ohſcene below the wares deſee r.. And tic prefer. thy! ik 
With dogs inclos'd, and in a dolphin end Bellie ſiom far the wiſn'd Auf : : 
is ſafer, then, to bear aloot tc 8. There land; hut take a larger con : 
ins corſt Pachynus, thou 1gh v. more d. For that hei. au for bidde hung. wh 
nn once to vie mi 3 Scylla near, I The ſhot a? Phobus has defeii'a t , N 
Ap the loud vell tot? watery v. olycs to Lear At father diſtance lies, conct [1 eb 

| if faith to He! ennz be dus. Jo haupy hence, and ſeek your new abades 
had if prorhene Phretns re | TIRE nes 3 hn a 


DR TVD E N's 


1 
viele 


r with els words prolong your ſtay 
ſouthern gales have ſummon'd YOU away. 
Nor lefs the queen our parting thence dw rd 
$ bounteous than her Trojan lord. 

t to my ſon ihe brought, 

flowers on golde u tiſſue wrought 

in velt ; and loads, with gifts befide 

Of precious texture, and of Aſian pride. 
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pt, the ſaid, theſe monuments of love; 
Which in my youth with happier hands I wove: 
Negard theſe trifles for the giver's ſake; 


5 the lait preſent Hector's wife can make. 
hou cal” ſt my loſt Aſty anax to mind: 
ee lis features and his form 1 find. 
s ſo ſp: irkled with a lively flame 


ach were his motions, ſuch was all hi; fi ame ; 
ah: lad heaven fo pleas d, his years had 
been the ſame. 
With tears I took my laſt adieu, and ſaid, 
our fortune, happy fair, already made, 


16 you no farther with: my 
voiding one, incurs another fe. 

lo you a quiet ſeat the gods allow, 
} Yo v have no ſhores to ſcarch, no ſeas to Plow 


itlerent Rate, 


3 
* 0 . 

( vor fields of flying Italy to chace : 

þ clue: viſions, and a vain embrace 


V4 * * 4NO 4 


er Simois, and enjoy 

our ot your hands anothe r Troy; 
| better xr auſpice than hes ancient wwe 
| or leſs obnoxious to the Grecian pws. 


er the gods, whom I with vows adore, 
duct my Reps to Tiber's happy More ; 
J er] aſcend the Latian tion » 
0 4nd build a city I may call my own, 
— both of us our birth from T derive, 
4 et our kin es 511] CONEO! ] Ive * 
"oth in acts of equal ſrieneſhip ſtrive. 
0 tunes, good. or bad, al} be the faine, 
e double J'roy ſhall difter hut in name: 
bat what we now begin, may never end; 
Lat long, to late poſterity deſcend. 
5 Neat Ceraunian rocks our courſe we bore 
1 ortet paſſage to th' Italian ſhore), 
| e fun withdrawn his radiant light, 
e hid in duſky ſhales of niglit, 
on the boſom of the ground, 
ret nd ce lodęing ſound ; 
& by the More we lay; the fatlors keep 
hes, anc: the reft ſecurely ſleep 
% PIOCeec.ng on With falent pace, 
ner n. n, and view'd with equal jace 
terpy her declining race 
n Wwakeiul P'alinut us role, to ſpy 
ie lace 1 3, and the nocturnal {ky ; 
= lite 5 ei 15 Sat th of air ro try 7 
Wes the ſtars, and notes their flidin g courſe, 
: 5 Hyad 55 «al 10 th ir W der) torce 5 
N the l Cars 1S care to hehold 3 
right Crion arm'd with burnifty'd gold. 
CIV no: tening tempeit nizh 
f ; © me promiſe of a ſetiled KY 3 
L% 4 * ” A F 
| Dave the | weigh; we break our cep; , 
: ; ſhore, aud plough the deep. 
| © Tiling morn, wit! ta roſy liel ht, 
* x) 8 and puts the it: ne to flight; 
n om r, Uke bluiſh min s, deſc * 
„ nn then thie pl uns of Ita Ur. 
9 1 t Sig its 41 fil _—_ 4 
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Then Italy the chearſul crew rebound ; 

iy fre Anchiſes crown'd a cup with Wine; 

And « eri „ thus implor'd the po divine: 

Ye gods, preſiding over lands and ſeas, 

And vo 1 eee ing winds and waves : 1ppeal . 

en on Or ſwelling 1 alls a proſperous wind, 
ind imooth __ pallage to the port aiſign'd. 

Th gentle gales their lagging ſorce renew; 

And now the hv harbour is in view, 

Minerva's temple then ſalutes our fight ; 

Plac'd as a land- mark on the mountain's heigh 

We furl our ſails, and turn the prows to ſhore ; 

The curling waters ha oy the galleys roar; 

The land lies open to the raging eaſt, 

Then , bending like a bow, with rocks compreſs'd, 

Sh out the Horms; the winds and waves come 

plain, 

And vent their malice 

The port lies hid wit 

reo ee rg , rock the narrow mouth divide. 

The temple, which aloſt we view'd before, 

To diſtance flies, and feems to ſhun the ſhore. 

Scarce landed, the firſt omens I beheld 

Were four fine feeds that cropp'd the flowery field. 

War, war is threaten d ſrom this foreign ground, 

[My tather cry*d) where warlike ſteeds are found. 

Yet, ſince reclaim'd to chariots they ſubmit, 

And bend to ftlut-born yokes, and champ the bit, 

Peace may ſucc« 0d to war. Our way we bend 

To Pallas, and the ſacred hills aſcend. 

Flere proftrate to the fierce Virago pray; 
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on the cliffs in vain, 


hin; on either ſide 


vet 
114814 


w noſe te mple was the land-mark of our way. 
LE: with a Phrygian mantle veib'd his head; 
| 


1 
iCTi! 
| Ant zl commands of Helenus chey'd; 
And pious rights to Grecian fur 


Theſe due;  perform'd, vie fete our falls, and 

| ftand 

To ſea, fart; King that (uf ſpected land. 

om hence Tarentum's bay appears in View; 
Hercules renown) d, if large he true. 

| ful A FR 5 Lacu nian Jui no ita md 82 

| Caulor;an towers, aud SCY læcian ſtrands 

| For (ipwrecks ſear'd: — Etna thence we 

Ip”, 

Kr Ly the (moky flames which cloud the ſky 
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And roll tl. e rifins ti ide, impure with ſand, 

nen tos Anciiſes, in experience old, 
ris that Chayvidis which the feer foretold : 
nt thole the ons 6 rocks; bear off to ſea: 

Wieh latte we (rizhied mariners obey, 

Fust Pal N a3 to the larboard veer'd ; 

Then ail the Acet by 1 his , examp le ſteer d. 

To heaven : a t on ridey waves we ride; | 
Then down to hell det ccnd, when they divide. £ 
And thrice our gallies kno kd the tony ground, Fl f 
g Ind thrice the 1 oli! rocks return'd the fo md, [4 

\nd thrice we ſaw the ſtars, that Nood with dews "8 
| mound. it 
Thie flagging winds forſook us with the ſun; 1 

cf 


And, weary'd, on Cyclopean {ſhores we run. 
lie port capacious, and ſecure ſiom wind, 
ie foot of thundering /F na join d. 
itchy cloud ſhe rolls on hugh ; 
nk turns hot embers from her entrails fly; 
| fakes of mounting flames, that lick the KV. 
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Oft from her bowels maſſy rocks are thrown, 
And ſhiver'd by the force come piece-mcal down, 
Oft liquid lakes of burning ſulphur flow, 
Fed from the fiery ſprings that boil below. 1 
Enceladus, they ſay, transfix'd hy ſove, g 
With blaſted limbs came trembling from above : | 
And where he ſell, ti avenging father die- | 
This flaming hill, and on his body threw : 

As often as he turns his weary fides, 

He ſhakes the ſolid iſle, and ſmoke the leavens 


Scarce had his heat the pearly dews dif; eli d; 1 
When from the woods there bold, 1 xeſore our ſiglit, 
Somewhat betwixt a mortal and a ſpriglit. N 

So thin, ſo Shall meagre, and ſo wan, | 
50 bare of fleſh, he ſcarce reſembled man. 

This thing all tattes d, ſeem'd from far t' implore 

Our pious aid, and pointed to the ſhore. 

We look behind; then view his « beret] o 
His cloaths were tagg'd with thorns, a 

limbs beſmeu'd; 

The reſt. in mien, in hab:r, and in face, 
Appear'd a. Greck, and ſuch ! 
He caſt on us, from far, a frightful view, 
Whom ſoon for Trojans and tor tors is knew : 
Stood till and paus'd ; thence al! 

"To ſtretch his unn 5, and tremtled as he ran. 

Soon as approach'd, upon his-knees he falls, 
And thus, with tcars and fizhs, for 
Now by the pow ers above, and wh 
_ nature's common gilt, this vita! air, 

O Trojans, take me hence; I beg no more, 
But bear me far trom this | v1 N ſhore ! 
*I1 18 rue, {ANT A LIT nd farciger ny 
Among your foes beſieg'detii imperial town; 
For ſuch demerits if my death ts duc, 
No more for this abandon'd life J ſue: 
This only favour l t my tears obtain, 

To throw me headlong in the rapid man : 
Since nothing more ch. an death my crime 

die content to die by human hand; 

He ſaid, and on his a nces my knees embrac'd: 

bade him boldly tell his fortune paſt; 

His preſent ſtate, his Iineage, and hi ame 
Th occaſion of his fears, and whence he can 
The good Anchiſes rais'd him with bis 3 
Who, thus encourag'd, anſwer'd our demand : 
From Ithaca, my native foil, I came 
o Troy, and Achæemenides my name. 

Me, my poor father with Ulyſſes ſent; 

(Oh had I ſtay'd with poverty content) 

But, fearful for themſelves my countrymen 
Left me forſaken in the Cyc! ops' den. 

T he cave, though large, was dark; the difmal floor 

Vas pav*d with mangled limbs and putrid gore. 

Oue monſtrous hoft, of more than human ſize, 
Eres his head, and ſtares within the ſkies, 
Dellowing his voice, and horrid is his hue. - 

Ye gods, remove this plague from mortal view 
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Stretch 


Not unreveng'd, 


, This vengeance ſollow'd for cur ſlaughter'd 


[Al Wera more this h. 


i all 1 ay this 


/ What c 


We ſaw the giant-ſhe 
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The joints of Navghter'd wretcies are his iood: 
And for his wine he quaffs the ſtreaming blood 
Theſe eyes heheld, when with his ſpacious 
He ſeiz'd two ay van of our Grecian hand; 
don his back, he daſh'd againſt the ſton 
Their broken bodies.” and their crackling bones: 

| With pouting blood the pars pavement ſwims, 
While the dire glutton grinds the trembling limbs, 
Ulyſſes bore their fate, 

Nor thoughtleſs of his own unhappy ftat* ; 


hand- 


hides. For, gorg'd with fleſh, and drunk with huma 

In ſaady woods we paſs the tedious night, } | wine, 
Where bellowing ſounds and groans our fouis { While faſt aſleep the giant lay ſupine: 

affricht; : Snorin 4 2!oud, and belching from his maw 
Of which no cauſe is offer'd to the ien : His indi 3 | foam, and morſels raw: 
For not one ſtar was kindled in the ſky; [Any pray, caſt the lots, and then ſurround 
Nor could the moon her borrow*'d light ſupply: he mo: Takia body, ſtretch'd along the ground: 
For miſty clouds involv'd 5 firmament; Each, as he could approach him, lends a hand 
The ſtars were muted, and the moon was pent 7Þ o bere his eyeball witlt a flaming brand; 
Scarce h 1ad the riſing ſun the e day rev cal 0 * eneath his frown! ng forehead lay his eye 


For only one did the vaſt frame ſupply ); 
ut that a globe fo large, his f:ont it fill'd, 
Like the ſun's diſk, or like a Grecian ſhield. 
rhe ſtioke ſucceeds ; and down the pupil bends; 
| friends 
| But haite, unhappy wretches, haſte to fly; 
| Your cables cut, and on your oars rely. 
uch and fo vaſt as Polypheme appears, 
ted iſland hears: 
Lite him, in caves they ſhut their woolly ſheep; 
Like him, their herds on tops of mountains keep; 
Like him, with mighty ſtrides, they ſtalk from 
ſteep to ſtcep 
! now three moons their ſhar pen 'd horns renew, 

Sin ice thus in woods and wilds, obſcure in on view, 
| drag my loathſome days with mortal fright; 
And, in deſerted caverns, lodge by wich: 
Oft from the rocks a dreadful proſpect fre 
Oft the huge Cyclops, like a walking tree: 
From far I hear his thundering voice reſound ; 
And tran npling feet 2 ſhake the ſolid ground. 
Cornels and ſavage berries of the wood, 
und roots and herbs, have been my meagre ! 

While all around my longing eyes are e. aſt, 
[ ſave your happy ſhips appear at lat: 
On 8 I fix'd my hopes, to theſe I run, 
cruel race to ſhun : 
leath ycu pleaſe y ourſelves, 
when, on the mounta 
pherd ſtalk before 
he ſhore. 


It her br ſtow. 


Scarce had he faid, n's brow, 
His following flock, and leading to th 
A monſtrous bulk, deform'd, depriv' d of fight, 
[2is ſtaff a trunk of pine to guide his ſteps aright. 
His ponderous whiſtle from his neck deſcends; 7 
lis woolly care their penſive lord attends: 
his only ſolace his hafd fortune ſends. | 
500n as he reach'd the ſhore, and touch ct! 
waves, 
From his bor'd eye the guttering b lood he lave» ? 
tie tac . his teeth and groan'd; through ſcas 
rides, 
And ſcarce the topmaſt billows touch his ! 
Seiz'd with a ſudden fear, we run to ha: | 
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The cables cut, and filent haſte away: 


The well-deſerving ſtranger entertain; N 
Ten, buckling to the work, our cars divide 
main. 
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at hex ken'd to the daſhing ſound: 
t when our veſſels out of reach he founc, 
rided onward ; and in vain cf} * 

Thi 2 an deep, and durſt no farthe de. 

With that he roar'd aloud: the iceadfal cry ! 

akes earth and air, and ſeas: the billows fly, 

Betote the bellowẽ ing er to diſtant s. = 

c nei . Etna trembling all around: | 
ding caverns — to the ſound. | 

br ther Cyclops hear the yelling roar ; | 

„hing down the mountalr 5 croud the ſhore. 
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their ſtern diſtorted looks from ſar, —— e 

eyed glance, that va! ys tiweaten'd war. 
ch council with their heads on high; | THT 
mitty clouds about their foreheads fly: | 
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paſſage Act:zmenides had ſhown, 
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ing the courte which he before had run. 


; | Or n2ainlt Plemmyrium's watery ſtrand | 
m ile, once call'd th' Ortygian land: Du T anxious cares already ſeiz'd the queen 
) a; old fame reports, has found 10 She fed within her veins a flame unſeen: 


Lreece a ſecret paſſage uuder ground: The ade 5 acts, and birth, inſpire 
o heauteous Atethuſa led, Her ſoul with love, and fan the ſecret fire. 
ling here, they roll in the ſame ſacred bed. His words, his looks imprinted in her heart, 
nelenus enjoin'd, we next adore Improve the paſſion, and increaſe the ſmart. 
ad 5 nar | }f the ſhore. Now when the purple morn had chas'd away 
potperous gales we paſs the quict ſounds The dewy ſhadows, and reftor*d the day, 
Elorus, and his fruitful bounds. Her ſiſter firit with early care the ſought, 
bing Cape Pachynus, we ſurvey Ard thus, in mournful accents, cas d her thought: 
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toy n ot Camarine from far we ſee: My lahouring foul ; what viſions of the night 
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Kc und drain d by fates decree. Diſtmrb my quiet, and diſtract my breaft 
tne Geloan fields we paſs, With ſtrange ideas of our Trojan gueſt? 
large walls , \ where mighty Gela was: His worth, nis actions, and majeſtic air, 
vith lofty ſummits crown's ; A man deicended from the gods declare. 
© ©! warhke fteeds tenowu'd: Fear ever argues a degenerate kind, 
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«cy ſhun the Lil y bes a nN ſtrand, Then what he e ſuffer d, nen by Fate betray'd, 
or lecret rocks, and m ving land. What brave attempts for falling Troy he made 
n ſnore the we ary feet arrived: Su 5 were his! looks, ſo gr acefully he ſpoke, 
panum's unhappy port receiv'd. [Tha e re I not reſolvꝰd againſt the yoke 
f endleſs labours, often toſt Of h h apt eſs marriage, never to be curs'd 
MINS, and driven one " W. ith {econ love, fo fatul was my firſt, 
car tather, ſpent with age, I loſt, To this one error N ght yield again: 
ces and ſolace of my pain, 85 For fince Sichæus was untimely ſlain, 
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— a, 


" v4" 7 mat 
VEL) 1 


„ cl: 08 


— 
De 


91 
+\ 7 , v4 
i 4thouſand t Oils, but ſav'd in va This only man is able to ee 5 
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| | Freateſt and the worſt conceal'd. And, to confeſs my frailty, to my ſhame, 
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co, whoſe ſoreboding tkill Somewhat 1 find within, if not the ſame, . 
cle, was ſilent of this. ill: Too like the ſparkles of my former flame. 5 
Ait about Some friendly god But firit, let yawaing earth a paſſage rend, 1 
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Before I break the pliglited faith I gave: ? 


No; he who had my vows, ſhall ever have; 

For whom I lov'd on earth, I worſhip in the grave. \ 
She ſaid: the tears ran guſhing ſrom her eyes, 

And ſtopp'd her ſpeech. Her fitter thus replies: 

O dearer than the vital air I breathe, 

Will you to grief your b!coming years hequeath ? 

Condemn'd to waſte in woes your lonely life, 

Without the joys of mother or of wife ? ; 

Think you theſe tears, this pompous train of woe, 

Are known or valued by the ghoſt below ? 

I grant, that while your ſorrows yet were green, 

It well became a woman and a queen 

The vows of-Tyrian Princes to neglect, 

Jo ſcorn Ilarbas, and his love reject; 

With all the Libyan lords of mighty name; 

But will you fight againſt a pleafing flame“ 

This little ſpot of land, which heaven beſtows, 

On every fide is hemm'd with warlike foes ; 

Cetulian cities here are fpread around; 

And fierce Numidians there your frontiers bound; 

Here lies a barren waſte of thirſty land, 

And there the Syrtes raiſe the moving ſand: 

Parczan troops beſiege the narrow ſhore, 

And from the ſca Pygmalion threatens more, 

Propitious heaven, ard gracious Juno, lead 

This wandering navy to your neectul ald; 

How will your empire ſpread, your city riſe 

From ſuch au union, and with ſuch allies |! 

Implore the favour of the powers above, 

And leave the conduct of tlie reſt to love. 

Continue ſtill your hoſpitable way, 

And ſtill invent occaf.ons of their ſtay; 

Till forms and winter winds ſhall ceafe to threat, 

And planks and oars repair their ſhatter'd fleet. 

Theſe words, which from a friend and ſiſter came, 

With eaſe refolv*d the ſcruples of her fame, 

And added fury to the kindled flame. 

Inſpir'd with hope, the preject they purſue; 

On every altar ſacrifice renew: 

A choſen ewe of tWo- yrars old they pay 

To Ceres, Bacchus, and the god of day: 

Preferring Juno's power : for Juno ties 

The nuptial knot, and makes the marriage joys. 

The heautcous queen before her altar ſtands, 

And holds the golden goblet in her hands. 

A milk- whijte heifer ſhe with flowers adorns, 

And pours the ruddy wine betwixt her horns; 

And while the prieſts with prayer the gods invoke, 

She feeds their altars with Sabæan ſmoke, 

With hourly care the ſacrifice renews, 

And anxiouſly the panting entrails views, 

What pric Aly rites, alas! what pious arr, 

What vows avail to cure a bleeding heart 

A gentle fire the feeds within her veins, 


Where the ſoſt god ſecure in filence reigns. 

Sick with defire, and ſeeking him ſhe loves, 
From ſtreet to ſtreet the raving Dido roves. 
So when the watchful Niepherd ſrom the blind, 
Wounds with a random ſhaft the carclefs hind, 
Diſtracted with her pain ſhe flies the woods, 
Bounds o'cr the lawn, and ſects the ſilent floods; 
With fruitleſs care; for {till the fatal dart 
Sticks in her fide, and rankles in her heart. 
And now ſhe leads the Trojan chief along 
The lofty walls, amidſt the buſy throng ; 
Diſp!ays her Tyrian wealth and riſing town, 
Which love, without his lahour, makes his own, 
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zueſt ; 

Her faltering tongue forbids to ſpeak the reſt, 
When day declines, and feaſts renew the night. 
Still on his face ſhe feeds lier famiſtod fizht: 
She longs again to hear the prince clate 

His own adventures, and the Troiin fate: 

He tells it o'er and o'er: but ſtill in vain; 

For ſtill ſhe begs to hear it once again. 
The hearer on the ſpeaker's mouth depends ; 
And thus the tragic ſtory never ends, 


light 

Withdraws, and falling ſtars to ſlecp invite, 
She laſt remains, when every gueſt is gone, 
Sits on the bed he preſs'd, and ſiglis alone ; 
Abſent, her abſent hero ſees and hears, 
Or in her boſom young Aſcanius bears: 
And ſecks the father's image in the child 
If love by likeneſs might he ſo beguil d. 

) nets might be fo beguil'd. 

Mean time the rifing towers arc at a fland: 
No labours exerciſe the youthful band: 
Nor uſc of arts nor toils of arms they know; 
| The mole is left unfiniſh'd to the foe. | 
The mounds, the works, the walls, neglected lie, 
Short of their promis'd height that ſeenn'd to t 
the ſky. 

But when imperial Juno, from above, 
Saw Dido ſetter'd in the chains of love; 
Hot with the venom which her veins ir:fam's, 
| And by no ſenfe of ſhame to be reclaim's, 
| With ſoothing words to Venus the b. 
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nHoPours you have won, 
And mighty trophies with your worthy fer 
Two gods a bly Woman have unc 
Ignorant, you Feth ſoſpect 
This riſing city, which my hands erect: 
But ſhall celeſtial diicord never ceafe ? 
|" Tis better ended in à laſting peace. 
| You ſtand poſſtf>'d of all your ſoui deſird; 
Poor Dido, with conſuming love, is fir'd: 
| Your Trojan with my Tyrian let us join, 
So Dido ſhall be yours, /Eneas mine: 
One common kingdom, one united line. 
Eliza ſhall a Dardan lord obey 
| And loſty Carthage for a dower convey, 
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| [hen Venus, wh 


(Which would the ſceptre of the 
To Libyan ſhores), thus artfully reply'd: _ 
Wao but a fool would wars with Inno chooiey 
Ard ſuch alliance and ſuch gifts refuſe? 
17 Fortune with our joint defires comply: 
| The doubt is all from ſove, and Deſtiny; 
Leſt he forbid with abſolute command, 
Jo mix the people in one common land. 
Or will the Trojan and the Tyrian line, 
In laſting leagues and ſure ſuccefiion join 
But you, the parirer ot his bed and throne, 
| May move his mind; my wiſhes are your own, 
| Mine, ſaid imperial Juno, be the care; 
Time urges now to perſect this at 
| Attend my counſel, and the ſecret ſhare. 
| When next the ſun his rifing light diſplays, 
And gilds the world below with purple fas; 
| The queen, Æneas, and the Lyrian court, 2 
Shall to the ſhady weods, for ſyivan game, rel 
There while the huntſmen pitch 
And cheartul horns, from fide to ſide, refounsy 
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A vitchy cloud th; tl cover all the plain 
With hail 2nd thunder, and tempeſtuous rain: 
The fearful train Mal take their ſpeedy flight, 
Uiſbers d, and all involv'd in gloomy night ; 
One cave a gratetul ſhelte r ſhall afford 
To the fair p. inceſs and the Trojan lord. 

L will mvſel{ the bridal _ prepare, 

It you, to dlef⸗ the nuptials, will be there ; 
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queen at len zth appears: on either band 
je bras ny g guards in martial order ſtand. 
\ flower'd cymarr, vith golden fringe ſhe wore; 
and at her back a golden 3 bore; 


r flowing hair * golden caul reſtrains; 
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The company diſpers'd, to coverts ride, 

And ſeek the homely cots, or mountains hollow fide. 

The rapid rains, deſcending from the hills, 

To rolling torrents raiſe the creeping rills. 

The queen and prince, as love or fortune guides, 

One common cavern in her boſom hides, 

Then firſt the trembling earth the ſignal gave; 

And flaſhing fires enlighten all the cave: 

Hell trom below, and Juno from above, 

And! 10%, ling nymphs were confcious to their love 
From this * omen'd hour, in time aroſe 

Debate and death, and all ſucceeding woes. 

| The queen, wh ſenſe of honour could not move, 

No longer made a ſecret of her love; 

— call'd it marriage, by that ſpecious name 

Jo veil the crime, and ſanctify the ſhame. 

[T1 he loud report through Libyan cities goes; 
Fame, the great ill, from ſmall beginnings grows. 
Swift from thc firſt 3 and every moment brings 
New vigour to her flights, new pinions to her 

wings, 

[So on grows the pigmy to gigantic ſize; 

' Her feet onearth, her torehead in the ſkies: 

Inraz'd againſt the gods revengetul carth 

Produc'd her laſt of the Titanian birth. 

Swift in her walk, more ſwift her winged haſte: 

4 monſtrous phantom, horrible and vaſt; 

\s many plumes as raiſe her lofty Aight, 

So many piercing eyes enlarge ker ſight: 

Millions of opening mouths to tame belong; 

And every mouth is furniſh'd with a tongue: 

And round with liſtening ears the flying plague is 

hung. 

She fills the peaceful univerſe with cries ; 

No ſlumbers ever cloſe her wakeful eyes. 

By day from lofty towers her head ſhe ſhews: 

And ſpreads, through trembling crouds, difaſtrous 

news. 
With court-I1 [formers haunts, and royal ſpies, 
This done relates, nor done the feigns; and mingles 


| truth with lies. 
Talk is her buſineſs; and her chief delight 
To tell of p rodigies 3 and cauſe affright. 


She fills the people's ears with Dido's name; 
Who, NE! to honour, and the ſeiiſe c of ſhame, 

| Admits into her throne and nu, dial bed 

| country fled: 
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Mad with deſpair, impatient with deſise. 
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Then on the ſacred altars pouring wine, Atlas, whoſe head, with piny i foreſts crown'd, 
He thus with prayers implor*d his fire divine: s beaten by the winds, with foggy vapours bound 
Great ee propitious to the Mooriſh race, Snoves hide his ſhoulders; from b beneath! his chin 
Who feaſt on painted beds, with offtrings grace The founts of roviog ſtreams their race begin: 
Thy Temples; and adore thy power divine A beard of ice on his large breaſt depen 

With blood of victims, and with ſparkling wine; Here, pois'd upon his wings, the god deſcends: 
Seeſt thou not this? or do we fear in vain 1 Then, reſted thus, he from the towering height 
Thy boaſted thunder, and thy thoughtlefs reign ? plung'd downward, with prec ee might: 

Do thy broad hands the forky lightnings lance, Lights on the ſeas, and ſkims along the flood: 
Thine are the bolts, or the blind work of chance; As water -fowl, who ſeek their fiſhy foo, 

A wandering woman builds, within our ſtate, Leſs, and yct lefa, to diſtant proſpect ow, 

A little toben, bought At an ealy 77 ate; . [By turns they dance alofr, and dive hclow: 

She pays me homage, and my grants aliow [Like theſe, the ſteerage of his wings lie plies, 

A narrow ſpace of Libyan lands to plough. | And near the ſurface of the water flies : 

Yet, ſcorning me, by paſſion blindly led, | Till, having paſs'd che ſeas, and croſs'd the (2nd 
Admits a baniſh'd Trojan to her bed: He clos'd his wines, and ſto: op'd on Libyan lan 
And now this other Paris, with his train [Where ſnhepherds once were 0 ous d in home!y ſh th 
Of conquer*d cowards, muſt in Afric reizn ' (Now towers within the clouds advance their ay % 


(Whom, what they are, their looks and garb confeſs; | Arriving there, he ſound the Trojan pri mee 
Their locks with oil perform'd, their Lydian dreſs: )! New ramparts raiſing; for the town's defence: 


He takes the ſpoil, enjoys the princely n A . 18 art, with vo! d embroider*d o'er 
And I, rejected I, adore an empty name. {Queen b 's gift), about his waiſt he wore; 
His. vows, in haughty terms, he thus preferr'd; A Frrord v wi wt elit tering gems diverſiſy'd, 
And held his altar's horns: the mighty thunderer For ornament, not uſe, l: ng idly by his ſide. 
heard, Then thus, with winged words, the god began 
Then caſt his eyes on Carthage, where he ſound |{Reſoming his own ſhape) ): Degenerate man, 
The luſtſul pair, in lawleſs pleaſure drown'd, | Thou woman's property, what mak'ſt thou he 
Loft in their loves, inſenſible of ſhame, | Theſe foreign walls and Tyrim towers to re 
nd both forgetful of their better ſame. | rorgetful of thy own? All-powerſul Tore, 
He calls Cyllenius; s; and the gorl attends; | Who ſways the world below, and he mY abo ve, 
By whom his menacing command he ſends: 'Has ſent me Cown, with this ſevere command: 
Oo, mount the weſtern winds, and cleave the ſky; What means thy lingering in the Lion land? 
Then, witli a ſwift deſcent, to Carthage fly: lf glory cannot move a mind ſo mean, 
There find the Trojan chief, who waſtes 2 days * future mae from ſlitting pleaſure wean, 
In ſlothſul riot and inglorious eaſe, Regard the ſortuncs of thy riſing heir; 
Nor minds the future city, giv'n by fate; | The promis d crown let young Aſcanius wears 
To him this meſſage from my mouth relate: To whom th' Auſonian ſceptre and the ſtate 
Not ſo, fair Venus hop'd, when twice ſhe won Of Rome's imperial name is ow?'d by fate. 
Thy lite with preyers; nor promis*d ſuch a fon, So ſpoke the god; and ſpeaking tobt his fig 
Her's was a hero, deſtin'd to command Involved in clouds; and yae u'd out of figitt 
A martial race; and rule the Latian land. The p. ou s prince was ſeiz*d with A den * 5 
Who ſhould his ancient line from Teucer draw; Mu te v a3 his tongue, 2 and uprizht ood lus 
And, on the conquer'd world, impoſe the law. Revolving * us mind the ſtern command, 
If glory cannot move a mind fo mean, He bo s to fly, and loaths the charming 1avs 
Nor ſuture praiſe irom fading pleaturc vean, Wat ſhould he fay, or how ſhould he begity 
Yet why ſhould he defraud his fon of fame ; What courſe, alas! remains, to ſteer between 
And grudge the Romans their imaiortal name | Ch offended lover, and the powerful queen: | 
What are his vain defigns? what hopes he more, his way, and that, he turns his anxious nud, 
From his long lingering on a hoitile ſhore ? And all expedients tries, and none can find: 
F.cgardlels to re deem his konour loft, trix d on the deed, but doubtful of the nis; 
And for his race to gain th' Auſonian coalt ! A tter lov, thouckt to this advice he teas: 

Bid him with ſpeed the Tyrian court to: fake; | Three chicts hy calls, commands then) to epa 
With this command the flarn bering warrior wake. | The ficct, and Nip their men with ent care: 
Hermes obeys; with golden pinions bir. 8 Fame plaufible pretence he hids them tn, 
His flying fcet, and mounts the weſtern wines: o colour what in fecret he deſign'd. WY 
And whether o'er tlic ſeas or earth he flies, Himſeli. meantime, the {oit:i hours wome e 

With rapid force they bcar hin 1 dan n the Kies. Ec ſore the lo eg. Hen Lage heard the news; 

Nut fi. 1 he graſps, within his an hang. And move her tend wind. y flow th 
he mark of ſovereign power, his raagic wand: To buff. r what the ſovereign pow? 

With this he draws the ghoſts frora hollow graves, ſove will -nſpir re him, th „ and what to az. 
With this he drives them down the Stygian waves ; Te hear with pleaſure, and with hae 0905. 
With this he ſeals in ſleep the walteſu 1 hav; | But ſoon the queen perceives the tim agen 
And eyes, though clof'd in death, reſtores to light. | What arts can blind a jcaious woman 5 ens 
Thus arm'd, te god begins his airy 1: acc, [She was the firſt to find the ſecret travc, 

And drives the racking clouds along the liquid ſpace e. Beſore the. ſatal news w bla: d at roac. 

Now ſees the tops of Atla 8, as he flies, Love the GT otions of the love! nears, 
Whoſe brawny back ſupports the ſtury Mies; Quick to preſage, and evn in latety #375, 
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Not impious Mme was wanting, to report 


The ſhips repair*d ; the Trojans thick refort, 


And purpoſe to ſorſake the Tyrian court. 


Frantic with tear, impatient of the wound, 
And impotent of mind, ſhe roves the city round: 
Le(s wild the Bacchanalian dames appear, 
When, from afar, their nightly god: they hear, 
ſpear, 
at length the finds the dear perfidious man; 
events his form'd excuſe, and thus began: 
Baſe and ungrate ſul, could you hope to fl, 
And undiſcover*d "ſcape a lover's eye? 
Nor could my kindneſs your compaſſion move, 
Nor pliglited vows, nor dearer bands of love? 
is the death of a deſpairing queen 
Not e e though too well ſoreſeen? 


* 
* 
23 * " 
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But now the Delphian oracle cammands, 
| And fate invites me tothe Latian lands. 
) | That is the promis's land to which I ſteer, 
And all my vows are terminated there. 
If you, a Tyrian, and a ſtranger born, 
| With walls and towers a Libyan town adorn ; 
| Why may not we, like you a foreign race, 


And howl about the hills, and ſhake the wrea: 5 Like you ſeek ſhelter in a foreign place ? 


As often as the night obſcures the ſkies 

With humid ſhades, or twinkling ſtars ariſe, 

| Anchifes* angry ghoſt in dreams appears, 

Chides my delay, and fills my ſoul with tears; 
And young Aſcanius juſtly may complain, 

Of his defrauded ſate, and deſtin'd reign. 

55 n now the herald of the gods appear d, 

| Waking 1 ſaw him, and his meſſage heard. 

From Jove he came committon'd, heavenly bright 


n when the wintery wines command your ſtay, With radiant beams, and mani to fight, 


You mtg tlie tempel, and defy the ſca. 

Falſe as you are, ſuppoſe you were not bound 

To lands unknown, and foreign coſts to ſound; 
Were Troy reſtor'd and Ptiam's happy reizn, 
Now durſt you tempt, for Troy, the raging main? 
dee whom you fly; am I the toc LON ſhun ? 
Now, by thoſe 1 vows fo late: Fun, 

By ti N hand (ſince J have nothing more 


10 challen They tle t fakh you yy e beſore }, 


14 AY . 
beg YOU IT eſe tears too truly ſhed, 
DY tue new pleaſures of ou nuptial bed; 


It ever Did 0, whe n you mott were kind, 
\ _ 3 
Were ple Gng in n your eyes, or touch* your mind 


7 
ie fo! tut ne 


a falling race 

"YOu [ | e pro ok 'd a ry! ant's l Nez; 
cend'd the Libyan and the Fyrian ſtate; 
ou alone I tutier in my tame; 
| NONOUT, and expos'd to ſhame: 
have I now to truſt? (ungratetul gueſt 
at only name remains of all the reit 
What have ] left, or whit 
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tueſe my 3 25 if prayers may yet have ace; ogy he ence look, cr lent a liſtening ear; 


? took tlie tra 
1 | 


o!ds\ ITn \ 


The ſender and the ſent, 1 both atteſt, 
er le walls he enter d, and thoſe words expreſo d: 
Fair queen, oppoſe not what the gods command; 
| Forc' d by my fate, Ilcave your happy land. 
Thus while he ſpoke, already ſhe began, 
With ſparkling eyes, to view the guilty man: 
From head to foot ſurvey'd his perfon o'er, 
Nor longer theſe outrageous threats forbore: 
Faife as thou art, and more than falſe, forſworn; 
; Nor ſprung from noble blood, nor goddeſs- born, 
| But hewn from harden'd entrails of a rock; 
And rough Hyrcanian tigers gave thee ſuc k. 
; * liy ſhould 1 fawn? what have I worſe to fear ? 


A — 


Sjol d when 1 bl b*d, or fhed one kindly tear ? 
I ſyrupiom 5 of a beſe ungrateful mind, 
So tout, that v lich! is worte, 'tis hard to find. 
2 man's injuſtice, why ft ould I complain # 
he gods, and Jove himſelt, behold in vain 
rium} han 10 ion, yet no thunder flies: =% 
Nor Juno views my Wrongs with equal eyes; 
Faitlileſs is carth, .d faithleſs are the ſkies? 5 
re e Ae, truth is not no more; 
q thipwreck'd exile on my ſhoxe : 
With needfu] ſood his hungry Trojans fed: 
tor to my throne and bed: 
Fool that 1 was !—tis little :0 repeat 
5 The rest, I ſtor'd and rigg'd his ruin'd fleet. 
1 rave, I rave ! A god's comnund he pleads 
And makes heaven accfary to his deeds. 
Nowy Lycian lots, and now the Delian god, 
[Now W een 1s employ'd from Jove's abode, 
arn him hence; as if the peaceful ſtate 
Ot heavenly powers were twach'd with human 
> {But co; thy flizht no longer 1 detain ; 
Jo ſeek thy promis'd Kingdom thr: dugh the mant 
Let, if the heavens iH hear * pic ous vo., 
[Thc taithleſs waves, not Half fo fa. as 1 
Or tecret ſands , ſhall ſepu ichres afford 


0 thy proud veſicls and then perjur'd lord. 
Then malt! thou call on injur'd Dido's name: 7 
Dido Nall come, in a black ſulphury flame; \ 


Wien deut bas once diſſolv'd her mortal frame : 
all tile io fee the traitor vainly weep z ; 
Hei anvry ghoſt, ariſing from the Gee) 

hal! he rant thee waking, and 1 t iv ſleep 


St leaſt my ſhade thy puniſhment ſhall krow 
And 3 thatl ſpread the pleat ing nexvs belong 
7 eee wee ons : then turns away 
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Amaz'd he ſtood, revolving in his mind 
What ſpeech to frame, and whar excuſe to find. 
Iler fearful maids their fainting miſtreſs led; 
And ſoftly laid her on her ivory bed. 
But good AEneas, though he much defirec 
To give that pity, which her grief requir'd, 
Though much he mourn'd and labo our'd with his 
love, 
Reſolv'd at 1c neth, obeys the will of Jove: 
Reviews his forces ; they with early care 
Unmoor their veſſels, and for ſea prepare. 
The fleet is ſoon aftoat, in all its pride: 
And well caulk'd gallies in the harbour ride. 
Then oaks for bars they fell'd; or, as they ſtood, 
Of its green arms geſpoiÞ'd the growing wood, 
Studious of flight: the beach is cover'd o'er 
With Trojan bands that blacken all the ſhore: 
On every ſide are ſeen, deſcending down, 
Thick ſwarms of ſoldiers loaden from the town. 
Thus, in battalia, march embodied ants, 
Fearful of winter, and of future wants, 
T invade the corn, and to their cells convey 
The plunder'd forage of their yellow p- rey. 
The ſable troops, along the narrow tracts, 
Scarce bear the weighty burden on their hacks: 
Some ſet their ſhoulders on the ponderous grain; 
ome guard the ſpoil; ſome laſh the lagging train; 
Al ply their ſeveral taſks and equal toil ſuſtain. \ 
What pangs the tender breaſt of Dido tore, 
When, from the tower, ſhe ſaw the cover'd ſtore ; 
And heard the ſhouts of ſailors from atar, 
Mix'd with the murmurs of the watery war! 
All- powerful love, what changes canſt thou cauſe 
In human hearts, ſubjected to thy laws! 
Once more her haughty foul the tyrant bends; 
To prayers and mean ſubmiſſions ſhe deſcends. 
No female arts or aids ſhe left untry'd, 
Nor counſels unexplor'd, before ſhe dy'd. 
Look, Anna, look ; the Trojans crowd to fea; 
They ſpread their canvaſs, and their anchors weigh: 
The ſhouting crew, their ſhips with garlands bind, 
Invoke the ſea-gods, and invite the wind. 
Covld I have thought this threatening blow ſo near, 
My tender foul had been forewarn'd to bear. 
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if you in pity grant this one requeſt, 

My death ſhall glut the hatred of his brea#. 

his mourntul meſſage pious Anna bears, 

ind ſeconds, with her own, her ſiſter's tears 

Zut all her arts are ſtill employ'd in vain; 

\gain the comes, and is refus'd again. 

thts harden'd heart nor prayers nor threatenings 
move ; 

Fate, and the god had flopp! d lis ears to love, 

As hen the winds their airy quarrel try, 
juſtling from every quarter of the ſky, - 
This way and that the mountain oak they bend, 
His boughs they ſhatter, and his branches rend; 
With leaves and falling maſt they ſpread the ground, 
The hollow valleys echo to the ſound ; 

Unmov'd, the royal plant their fury mocks, 

Or, ſhaken, clings more cloſely to the rocks: 

Far as he ſhoots his towering head on high 

So deep in earth his fix*d foundations lie: 

No leſs a ſtorm the Trojan hero bears; 

Thick meſſages and loud complaints lie hears, 
And bandy d words ſtill beatine on his cars. 

Sighs, gioans and tears, proclaim his inward pains, 
But the firm purpoſe of his heart remains. 

The wretchee queen, purſu'd by crucl fate, 
Begins at length rhe light of heaven to hate, 
And loaths to live: then dire portents ſhe ſees, 
To haſten-on the death her ſou] decrees ; 
Strange to relate: for when, before the ſhrine, 
She pours, in ſacrifice, the purple wine, 

The purple wine is tum d to putrid blood, 
And the white ofter*'d milk converts to mud. 
This dire preſage, to her alone reveal'd, 

From all, and ev'n her fiſter, ſhe conceal'd. 

A marble temple ood within the grove, 
Sacred to death, and to her murder'd love; 
That konour'd chapel ſhe had hung around 
With ſnowy fleeces, and with garlands crown d, 
Oft, when ſhe viſited this lonely dome 
Strange voices iſſued from her huſband's tomb: 
She thought ſhe head him ſummon her away, 
Invite her to hiz grave, and chide her ſtay. 
Hourly 'tis heard, when, with a boding note, 
The ſolitary ſcreech-ow! ſlrains her throat: 


Tt do not you my laſt requeſt deny, 
Vith yon perfidious man your i; intereſt try; 
And bring me news, if I muſt live or dic. 

You are his ſavourite, you alone can find 

The dark receſſes of his irrmoſt mind: 

In all his truſty ſecrets you have part rt, 

And krow the ſoft approaches to his heart. 
Haſte then, and humbly ſeek my haughty ſoe : 
Tell him, I did not with the Grectans go; 

Nor did my ncet againft his friends employ, 
Nor {wore the ruin of A rr Troy; 

Nor mov'd with hands prophane his father's duſt; 
Why ſhould he then reject a ſuir fo juſt ! 

Whom does he ſhun, and whither would he fly? 
Can he this laſt, this only prayer deny 

Let him at leaſt his dangerous flight delay, 

Wait better winds, and hope a calmer ſea, 

The nuptials lie diſclaims, I urge no more; 

Let him purſue the promis'd Latian ſtore. 

A ſhort delay is all 1 aſk him now, 

A pauſe of rief, an interval from woe: 

Till my foft ſoul be temper'd to ſuſtain 
Accultom's ſorrows, and inur'd to pain. 


And on a chimney's top, or tvrret's height, 

With fongs obſcene diſtuths the filence of the night. 

| Beſides, old prophe: ies augment her fears, 

And ſtern Aineas in her dreams appears 

Diſdainful as by day; ſhe ſeems alone 

To wander in her ſleep, through ways unknow't, 

Guideleſs and dark: or, in a deft: plain 

To ſeek her ſubjects, and to ſeek in vain. | 

Like Pentheus, when, diſtracted with his tear, 

He ſaw two ſuns, and double Thebes appear 

Or mad Orcſtes, wv hen his mother's ghoR 

Full in his face infernal torches toſo'd; 

| And ſhook her ſnaky ocks: he ſhuns the f1giity 

Flies o er che flage, g 'o with mortal fh 

The fur; s guard the door, and Intercept hu 
Now, "nking - underneath a load of griet, 

From death alone ſhe ſeeks her laſt relief: _ 

Che time and mcans reſolv'd within hr broatt. 

g he to her mournſul fiſter thus addreſa'd N 

| Diffembling hope, her cloudy front the clea;*, 

'And a falſe vigo ur in her eyes appears): 

Re joice, ſhe ſaid, inſtructed from above, 

N ver 1 ſhall gain, or loſ my love 


! 


1 


| 
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wen riling Atlas, next the falling ſun, 
Long tracts of ZEthiopian climates run: 
There a Matlylian princeſs I have found, 
Honour'd for age, for magic arts renown'd ; 
1' Heſperian temple was . er truſted care; 
was ſhe ſupply'd the wakeful dragon's fare, 
She poppy feeds in 3 ta ele to ſteep, 
eclim'd his rage, and ſootli'd him into fleep. 
She watelbd the golden fruit ; her charms unbind 
The chains of love, or fix them on the mind. 
She ops the torrents, leaves the channel dry; 
Repels the ſtars, and backward bears the ſky. 
The yawning earth rebellows to her call, 
ale ghofts aſcend, and mountain aſhes fall. 
Witne's, ye gods, and thou my bett:r part, 
How loth I am to try this impious art! 
ings the ſecret court, with ſilent care, 
ect a lofty pile, expos 0 in air; 
— the topmoſt part tlie Trojan veſt, 
ol arms and preſents of my faithleſs gueſt. 
Next, under theſe, the bridal bed be placed, 
Were I my ruin in his arms embrac'd : 
All relics of the wretch are duom'd to fire, 
tor ſo the prieſteſs and her charms require 
Ihus far the ſaid, and farther ſpeech forbears ; : 
+4 mortal paleneſs in her ſace appears : 
Yet the miſtruſtieſs Anna could not find 
le ſecrer funeral in theſe rites defign'd, 
Nor thought ſo dire a rage polleſs'd her ntind. 
| nxnowing of a train conceal'd ſo well, 
lear'd no worſe than when Sichæus fell: 
tore Hy The fatal pile they rear 
e ſecret court, expos'd in air, 
ren b olms and pines are heap'd on hi: 
gar lands on the hollow fpaces lie. 
doyprefs, , Yervain, eugh, compoſe the wreath, 
and every baletul green nt ing death. 
Ihe queen, determin'd to the fatal deed, 
if i 1wor!] he left, in ordcr 
and the man's image on the 1 
and now (the ſacred altars plac'd around) 
eſte(s enters, with her hair unboundl, 
1vokes the powers below the grov 
Lebus, and Chaos, ſhe proclainis, 
wreetold Hecate, with her hundred names 
4} 
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POEM $ 3 
The flocks and herds, and particolour'd fowl, 
Wich havnt the woods, or ſwim the weedy pool, 

8 'rretch'd on the quiet earth ſecurely lay 

Forgetting the paſt met of the day. 

All cle of nature's commo eilt partake 
U nhappy Dido was alone awake 

Nor ſleep nor ws che furious queen can find; 

Sleep fled her eyes, as quiet fled her mind. 

Deftpair, and rage, and love, divide her heart: 
Defpair and rage had ſoine, but love the greater 

part, 
Then thus ſhe ſaid within her ſecret mind: 

What thali Ido; vlt ſuccour can I find? 

Become a ſuppliant to Hiarbas' pride, 

And take my turn, to court and be deny*d! 

Shatl 1 with this ungrateful Trojan go, 

Forſake an empire, and attend a foe? 

2 [ refuged, and his train reliev'd; 
'Tis true: but am I ſure to be receiv'd? 

0 an gra tude in Trojan ſouls have place? 
bo aomedon ſtill lives in all his race 
Then, ſhall I ſeek alone the churliſh crew, 

And with my fleet their flying ſails purſue ? ? 

* hat force have I but thoſe, whom ſcarce before 

1 drew reluQant from their native thore ? 

Will tney again embark at my deſire, 

| | he ſeas, and quit their ſecond 

7 


Once more ſuſtain the 
Tyre? 
Rather with ſteel guilty breaſt invade, 
| And take the fortune thou thyſelf haſt made. 
V our pity, ſiſter, firſt ſeduc'd my mind; 
Or ſeconded roo well what I defign'd. 
; Theſe dear- bought pleaſures had never known, 
lad continued frec, and ſtill my own; 
Av oiding love, I had not found defpair: : 
I: ut ma d, with ſavage Leaſts, the common air; 
e thema! lonely life 1 might have led, 

Not mourred the living, nor diſturb'd the dead. 
le te thoughts (he brooded in her anxious breaſt ; 
On board, the Tioian found more eaſy reſt. 
Refolv's to ſail, in ficep lie paſt'd the night; 

And order'd all things for his early flight. 
To on orice more the winged god appears; 
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And, with this rev darm, invades Ins ears: 

Leep'll tho, O goddefs-Cern! and cant then 
droven 

Thy ncedtul cares, ſo ncar a hoſtile town, 


Beſet with ſoes? nor hear ſt the weſtern gales 

Invite thy pallaze, and infpire thy fails? 

he harbours in her heart a 3 late; 

Fix d on re” Key and obſtinate to die; 

, while thou haſt power to fly: 

[The fea a v 5 ann 

And biazing fircbrands kindle all the ſhore. 

b t her rage, while night obſcurex the ſkies; 
il be efore the purple morn ariſe, 

rows what hazards thy delay may bring? 

$ a various and a changeful thing. 
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{Thus Hermes in the dream; then took his flight, 
| Alott in air unſeen ; and mix'd with night. 
1 wice warn'd 55 the celeſtial meſſenger, 

The pious prince aroſe with haſty fear: b 
[Then rous'd hiis drowſy train without delay, 4 
[latte to your banks; your crooked archers ; 
| V. cih; i 
| And fpread ; our flying fails, and ſi and to fea, l 
3 i 
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A god commands; le ood before my. tight ; 
And urg'd us once again to ſpeedy flight. | 
O facred power, what power ſoc%er thou art, berpetval hate, and mortal wars proclaim 

To thy bleſs'd orders 1 refign my heart: Againſt the prince, the people, and the name. 
Lead thou the way; protect thy Trojan bands; | I licſe gratetul offerings on my grave beſtow, 
| 
| 


ge 
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Ihsſe are my prayers, and this my dying wit: 
And you, my Tyrians, every curſe fulfil; 


And proſper the deſign thy will commands. Nor leagoe, nor love, the hoſtile nations know 

He ſaid, and, drawing forth his flaming fword, Now, and from hence in every future age, 

His thundering arm divides the many-twitted cord: When rage excites your arms, and ſtrength ſuppliss 
An emulating zeal inſpires his train ; | the rage, 

They run, they ſnatch ; they ruſh into the main. Eiſe ſome avenger of our Libyan blood; 

With headlong haite they leave the deſert thor: „ | With fire and ſword purſue the perjur'd brood: 
And bruſh the liquid ſeas with labouring oars. Our arms, our ſeas, our ſhores oppos'd to theirs, 
Aurora now had left her ſaffron bed, And the fame hate deſcend on all our heirs. 

And beams of early light the heavens o'erfpread, | This ſaid, within her anxious mind ſhe weighs 
When from a tower the queen, with wakeful cyes, | te means of cutting ſhort her odious days. 
Saw day point upward from the rofy ſkies: hen to Sichæus' nurſe ſhe briefly faid 


— — 


She look*d to ſeaward, but the ſca was void, (tor when ſhe left her country her's was dead), 
And ſcarce in ken the failing ſhips dęſcry'd: | Go, Barce, call my ſiſter; let her care 
14 mag with defpite, and turious with defpair, | The ſoleran rites of ſacrifice prepare: 
1 She ſtruck her tre mbling breaſt, and tore her hair, the thegp, and all the atoning offerings bring, 
vi And Mall. ti ungrateful traitor go, ſhe (aid, Sprinklüng her body from the cryſtal ſpring 
| Ss torſaken, and my love be tray d? | Witn lis ing drops: then let her come, and thou te 
2:12 we not arm, not ruth from every itreet, | With ſacred fillers bind thy hoary brow. _ 
| 110 follow, fink, and burn his perjur'd fleet ? Thus will I pay my vows to Stygian Jove, 
[$1 Malte; haul my gallies out; purſue tlic toe: And end the cares of my diſaſtrous love. This fa 
1 Bring flaming brands; ſet fail, and fwiftly row. hen £aſt the Trojan image on the fire, eds 
| What have I ſaid? where am 1? Fury turns And, as that burns, my paſſion ſhall expire. "FE 
OO, Gd my &: iter per'd boſom hurins, | The nurfe moves onward, with officious care, dann 
4 when I gave * perſon and my thore, [And all the jpced her aged limbs can dear. x 
8 ate, this rage, nad been mort timely nn. But furious Dido, with dark thoughts involv'd, 10 
des now the promis'd faith, the vauntei name, hook at the mighty mifchief ſhe reſolv'd. 
bs N man, who, ruſhing thĩchah tl. nale, With livid ſpots diſtinguiſh'd was her face, 
5 4 * Zocls, and to the Phrygian hoe ed were her rolling eyes, and diſcompos'd her pace 
de huftſen et his ferble father bort Glaitly the gaz'd, with pain ſhe drew her breath, | 
Fit 1 THOU n, len dorn im plece- nal; ftrow'd infAnd nature ſhiver'd at approaching death en 
15 1 85 1 8 =] | Then ſwiſtly to the fatal place ſhe paſs'd 
kt: mer a umds, or len Expoſed in woot; : And mounts the ſuneral pile, with furious haſte: 
FÞ Leltroy d his friends and ſon ; and, from tlie tire, Untheaths the ſword the Trojan left behind 4 
| ' Have ſet the recking boy betore the tire Not for ſo dire an enterprize deſign'd). ö d 
114 Events are doubtful which ond attle Walt; But when ſhe vie wd che garments looſely ſpread, | 
| 4 SIR where's the doubt to ſoulstc. ure of fat: Wich once he wore, and ſaw the conſcious bed, | The | 
| . oy 8 155 tein injur d qeeen 5 command, She paus'd, and, with a ſigh, the robes e mbrac'd; | * 
164 Had toſa'd their Hes amid the Trojan band.: hen on the couch her trembling body caſt, "EE 133 
144 At once extinguith'd all the faithlets name; Kepreſo'd the ready tears, and ſpoke her laſt: -/ Denny 
1 —_ 1 myſeli, in vengeance of my ame, hear pledges of my love, while heaven fo pleas'”, 4nd d 
1 lad fall'n upon the pile to mend tlic . Receive a ſoul, of mortal anguith eas'd: 
15 T! flame. ; 5 | {My fatal courſe is finiſh'd, and 1 go, 
| fo : OY ſun, who view'lt at once the yo1lt below, bt glorious name, among the ghoſts below, 
| 4 Thou Juno, guardian of the nuptial vor, | A loſty city by my hands is rais'd; 
8&3! i hou Hecate, hearken from thy da E ab oe T |Py2malion puniſh'd, and my lord appeas d. 
42 Ye furics, fiencs, and violated gods, { What could my fortune have afforded more, 
7 All powers invok'd with Dido's dying breath, (Had the falſe Trojan never touch'd my ſhore” 
4 Attend her curſes, and avenge her death. hen kifs'd the couch; and muſt I die, ſhe ſald. 
| " | een c 1 [and os Ae kr cer 
8 eee . e eee eee ee | 
g 6 a race unt am'd, and haughty toes, On any terms, 'tis better than to live. ; ; 
* Ils peaceful entrance with dire arms opt. ; Theſe flames from far may the falſe Troqen vie 5 ; 
* Oppreſs'd with numbers in th' uncgaal field, rheſe boding omens his baſe flight puiſue. 
= His men diſcourag'd and himiclf expell'd; She ſaid, and ſtruck. Deep enter'd in her de 
jt Let him for ſuccour ſue from place to place, [The piercing ſteel, with recking purple dy d: ; 
4 torn from his ſubjects, and his ſon's embrace: Clog! d in the wound the cruel weapon ſtands: . 
4 Firſt jet him ſee his friends in battle lain, The ſpouting blood came ſtreaming on her hands, 
| 1 An their untimely fate lament in vain: Her ſad attendants ſaw the deadly ſtroke, r I 
41 | And when, at length, the crucl war ſhall ceaſe, And, with loud cries, the ſounding palace ſhook. | 55 
10 On hard conditions may he buy his peace. Piſtracted from the fatal fight they fled, F : 
1 Nor let him then enjoy ſupreme command, And through the town the diſmal rumour ſpreac, 4 
14 Bur fall untimely by ſome hoſtile hand, l Firſt from the frighted court the yell began, | N 75 
> aud lie unbury d on the barren fand. Redoubled thence from houſe to houſe it rau „ 
WH 
/ > 
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The groans of men, with ſhrieks, laments, and crics | 
of mixing women, mount the vaulted ſkies, 
ot leſs the clamour, than if ancient Tyre, 
Or the new Carthage, ſet by foes on fire, 
rolling ruin, with their lov'd abodes, 
voly'd the blazing temples of their gods. | 
Her fiſter ens and, Hy ates with deſpair, | 
er breaſt, pre rends her yellow hair; 
Ang, calling on Eliza's name aloud, 
Ru ns breathleſs to the place, and breaks the crowd, 
that pomp of woe {or this pre par d 
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cr ingly inſlitutes funeral Zames, and appoints prizes 
| . fer thoſe who foruld conquer in them, While the cere- 
| monies aver e performing, Juno ſends Iris to perſuade 
| the Trojan women to burn the ſpips 5 Who, upon her 
| inſtigations ſet Fre to them, which burnt feur, and 
| awould have ce onſumed the reſt, had not Jupiter, by a 
| 6 wer, extinguiſhed it. Upen this FEvear, 
| ty the advice of one of fits generals, and a 1 wiſts In of Lis 

father, builds a city for the cvomen, old men, and others, 
a4 Were e ithbr 1 nfit for war, or weary W age, 
and fails s for Italy: Venus procures of Nept une a Jafe 


7 ele fires, this fun eres es theſe altars ; re ll . age fe r him ond all his men, exce| ting only 41 

Wa 0 this tr. n ot P! lots contriv . ſaid ſne, #* ilet P alinurus, 20/10 IWas unfortunate 5 be. 

Al only to deceive unhappy me? | 

Which | ehe worſt ? Didſt th % in death pretend EANTIME the Trojan cuts his watery way, 

o (corn thy ſiſter, or de lude thy triend ; M Fix'd on his voyage through the curling ſea; 

Thy ſummon'd fiſter, and thy friend, had come; x hen, caſting back his eycs, with dire «maze, 

One word had ter” ' us both, one common tomb. Sees, on the Punic ſhore, the mounting blaze. 

Was Ito raiſe the pile, the po n anvor = The cauſe unknown ; yet his preſaging mind 

pre * the atal oke ; The fate of Dido fron the fire divin'd: 1 
nou halt de ſtroy d Tyler and me; | He knew the ſtormy fouls of woman kind, j 
f 20Wn, ty lenate, and my cotony | What ſecret ſprings their eager paſſions move, 
ag water, batiic lows dS while L in death How c capable of death for injur'd love. 
ole my lips to het 5, and catch the fiying breath, | Dire auguries from hence the I rojans draw, 
(aid, he mounts the pile with eager haſte, Tim neither fires nor ſhining ſhores they ſaw, 
in her arms the gaſping queen embrac d: | Now ſeas and ſkies their proſpect only bound, 
temples chaf'd, and hep TOR CRATE dpd An empty ſpace above, a floating field around. 
unch the Rreaming cr oc anc Cit 3 — ore. gut ſoon the heavens with ſhacows were o'erſpread; 
e Dido wb to raiſe her drooping head, A ſwelling cloud hung hovering o'er their head: 
| fanting thrice, fell groveling on! e! ; ed. Livid it ook d d, the threatening of a ſtorm; 
p'd her heavy eyes, and t layy the light, ) 7 hen niglit and horror oceans ſace deform, 
erer l ficken'd at the 8 12 The pilo N, Palinurus, cry'd aloud, 
her lids at lat TI an et 34x. 1 What guſts of weather from that gath ering cloud 
uno, grieving that a {l ould (uſtzn *. thoughts preſage! Ere yet the tempeſt roars 
tt fo lingering, and fo fu! e, Stand to your tackle, mates, and ſtretch your oars; 
t ris down, to ſtce Her rom the Nite Contract vour ſwelling ſails, and luff to wind: 
ane, and nee e . The irighted crew perform the taſk aſſignꝰd. 
eſte dy'd, not doomꝰ d by heaven's degge, hen, to his fearleſs chief, Not heaven, ſaid he, 
3 OS, 5 human en, 3 | Though jove himſelf ſhould promiſe Italy, 
ot love, that e d Der in War, Can ſtem the torrent of this raging ſea! 
th d not cut the topmoſt hair. Mark how the ſhifting winds from weſt ariſe, 
pine ana tney Car my uno, And what collected night involves the ſkies ! 

0: midc-her facred to the ſhaces below. | Nor can our ſhaken veſſels live at ſea; 

2 ling 83 e Bru ' Much leſs againſt the tempeſt force their way; 
wathoutand colours tron the Night: 'Tis fate diverts our courſe, and fate we muſt 
on above the dying lover's mad, obey. 

e e, e on be TTSCS Not ſar from hence, if I obſerv'd aright 
8 FT EP 75 : HE The fo uthing of the ſtars, and — light, 
m ein Baur: Sicllia lies; whoſe hoſpitable ſhores 
foul was loos'd, and lite diſſolv'd in ſafety we may reach with ſtruggling oars. 
128 Encas then reply'd, Too ſure I find, 
. We {irive in vain againſt the ſeas and wind : 
' Now ſhiſt your fails: what place can pleaſe me 
THE more 
. 1 Than what you promiſe, the Sicilian ſhore; 
; „ „„ Whoſe hallow'd earth Anchifes* bones contains, 
' And where a prince of Trojan lineage reigns ! 
OF THE The courſe refolv'd, betore the weſtern wind 
| Th hey ſcud amain, and make the port aſſign'd. 
2 N E 8. a can time Aceſtes, from a lofty ſtan: d, 
Bel of ld the fleet deſcending on the land; 
IRE ARGUMENT Ind, not unmindſul of his ancient race, 

x ji own from the cliff he ran with cager pace, 

bs 4 Ari, is driver, by a ferm, en And held the hero in a ſtrift embrace. 

* 0 s hojitably received by Ofa rough Libyan hear the ſpoils he wore ; 

End 5 rt of land, and bern And either hand a pointed javelin bore. 

an, He a ; „ him of to coledratel His mother was a dame of Dardan blood ; 
Gem . N 


„bine Abt lis Be Crinifius, a Sicilian flood; 
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He welcomes his returning friends aſhore 
With plenteous country cates, and homely ſtore. 


POEM S. 


Pet wixt the riſing altars, and around, 
'The ſacred monſter ſhot along the ground; 


Now, when the following morn had chac'd away | With harmleſs play amidſt the bowls he paſs'd * 


The flying ſtars, and light reſtor'd the day, 
Eneas call'd the Trojan troops around, 

And thus beſpoke them from a tiſing ground: 
Offspring of heaven, divine Dardanian race, 
The fun revolving through th" ethereal ſpace, 
The ſhining circle of the year has fill'd 

Jince firſt this ifle my t father's aſhes held: 
Ant! now the riſing day renews the year 

(A day for ever ſad, for ever dear). 

This would 1 celebrate with annual games, 
With giſts'on altars pil'd, and holy flames, 
Though baniſh'd to Getulia's barren ſands, 
Caught on the Grecian ſeas, or hoſtile lands: 
But ſince this happy ſtorm our fleet has driven 
(Not, as 1 deem, without the will of heaven) 
Upon theſe friendly ſhores and flowery plains, 
Which hide Anchiſes, and his bleft remains, 
Let us with joy perform his honours due, 
And pray for proſperous winds, our voyag 
Pray, that in towns and temples of our own, 
The name of great Anchiſes may be known, 
And yearly games may ſpread the god's renown, 
Our ſports, Aceſtes, of the Trojan race, 

With royal gifts ordain'd, is pleas'd to grace: 
Two fteers on every ſhip the king Heſtows; 

His gods and ours ſhall thare your equal vows. 
Pefides, if nine days hence, the roſy mom 

Shall, with unclouded light, the ies adorn, 
That day with folemn {ports I mean to grace: 
Light gallies on the feas ſhall run a watery race. 
Some ſhall in ſwiftneſs for the goal contend, 
And others try the twanging bow to bend: 

The ftrong with iron gavnilets arm'd ſhall ſtand, 
Oppos'd in combat on the yellow fand. 

Let all be preſent at the games prepar'd, 

And joyful victors wait the jult reward. 

But now aſſiſt the rites, with garlands crown'd; 


He faid, and firſt his brows with myrtle bound. 


Then Helymus, by his example led, 
And old Aceſtes, each adorn'd his head; 
Thus young Aſcanius, with a ſprightly grace, 
His temples ty'd, and all the Trojan race. 

ZEneas then advanc'd amidit the train, 
By thouſands ſollow'd through the flowery plain, 
To great Anchiſes* tomb: which, when he found, 
He pour'd to Racchus, on the hallow'd ground, 
Two bowls of ſparkling wine, of milk two more, 
And two from offer*'d bu! hy of 'porple g gore. 
With roſes then the ſepulclue he frow'd ; ; 
And thus his father's ghoſt heſpoke aloud : 
Hail, O ye holy manes ! hail again, 
Paternal aſhes, now review in vain ! 
The gods permitted not that you, with me, 
Should reach the promis d ſhores of Italy; 
Or Tyber's flood, what flood ſoe'er it be. 


And, with his lolling tongue, aſſay'd the taſte: 
| Thus fed with holy food, the wondrous gueſt 
| Within the hollow tomb retir*d to reſt, 
| Che p ous 1 ſurpriz'd at what he view'd 
The funeral honours with more zeal renew's: 
| Doubtful if this the place's genius were, 
01 guardian of his father's ſepulchre. 
e theep, according to the rites, he flew 
| As m. any ſwine, and ſteers of fable hue; 
| Now generous wine he from the goblets pour” 
| And call'd his father's ghoſt, from hell reſtor'd 
| The glad attendants in long order come, 
| Offering their gifts at greet Anchiſes' tomb; 
Some add more oxen ; ſome divide the ſpoil; 7 
Some place the chargers on the grally ſoil; > 
Some blow tie fires, and offer'd entrails broi . \ 
Now came the day defir'd: the ſkies were brig/it 
With roſy luſtre of the riſing light: 


to renew. lhe bordering people, rouz'd by ſounding farne 


Of Trojan feaſts, and great Aceſtes' name, 

The crowded ſhore with acclamations fil, 

Part to hehold, and part to prove their f. fl, 

And firſt the giſts in public view they place, 

Green laurel wreaths, and palm (the victor's grace 
Within the circle, arms and tripods lie, 

[Ingots of gold, and ſilver heap*d on high, 

And veſts embroider'd, of the Tyrian dye. \ 

The trumper's clangor then the ſeaſt proclaims, 
And all prepare for their appointed gays 
Four gallies firſt, which equal rowers bear, 
Advancing, in the watery lifts appear. 

The ſpeedy Lolphin, that outſt:ips 1 win 
2ore Mneſthevs, author of the Mem jan kind: 
Gyas the vaſt Chimzra's bulk ae 
Vhich riſing like a towering city ſtands 
Three Trojans tug at every labouring oar; { 
Three banks in three degrees the ſailors bore; \ 
Zeneath their ſturdy ſtrokes the billow's roar. 
zergeſthus, who began the Sergian race, 

ln the great Centaur took the leading place: 
Cloanthus on the ſea-green Scylla ſtood. 

From whom Cluentius draws his Trojan blood, 

Far in the fea, againſt the foaming ſhore, 

There ſtands a rock; the raging billows roar 
Above his head in ſtorms; but. hen tis clear, 
Uncurl their ridgy backs, and at his foot appea! 

In peace below the gentle waters run; 

The cormorants above lie baſking in the fan. 

On this the hero fix'd an oak in fizht, 

The mark to guide the mariners aright. 

To bear with this, the ſcamen ſtretch their oe? 
Then round the rock they ſteer, and \: > the forme 

ſho! 15. 
The lots decide their place: above the reſt, 
Fach leader thining in his Tyrian veſt: 


** bo , 
Scarce had he finiſh d, when, with ſpeckled pride, | 'The common crew, with wreaths ol poplar bou 


A ſerpent from the tomb began to glide ; 
His hugy bulk on ſeven high volumes roll'd 


1 brow: 
| Their temples crown, and ſhade their rear i - 
| Beſmear'd with oil, their naked ſhoulders mn 


Blue was his breadth of back, but ſtreak'd wit! 1 ſcaly All take their ſeats, and wait the ſounding fign 


gold: 
Thus, riding on his curls, he ſeem'd to paſs 
A rolling fire along, and ſinge the graſs. 
More various colours through his body run, 
Than Iris, when her bow imbibes the ſun 


[They gripe their oars, and every panting bre aſt 
1s rais'd by turns with hope, by turns with fear 

| - preſs'd 

The clangor of the trumpet gives the ſign; 

At once they ſtart advancing in a line. 
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With ſhouts the ſailcrs rend the ſtarry fies; In this our common intereſt, let me find 
{104 with their oars, the ſmoky billows riſe; That ſtrength of hand, that courage of the mind, 
kles the briny main, and the vex'd ocean (As when you ſtemm'd the ſtrong Malzan flood, 
i fries. And o'er the Syrtcs broken billows row'd. 


a+ once the bruſhing ours and brazen prow Though yer—But ah, that haughty with is vain! 
aſh up the ſandy waves, and ope the depths (Let thoſe enjoy it whom the gods ordain. 
pelo. But to be laſt, the lags of all the race, 
det fiery courſers, in a chariot race, Redeem yo. rſcly es and me from that diſgrace, 
the field with half ſo ſwift a pace. Nos one and all, they tug amain; they row 
the fierce driver with more fury lends mg the tull ſtre tch, and ſhake the brazen prow. 
7 he ſea beneath them ſinks: their labouring ſides 


ſounding laſh; and, ere the ſtroke deſcends, 


"x18 in time, with equal ſtrokes they row: | | tezk not now the foremoſt palm to gain; 
we to the heels his pliant body bends. \' a 


* Ihe partial crowd their hopes and fears divid e, tides. 
iid, with eager ſhouts, the favour'd fide. | Chance aids their daring with unhop'd ſucceſs; 
urmurs  clamours, with a mixing ſound, {| Sergeſthus, eager with his beak, to preſs 
From woods to woods, from hills to hills revoun: i ; Betwixt the rival galley and the rock, 
Amidft the loud applauſes of the ſhore, Shuts the unwieldy Centaur in the lock. 
is outſiripp'd the reſt, and ſprung before ; The veſſel truck; and, with the dreadful ſhock, 
Corntlus, better mann d, purſu'd him faſt ; H er oars ſhe ſhiver'd, and her head ſhe broke. 
But his 0'ermaſted galley check'd his haſte. Ihe trembling rowers from their banks ariſe, 
The Centaur, and the Dolphin bruſh the brine | And anxious for thernſelves, renounce the prize. 
With equal cars, advancing in a line: With iron poles they heave her off the ſhores z 
ad now the mighty Centaur ſeems to lead, | And gather, trom the ſea, their floating oars. 
and now the ſpeedy Dolphin gets a-head : | The crew of Mneſtheus, with elated minds, 
o board to board the rival veſſels row; | Urge their ſucceſs, and call the willing winds: 


e blow 's lave the {kies, and ocean ans below, Then ply their cars, and cut their liquid way 
ey reach'd the mark: proud Gyas and his train In larger compaſs on the roomy fea. 


It _ rode the victors of the main | As when the dove her rocky hold forſakes, 
hut fecring round, he charg'd his pilot tied 'Rouz'd in a fright, her ſounding wings ſhe ſhakes, 
lr cloſe to ſhore, and ſkim along the ſand. | The cavern rings with clattering; out ſhe flies, 
ct others bear to.ſca. Menætes heard, | And leaves her callow care, and cleaves the ſkies; 
Put ſecret ſhelves too cautiouſly he fear'd: At firſt ſhe flutters ; but at length ſhe ſprings 
and, fearing, ſought the deep; and ftill aloof he . To imoother flight, and ſhoots upon her wings; 
ſteer'd. So Mneſtheus in the Dolphin cuts the ſea, 
With louder cries the captain call'd again; - And, flying with a force, that force aſſiſts his 
ker to the rocky ſhore, and ſhun the main. Way. 
Ee ſpoke, and. , ſpeaking at his ſtern, he ſaw . }Sergeſthus in the Centaur ſoon he paſs'd, 
old Cloanthus near the ſhclvings draw:  Wedg'd in the rocky ſhoals, and ticking faſt. 
Lerwixt the mark and him the Scylla ſtood, | in vain the victor he with cries implores, 
anc, in a cloſer compaſs, plow ba the flood: And praiſes to row with ſhatter'd oars, 
he paſs'd the mark, and wheeling got before: Then Mnefthevs bears with Gyas, and out flies: 
005 blaf alphem'd the gods, . ſwore, The ſhip without a pilot yields the prize, 
Cry' 'C out for anger, and his hair he tore. Unvanquiſh'd Scylla now alone remains ; 
dleſs of others lives (ſo high was grown Her he purſues, and all his vigour ſtrains. 
Ht ng rage) and careleſs of his own, Shours from the favouring multitude ariſe, 
e trembling dotard to the deck he drew, Applauding echo to the ſhouts replies; 
inc hoiſted 1 p, and over- board he threw : Shouts, w iſhes, and applauſe, run rattling through 
done he ſeiz'd the helm, his fellows che Tl; the ſkic 
1 ow upon the ſhelves, and madly ftecr'd Theſe clamours with diſdain the Scylla heard, 
ead the plunging P: lot rears, [Much grudg'd the praiſe, but more the robb'd re- 
oh 4 with his clothes, and ee ant? with his ward: 
years: artet vd to hold their oven, they mend their pace 
EE. ropping wet, he climbs the cliff with pain; All obſtinate to die, or gain the race. 
7 ; crowd, that ſaw him fall, and float a gain , 2 'd wit! i ſucceſs, t be Dolphin ſwiſtly ran 
_— tit rom the diſtant thore, and loudly laugh'd, (Fer 1 y can conquer who believe they can): 
be * bis heaving breaſt difgorge the —— drau ght. Both urge their oars, and fortune both ſupplies, 
de fo low! ing Centaur, and the Dolphin's crew, | And both perhaps had ſhar'd an equal prize: 
bouche, — ted hopes ot victory renew: When to the ſcas Cloanthus holds his hands, 
brow 70 * lags, they kindle in ther lee, An nd d ſuccour from the watery powers demands 
* — the mark: Sergeſthus takes th e Pia de: | Godt or the liquid realms, on which I row, 
en. | 3 th 8 and, while around they e | If, 21v*'n by you, the laurel bind my brow, 
t 4 1 n | th alf his galley's length bel | viliſt to make me guilty of my vow, 
carte. N op n the deck E amic {tt hay mates Appear — | [A bor. -white bull ſhall on your ſhore be lain, 
: „ Weir drooping courages he chear'd: His offer*d entrails caſt into the main: 
k 3, and Hector's followers heretofore, | And ruddy wine, from golden goblets thrown, 
d.. © V/30ur; tug the Jabouring oar ; Your graceful gift and my return ſhall own. 
ww. your firokes, my till unconquer'd crew, | The choir of nymphs, and Phorcus from below, 
Nom fron the aA ung Walls of T roy 1 drew. [With virgin Panopea, heard liis vowW; 


Are ſwell'd, and ſweat runs guttering down in 
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And old Portunos, with his breadth of hand, 

Puſh'd on, and ſped the galley to the land. 

Swift as a ſhaſt, on winged wind, ſhe flies; 

And, darting to the port, obtains the Prize. 

The het ald ſummons all, and then proclaims 

Cloanthus conqueror of the naval games. 

The prince with laurel crowns the victor's head, 

And three fat ſteers are to his veſſel led; 

The ſhip's reward: with generous wine beſide, 

And ſums of ſilver, which the crew divide. 

The leaders ate diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt, 

The victor honour'd with a nobler veſt : 

Where gold and purple ſtrive in equal rows, 

And needle-work its happy coſt beſtows. 

There, Ganymede is wrought with living art, 

Chacing through Ida's groves the trembling hart; 

Breathleſs he ſeems, yet eager to purſue; 

When from aloft deſcends, in open view, 

The bird of Jove; and, ſouſing on his prey, 

With crooked talons bears the boy away. 

In vain, with lifted hands and gazing eyes, 

His guards behold him ſoaring through the ſkies, 

And dogs purſue his flight, with imitated crits. 
Mneſtheus the ſecond victor was declar'd ; 

And ſummon'd there, the ſecond prize he ſhar'd.. 

A coat of mail, which brave Demoleus bore, 

More brave ZEneas from his ſhoulders tore, 

In ſingle combat on the Trojan ſhore. 

This was ordain'd for Mneſtheus to poſſeſs, 

In war for his defence; for ornament in peace : 

Rich was the gift, and glorious to behold; 

But yet, ſo ponderous with its plates of gold, 

That ſcarce two ſervants could the weight ſuſ- 

tain, | 
Yet, loaded thus, Demoleus o'er the ho 


Purſued, and liglitly ſeiz'd the Trojan train. j 


The third ſucceeding to the laſt reward, 
Two goodly bowls of maſſy filver ſhar'd ; 

With figures prominent, and richly wrought, 

And two braſs cauldrons from Dodona brouglit. 


POE MS. \ 


Here thoſe, that in the rapid courſe delight, 
n of honour and the prize invite: 

The rival runners without order ſtand, 
| The Trojans, mix'd with the Sicilian band, 
Firit Niſus with Euryalus appears, 

' Exryalus a boy of blooming years; 


[With ſprightly grace, and equal beauty crown 


Niſus, for friendſhip to the youth reno 
Diores next, of Priam's royal race, 
{Then Salius, join'd with Patron, took tbeir 
But Patron in Arcadia had his birth, 
And Salius his from Acarnanian earth. 
Then two Sicilian youths, the names of theſe 
Swift Helymus, and lovely Panopes, 
| Both jolly huntſmen, both in foreſt. bred, 
And owning old Aceſtes for their head. 
With ſeveral others of ignobler name, 
| Whom time has not deliver'd o'er to fame. 


In words, which general approhation gain'd: 
One common largeſs is for all delign'd ; 

The vanquiſh'd and the victor ſhall be join'd. 

| Two darts of poliſh'd ſteel and Gnofſian wood, 
A filver-ſtudded ax alike beſtow d. 


The firſt of theſe obtains a ſtately ſteed 


The quiver of an Amazonian dame, 

With feather'd Thracian arrows well ſupphy 's; 
A goiden belt ſhall gird his manly tide, 
Which with a ſparkling diamond ſhall be ty'd: 
The third rhis Grecian helmet ſhall content, 
He faid : to their appointed baſe they went; 
With beating hearts th* expected fign receive 
And, Rarting all at once, the barrier leave. 
Spread out, as on the winged winds, they flew, 
And feiz'd the diſtant goal with ercedy view. 


Nor ſtorms, nor thunder, equal half lis haſte. 
The next, but though the next yet far disjoin'd, 


Thus, all rewarded by the hero's hand;, 
Their conquering temples bound with purple bands, | 
And now Sergeſthus, clearing from the rock, 
Brought back his galley, ſhatter'd with the ſhock. 
Forlorn ſhe look'd, without an aiding oar, 

And, hooted by the vulgar, made to ſhore. 

As when a ſnake, ſurpriz'd upon the road, 

s cruſh'd athwart her body by the load 

Of heavy wheels; or with a mortal wound 

Her belly bruis*d, and trodden to the ground, | 

In vain, with loofen'd curls, ſhe crawls along, | 

Vet fierce above, ſhe brandiſhes her tongue: 

Glares with her eyes, and briſtles with her ſcales, 

Pur, groveling in the duſt, her parts unſound ſhe 
2 2 * ? i 

So HO bo dne port the Centaur tends, | 

But what ſhe wants in oars with falls amends z 

Vet, for his galley ſav'd, the gratetu! prince 


is pleasꝰd th* unhappy chief to recompenſe. | 
Pholoe, the Cretan Nave, rewards his carc, 
Neauteous herfelf, with lovely twins, as tair, j 
From thence his way the Trojan hero bent, | 


into the neighbouring plain, with mountains pent, 


Whoſe fides were ſhaded with ſurrounding wood: 


Full in the midſt of this fair valley ſtood J 
A native theatre, which riſing flow, 
By juſt degrees, o'erlook*d the ground below, 8 


High on a ſylvan throne the leader fare, 
A numerons train attend in folemn Nats; 


And leaves the crowd: 


[Came Salivs, and Euryalus bel ind; 


Then Helymus, whom young Diores ply'd, 
Step after ſtep, and almoſt fide by ſide: 

| His ſhoulders preſſing, and in longer ſpace 
Had won, or left ar leaſt a dubious race. 


Now ſpent, the goal they almoſt reach at laſt; 


When eager Niſus, hapleſs in his hafte, 
Slipp*d firſt, and, flipping fell upon the plain 
Soak'd with the blood of oxen newly lain: 

Tl lie carelefs vie or had not mark'd his way; 
—. treading where the tre e $ pudd ie lay, 
o heels flew up; and on the graify floor, 

[He ſell, beſmear*'d with filth and holy gore. 

Not mindlets then, eee er of FR 

Nor of the eres, bonds ot Rn 

| He ftrove th" immediate riva 5b ope 

And caught the foot oi * as he role: 

So Salius lay extended on the plain; 

Euryalus ſorings out, tne Prize: to gain, 

applauding pea! 

The victor to the goal, who vanquiſh 4 | by 

triend, 

Next Helymus, and then Diores came, 

By two misfortunes made the third in Fare. 
But Salius enter>; and 5 ©% claiming > louc: N 

For juſtice, deaſens and diſturbs the we : 


ent 


Urges lis cauſe may in the court be hea ard ; 


RE 
+ # 


And pleads the pri FAY 15 wrons fully CON 1. 


75 
p:4c ce 


To theſe the hero tlius his thoughts explain d 


The foremoſt three have olive wreaths decreed; 


Adorn'd with trappings ; and the next in fame, 


Shot ſrom the crowd, ſwift Niſus all o'er-paſs'd; 


— — 
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* 
Put favour for Euryalus appears; Reproach'd Entellus thus, who fate beſide, 
|; His blooming beauty, with his tender years, and heard, and ſaw unmov'd, the 'Trojan's pride: 
Hid brib'd the judges for the promis'd prize; Once, but in vain, a champion of renown, 
| Refides, Diores fills the court with cries : o tamely can you bear the raviſh'd crown ? 
* Who vainly reaches at the laſt reward, \ prize in triumph, borne be ſore your fight, 
the fin ſt palm on Salius be conſerr'd. And thun for fear the danger of the fight; 
ä n thus the prince: Let no diſputes ariſe: Vhere is our Eryx now, the hoaſted name, 
wh Were fortune plac'd it, I award the prize: | The god who taught your thundering arm the 
ls 1 tune's errors give me leave to mend, | game * 
at leaſt to pity my deſerving triend. | Where now your baffled honour, where the ſpoil 
Place He faid: and, from among the ſpoils he draws That fil'd your houſe, and fame that fll'd our 
onderous with ſhaggy mane and golden paws) ifle ? 
4 lon's hide, ro Salius this he gives; Entellus, thus: My ſoul is ſtill the ſame; 
le Vas with envy fees the gift, and grieves. Unmov'd with fear, and mov'd with martial fame: 
u rewards to vanquiſh'd men are due, But my chiil blood is curdled in my veins, 
He faid, and talling is to rife by you, Ard ſcarce the thadow of a man remains, 
What prize may Niſus from your bounty claim, Oh, could I turn to that fair prime again, 
Who merited the firſt rewards and fame ? That prime, of which this boaſter is fo vain ! 
Ii falling, both an equal fortune try'd | L tie brave who this decrepit age denes, 
01 Would fortune for my fall ſo well provide! Should feel my force, without the promis'd prize. 
; With this he pointed to his face, andthow?d | He ſaid, and, riſing at the word, he threw 
| His hands, and all his habit ſmear'd with blood. Two poncerons gauntlets down, in open view; 
1 In indulgent father of the people ſmil'd, | Gauntlets, which Eryx wont in fight to wield, 
"4 And caus d to he produc'd an ample ſhield And ſheath his hands with in the liſted field. 
t wondrous art, by Didymaon wrought, | With fear and wonder ſciz'd, the crowd beholds 
u; Long fince from Neptune's bars in triumph brouglit. The gloves of death, with ſeven diſtinguiſh'a folds 
| This giv'n to Niſus, he divides the reſt; Of tougi: bull hides; the ſpace within is ſpread 
225 nd equal juſtice, in his gifts expreſo'd. With non. or with loads of heavy lead. 
5 Ine race thus ended, and rewards beftow?'d, Dates kimfelf was daunted at the ſight, 
1 Unc? more the prince beſpeaks the attentive crowd ; Renounc'd his challenge, and re ſuſ d to fight. 
{ {Qucre be here, whoſe dauntleſs courage dare Aſtoniſh'd at their Weight the hero ſtands, 
5 in gauntlet nght, with limbs and body bare, And pois'd the ponderous engines in his hands. 
1:5 0ppolite ſuſtain in open view, What had your wonder, ſaid Entellus, been, 
dana torth the champion, and the games renew. Had you the gauntlets of Alcides ſeen, 
| two prizes 1 propoſe, and thus divide; Or view'd the ſtern debate on this unhappy 
: WH With gilded horns, and fillets ty'd, | green | 
* y the portion of the conquering chief; Theſe which I bear, your brother Eryx bore, 
. woc and helm ſhail chear the loſer's grief. Still mark'd with batter'd brains and mingled gore. 
dan. naughty Dares in rhe liſts appears; 'With theſe he long ſuſtain'd til“ Herculian arm; 
Naleung he ſtrides, his head erected bears: And theſe 1 wielded while my blood was warm: 
77 tus nervous arms the weighty gauntlet wield, This languiſh'd frame while better ſpirits fed, 
14 loud applauſes echo through the field. Exe age unſtrung my nerves, or time 0'erſnow'd my 
alone in combat us'd to ſtand, | head. 
match of mighty Paris hand to hand; But, if the challenger theſe arms refuſe, 
: {ame at Hector's funerals undertook | And cannot wield their weight, or dare not uſe; 1 
a; Uiantic Butes, of th' Amician ſtock : [if great Aneas and Aceſtes join . 
[troxe of his reſiſtleſs hand, [In his requeſt, theſe gauntlets I reſign: 4 
the vaſt bulk upon the yellow ſand. [Let us with equal arms perſorm the fight, oy 
res Was; and ſucli he ſtrode along, And let him leave to fear, fince I reſign my right. 8 
v the wonder of the gazing throng. This ſaid, Entellus for the ſtrife prepares; 1 
. N us way back, and ample breaft he ſhows; 7 Stript of his quilted coat, his body bares: | p 
arms around his head he throws; Compos'd of mighty bones and brawn he ſands, IF 
f s in whiſtling air his empty blows. A goodly towering object on the ſands. 
ach is foughtz but through the trembling Then juit ZEneas equal arms ſupply*d, ; 
band, : Which round their ſhoulders to their wrifts they | : 
* Cares anſwer to the proud demand. | ty'd; 'F 
tivnung of his force, with ſparkling eyes, Roth on ths tiptoe ſtand, at full extent; * 
ay he devours the promis'd prize. Their arms aloſt, their bodies inly bent; I 
de clums the bull with awleſs inſolence; Their heads from aiming blows they bear afar; ö 
| "1, having ſeiz'd his horns, accoſts the prince z | With claſhing gauntlets tl:cn provoke the war. f 
ws none my matchleſs valour dare oppoſe, One on his youth and pi:ant limbs relies; 
0 long ſhall Dares wait his daſtard foes ? One on his ſinews and his giant ſize. 
K ut me, chief, permit without delay, The laſt is ſtiff with age, his motion flow, 
bs ad this uncontended gift away. He heaves ſor breath: he ſtaggers to and fro; 
. * crowd afſents; and, with redoubled cries, And clouds of iſſuing ſmoke his noſtrils loudly 
the proud challenger demands the prize, blow. l 
wick juſt diſdain, to ſee Vet, equal in ſucceſs, they ks they N 
Hurp'd without a victory, Their ways are different, but their art alike, 
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Before, behind, the blows are dealt; around Then thus. In Dares* ſtead I offer this; 
4 Their hollow ſides the rattling thumps reſound: Eryx, accept a nobler ſacrifice : 
bl A ſtorm of ſtrokes well meant with fury flies, Take the laſt gitt my wither'd arms can yield; 
WY And errs avout their temples, ears, and eyes: Thy gauntlets Irefign, and here renounce the fiele 

1 4 Nor always errs; for oft the gauntlet draws This done, /iEneas orders, for the cloſe, 

14 A ſweeping ſtroke, along the crackling jaws. The ftiife of archers with contending bows.” 

41 Heavy with age, Entellus ſtands his ground, The maſt, Sergeſthus' matter'd galley bore, 
| But, with his warping body, wards the wound: | With his own hands he raifes on the thore: 

His hand and watcliful eye keep even pace ; | A fluttering dove upon the top they tie, 
While Dares traverſes, and ſhitts his place; The living mark-at which their arrows fly, 
And, like a captain, who beleaguers round The rival archers in a line advance; 
Some ſtrong-builr caſtle, on a riting ground, | Their turn of thooting to receive from chance, 
Views all th' approaches with obſerving eyes, | A helmet holds their names. The lots are drawn, 
This, and that other part, in vain he tries; On the tir{t ſcroll was read Hippocoon : 
And more vn induitry than torce relies. \ j The pcople ſhout ;3 upon the next was tound 
With hands on high, Entellus threats the foe; | Young Mneſtheus, late with naval honours crown'd: 
But Dares watch'd the motion trom below, The third contain'd Eurytion's noble name, 
And ilipt afide, and ſhunn'd the long-deſcend- ( Thy brother, Pandarus, and next in fame: 
ing blow, \ ; Whom Pallas urg'd the naeh to confound, 
Entellus waſtes his forces on the wind ; And ſent amonz the Gree's a feather'd went 
And thus deluded of the ſtroke deſign'd, Aceſte, in the bottom laſt remain'd; 
N Headlor g and heavy fell: his ample breaſt, | Whom not his age from youthiul ſports re{train' 
And weighty limbs, his ancient mother preſs'd. Soon all with vigour bend their truſty hows, 
80 falls a hollow pine, that long had ſtood And, from the quiver, each his arrow chole: 
On Ida's height, or Frymanthus' wood, | Hipp: dcoon's was tbe firſt: with forceful fway 
Torn from tlie roots: the differing nations rife, [It flew, and, whizzing, cut the liquid way. 
And ſhovrs, and mingled murmurs, rer.d the ſkies, Fix'd in the maſt the feather'd weapon lands; | { we 
| Aceltcs runs, with eager haſte, to raiſe The ſcarful pigeon ftutters in her bands; | 

14 The fall'n companion of his vouthtul days: Anh the tree trembled ; and the ſhouting; cries 

2 Dauntleſs he roſe, a and to the nglit return'd, | Ct the pleas'd people rend the vaulted fkies. 

} With thame his glowing cheettz, his eyes with fury Tien Mnettheus to the head his arrow drove, } | | 
burn'd: | With litted eyes, and took his aim above; ( 
Difd.in and conſcious virtue fir*d his breaſt, But made a glancing thot, and mifs'd the Cove. 5} 

| And, with redoubled forges, his toe he preſs'd. ' Yet m1:fs'd fo narrow, that he cut the cor 

He lays on load with either hand, amin, Which faiten'd, by the foot, the flitting bird. 

| And headlong drives tie "Trojan o'er the plain, The captive dats releas' cl away the ! flies, 

Nor ſtops, nor ſtays ; nor reit nor breat!) allows, And beats, with clapping wings, the yielding ſkie | 

| i But ſtorms oi itrokes deſcend about his brows ; His bow already bert, Eurytion ſtood, 

| 1 A rattling tempeſt, and a hail oi blows. And, having fit invoke his brother god, 

| 3 But new rhe prince, who ſaw the wild increaſe His wings ed ſhaft with eager haſte he ipey 3 : 

. Ot wounds, commands the combatants to ceate: ? ie fatal meſſage re zch\'d her as ſhe ficd: 

14 And bounds Entellus* wrath, and bids the peace. \ She leaves her life aloft ; ſhe ſtiikes the ground. ö Ag 

[2.7 Firſt to the Trojan, ſpent with toil, he came, And renders back the weapon in the W ound | 

| 1 And ſooth'd his ſorrow tor the ſufler d ſhame. Aceſtes, grudging at his lot, remains 

| 14 What fury ſeiz'd my friend? the gods, ſaid he, Without a prize to gratity lus pains. 

1 To him propitious, and averic to thed, Vet Tooting upward, ſe ky his haft, to ſhow 

1 Have g1V'n his arm ſuperior force to tine; An archer's art, and boa ſt his twanging box. 

1 "Tis madneſs ro contend with ſtrength divine. The feather*d arrow gave a tire portent : 

14 Tze gauntlet fight thus caded, from the thore And latter augurs judge from dus event 

1 His taithtul friends unhappy Dares bore : 'Cizat'd by the ſpeed, it fir'd ; and, a+ it ew, 
© His mouth and noſtrils pour'd a purple Gs; A trail of following flames aſcenc ling drew: 

14 And pounded teeth came ruſhing with his hlol. | Kindiing they mount, and mark the mn my £9 
1 Faintly he ſtagger'd through the hiffing throng; Acroſs the tk ies, as falling meteors + ( 

2 And hung his head, and trail'd his legs along. And vaniſh into wind, or in a blaze dec: cay. - 

1 The ſword and caſque are carry'd by his train; „rrhe 'I'rojans and Sicilians wildly ns | 
vi But witli his ſoe the palm and ox remain. And, trembling, turn their wonder into prayer 
ka The champion, then, beſore /Eneas came: The Dardan prince put on a ſmiling face, 

10 Proud of his prize, but prouder of lus tame: And ſtrain'd Aceittes With a cloſe cons 2 N 
) goddets-born! and you Dardanian host, Then, honovring him with gitts above the rein, 
Mark with attention, and forgive ny teat: ' Turn'd the bad omen, nor his fears ES os 
{earn waat I was, by what remains; and know [The gods, ſaid he, this miracle have V n 5 
1 From what impending fate, you ſedeiny foo. | Ang a you the pri⸗ e without tt e lot. 
jt Sternly he ſpoke; and then contronts the bull; ? Accept this goblet rough with tigur'd d gold, | 
| And, on tis ample torehead, aiming e 1, V hict 1 T hracian Ciſſeus * my fre ot od: | 
t | The deadly ttroke deſcending, pier c'd the Koll. 5 | This pledge of ancient amity receive, l 
15 Down'd tFOPS the beait ; nor needs the ſecond wound: Winch to my ſecond ire | jaltiy give . ] 
13 Put fprawls in pangs of death, and ſpurns the He ſaid, and, wich the trumpet 's © :heariul ſound, | 
© +7 


F | N * * y * 5 In A 
1 ground. Proclaim'd him victor, and with laurel cio 8 


nd 


( 
\ 


, "+4 $,>0 
* 1 Ul 07 Hantes, 


| Eurytion envy'd him the prize; 
cough he transfix'd the pigeon in the tkies. 
Who out the line, with ſecond gifts was grac'd ; 
The tiird was his, Whoſe arrow pierc'd the maſt. 
[he cluet, before the games were wholly done, 
tutor to his fon, 
und whifper'd thus : With fpecd Afcanius find, 
Ind if his chiidith troop be ready join'd, 
Jn horle- hace let hum grace his grandiire's day: 


a 1 1 0 . 
nd Kad his equals arm'd in juſt array. 


He tad, anc, calling out, the cirque he clears : 
* Crow a withdrawn, an open plain appcars. 
\nc now the nohle youths, of form divine, 
\drance before their fathers in a line: 
riders grace the ſteeds; the Rceds with C 
viory thine. \ 
Theos mv cling on, in military pride, 


* * 
fo ide. 


ei caſqucs, adorn'd with lavrel wreaths, they 


Swuts o applaute relound from fide. 


ar, , 
EA I 1 . - 1 
ach hrandiſhing aloſt a cornel ſpezr. 
irie 7 +! 17 53 3 their 1 led ? 7e — 1 
4 111 341 £4 yy ICT IC et qewers Oe * 
er chains of barnifh'd gold hung down before: 
hee graceful troops they formed upon the 
1 141 
* bank Ho 1 2 29 8 e 
Ea CENT ien » AC their nead WE e ſcen; 
eve 1640w'd every chief, and left a ſpace 
} © $5 r 
ys \ 1 
. 3 ' - 
it „ung Pram led; a lovely boy, 
4 1 0 5 i : j # 
rande was th“ unhappy king of Troy: 
i 1 8 = , wa 1 ? : 
1 % #41 Alt 121 ie. Wt * N eon k } lane, | 
onours adding to the Latian name; | 
wel Ne 241 Nu 5 75 
tell the royal boy his Thracian Need | i 
became ' 
J 1 5 1 1 1 i ' 
* vere the ſetlocks of his feet h- ore, | 
fy : o 


ius kront a lnowy flar he bore : 
Weous Atis, With lülus bred, 
We, tie focond ſquadron led. 
m order, hut the fieſt in place, 
tc lovely features of his face, 
AWMNNIS ON A fer) ftred, 
REN 1160'S giſt, and ot the 'T'yrian breed. 
tor the reſt the King; ordains, 
mts adorn'd, and purple reins. 
'd tyectators peals of ſhouts renew, 
de parents in the children view: 


ei mage, ther motions, and their ſprightly 
es anc. fears alternate in their face. 
eniiccg'd commanders, and their martial 
924 
rann 
SO 


ae te Circuit of the ſandy plain, 
ter fires: and, at th' appointed fign, 
4p in heauteous order, torm a line. 


" 


mM tiznal founds : the troop divides 

nee Entingutth'a parts, with three diſtinguiſh'd 
| TUIiGTECS, 

they cloſe, and once again disjoin, 

} * \ b + x ; 


o Hoop oppos'd, and line to line. 

| "et, they wheel, they throw their darts afar 
'tamels rage, and well-diſſemhled war, 
4 round the mingled bodies run; 

the) ſollow, and purſuing ſhun. 

ee wy break, and rallying, they renew 
er forms the military ſhew. 

"IS n order, undiſcern'd they join; 
en together, in a friendly line. 


5 
111 


R. 


* 
o 


. 


And, as the Cretan labyrinth of old, 

With wandering ways, and many a winding fold. 
Involv'd the weary feet, without redreſs, 

In a round crror, which deny'd receſs; 

So fought the "Trojan boys in -warlike play, 
Turn'd, and return'd, and ſtill a different way. 

I hus do'ptuns, in the deep, each other chace, 


I his game, thete carouſals, Afcanius taught; 
And, building Alba, tothe Latins brouglit 
Shnew'd at he learn'd: the Latin fires mpart, 
lo their friccceding fons, the graceful art: 
From theſe imperial Rome receiv'd the game; 


Tame. 
Thus far the ſacred ſports they celebrate: 
*ut Fortune ſoon refum'd her ancient hate: 
ror while they pay the dead his annual dues, 
Thot envy*d rites Saturnian Tuno views; 


A Lon to of bd * | a 
\nd ſends the gogaets of the various how, 


Io try new methods of revenge below: 
: Ir 1 7241 10 4 . 18 3 7 * 5 ** 
Jupples iK Vw 1905 to 1 Her alir\V w 1y 0 


Where in the port ſecure the navy lay. 
Soiftly fair Iris down her arch deſcends; 
And, undiſcern'd, her fatal voyage ends. 
dhe ſaw the 
he defert horte, and fleet without defence. 
he Fro an matrons on the ſands alone, 

1 ith figis and tears, Anchifes' death bemoan. 


ien, turning to the ſra tlfeir weeping eyes, 
[her pity to themſelves, renews their Gries. 
\ias' aid one, what oceans yet remain 

For us to fail; what labovurs to ſuſtain! 


4 


| All take the word; and, with a general groan, 
Implore the gods for peace; and pluces of their 


Own. 


The goddeſ, great in miſchief, vie'ys their pains; 
und, ina woman's form, her licavenly limbs ref- 


trains. 


in face and ſhape, old Beroe ſhe hecame, 7 
Doriclus' witt 


Once bleſo'd with riches, and a mother's name. 
Thus chang'd, amidſt the crying crowd ſhe ran, 
\iix*'d with the matrons, and theſe words began: 


|) wretched we, whom not the Grecian power, 


Nor flames deitroy'd, in 'Froy's unhappy hour 
() wretched we, reſerv'd by cruel fate, 

Beyond the ruins of the finking tate ! 

Now feven revolving years are wholly run, 
Since this improfperous voyage we begun: 


Since toſs'd from ſhores to ſhores, trom lands to 


lands, 
knhoſvitable rocks and barren ſands ; 
Wandering in exile, through the Rormy ſea, 
We ſcarch in vain for flying Italy 


What ſhould our reſt, and riſing walls with- 


O, country loſt! and god, redeem'd in vain, 

If ſtill in endlefs exile we remain |! 

Shall we no more the Trojan walls renew, 

Or ftreams of ſome diſſembled Simois view ? 
Haſte, join with me, ti unhappy fleet conſume 2 


Caſſandra bids, .and I declare her doom. 
In ſleep 1 ſaw her; ſhe ſupply'd my hands 


(For this I more than dreamt) with flaming brands 


0 
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In circles, when they ſwim around the watery race, 


Winch Troy, the youths the Trojan troop, they 


gatlicring crowd; and gliciag thence, 


„a venerable dame; $ 


Now caſt by fortune on this kindred land, ? 


ſtand ; { 
Or hinder here to fix our baniſh'd hand? 


* 


enen 
* 8 
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With theſe, ſaid ſhe, theſe wandering ſhips deſ- 


Theſe are your fatal ſeats, and this vour Troy. 
Time calls you now, the precious tour employ 
Slack not the good preſage, while heaven inſpires 
Our minds to dare, and gives the ready fires 

See Neptune's altas miniſter tneir brands; 

The god is pleas'd; the god ſuppiits our hands. 
Then, from the pile, a flaming tir the drew, 
And, tof.'d in air, amidſt the gaili-s threw, 
Wrapp'd in amaze, the matrons wild ſtare ; 
Then Pyrgo, reverenc'&+for her hoary hair, 
Pyrgo, the nurſe of Priam's numerous race, 
No + eroc this, though ſhe belles her face: 
What terrors from her frowning front ariſe ; 
Peho!d a goddeſs in her ardent eyes! 

Wat r rays aro nd her he aveniy face are ſeen, 
Mark her majeſtic voice, and more than 

mien |! 

Beroë but now I left; whom, pin'd vvith pain, 
Her age and anguiſh from theſe rites detain. 

She 1aid ; 3 tne matrons, ſeiz'd with nev amaze, 
Roll their malignant eyes, and on the navy gaze: 
They feat, and hope, and neitizr part obcy : 
They hope the fated land, but fear the fatal 

The goddeſs, hau in done her dase below, 
Mounts up on e zug wings, 

bow. 
Struck with the fizlit, and feiz'd 


ou! 
The mitions proiecute th 


mortal 


vita rage divine, 
eir mid delign: 
N They fhrick aloud, they ſuatch, with impicus hands 
| The to 1 of WMands. 
Green bonghs, at! Ws ſaplings, mingicd jn t 
And ſmokinr torches on tie thips they caſt. 
The flame, un ftopp' d at firſt, more tury gains; 
And Vulcan rides at large with Jooſen'd 1eins ; 
Triumphant to the painted Rerns he forrs, 
And ſeizes in his way the 
OArs, 

Eumelus was the firſt the news to bear, 
' While yet the y crowd the rural theatre. 

Then wat they hear, 13 witneſs'd by their eyes: 

A ſtorm of ſparicles and of flames ariſ-. 

Aſcanius took tit” alarm, while yer he l- d 
1 His early warriors on his prancing ſteed. 

And ſpurring on, huis equals ſoon o'erpaſs'd, 
1 Nor could lus frighted friends reclaim his haſte. 

Soon as the royal outh appear'd in view, 
He ſent his voice before him as he flew 
What madneſs moves you, matrons, to deſtroy 
The laſt remainders of unhappy 1 x ? 
Not hoſtile fleets, hut yGur own ho; 
And on your friends your fatal fury 
Behold Four on Afcanius: while le fluid 


altars, fits, and flaminy 


4 1 * 4 
23 2 — 
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hanks 


oy, 

: ' , 
Y He drew his glittering helmet from bis head; C 
hips vb wthe + 41 „ N \ 
Ia which the youths of portivl arms %e led. } 


* 3 72 

1y us, AEncas and his train appear 
Ard now the women, ſeized w:th ſhame and fear, 

I; Cen? ant Looms „ 

Diſpers G, tO woods and caverns tahe their fliglit; 
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A bl i.o- oo 22. 4 * 3 al 
| F aol then AC tions, 190 AVO eiue I: *11 0 
* + ft an h 224 
1 nei rie: 45 AC} nov ec 85 and Mieir error nnd; 
* - » | ; 
| And 9 the goddeſs trom their alter c mind. 


Not ſo the raging fircs tien fury cc 
But lurking | in the ſeams, with min ing r peace, 
Work on their way, amid the imouide wang tow, 
| Sure in de ſtruction, but in motion Now. 
plague through the green timber eats, 
romits out a tardy ame by fits. 


Firm dal 0 
# dow Hen: 


And 


rden 


nd bends her painted 


— — 


rei hafte « } 
Helft nate 


and crackling 


PO. 


Down to the keels, and upward to the fails, 


troy ; | Ihe fire deſcends, or mounts ; but ſtill prevails: 


| Nor buckets pour*d, nor ſtrength of human hand. 


Can the vicorious element withſtand 
he pious hero rencs his robe, anc 
To heaven his hands, and 
O Jove, he cry d, if prayers can yet have place ; 
{if thou abhorr'ſt 


— 
— 


with his hands his vows 
not all tle Dadan races 

[i any ſpark of pity ul remain ; 

If go 's are gods, and not invcoktd in vein; 

CLIPMe 1 rojan train ) 
* ct from the flames our burning veiſels ſree 
Or let thy tury fall alone on me 
At this devoted head thy thunder throw, 

And tend the wing facrifice below. 

Scarce hai he ſaid, When ſouthern ſtorms ariſe 
Fr ſorley liehtning flies; 
Loud rattung makes the mouptains and the plain; 
i lies Cownw arc, and deſcends in rain; 
M hole theets of vater om the clouds are ſent, 


zu the planks, the flames pre. 


8 , 
* — lie. 1708 
Lilie TCzIC On Tlc 


OM PO. ® T9 His T1 


” THOU 
vent: 
\ And ſtop the nery peſt ; four ſhips alone 


„ . ' PT. ng 8 
urn to tie waffe, and for tic ect atone 


9 But dovuotful thouzhts the hero's heat divide; 
Id he ſhoull fill in Sicily reſicke, 

Forgetſul Of lis fates; or teinpt the main, 

In hope the pfiomis'd Italy to gain 


nen Nautes, old and wie, to whom alone 

The will of heaven by Pallas was fore-thown ; 
Vers'd in porten vs 8 Hg 1enc'd and wipir'd 

Jo tell events, a hat the Fates requm'd: 

Thus while he W to neither part inclin'd, 

cartul words reliev'd his labouring mind: 

born, reſigtéckin every tate, 

ith patience bear, with prudence puih your fate 

tufte ing well, our fortune we ſubdue; 

Fly when wk trowns, and when ſhe calls purſue. 

.ceſtes is of Trojan kind; 

o him cet the ſecrets of your mind: 

18 hands your old and uſeleſs train, 

oo numerous for the ſhips which yet remain: 

old, inclulgent of their eaſe, 

o dread the dangers of the ſeas, 

wall their daſtard crew, who dare not ſtand 
he ſhock ot battle with your toes by land; 

ere you may build a common town tor all ; 


te feeble. 


NE came 


and, from Aceites? name, AcePa cal 
{ | he realons, with his friend $ expeftence ju: 5 


Hut more dif urd d his mind. 


Er courae'd muc | 
" pizht; when to his flumoering 


LIE. 


F 5 F 
ſather's ſhade deſcerded from the ſkies ; 
; 3 | 
ne ſpoke: O more than vital breath, 
! lt : : » * w% I 7 . 
ov'd whiic 1 hiv'd, and dear ev'n alter 
+4 18 F ; To — ; FR tolt 
11) Val IOUS 10115 ar) 4 trou 185 * 4 


The king of heaven employs my careful ghoit 


I % Tn yp 
+I" 4 k ++ 24 JF 
? + ' 
GEALTN 3 


(} fon, 


p 1 1 p v.14 (xn! r 
On his commands; the God who ſav'd from tre 
i * \ 1 — * { | 17 o 
1 our __ Het, And neard your juſt delite: 


nſel of your friend receive ; 
and women leave: 


\e cout 
e coward train,. 
youth, and thoſe who nobly care 
ranſport, tot mpt tlie dangers of the War. 

| The ſtern Italians with their courage try; 

| 2ougl, ar: their manners, and their minds v 
| ly Th. 

| Put firſt to Pluto's palace mw ſhould go, 

And ſee k my ſhade among the bleſt below. 


— wy 


DRYDE N'sS 


Fa not with impious ghoſts my ſoul remains, 
: for ſuffers, with the damn'd, perpetual pains, 
. But breathes the living air of ſoft Elynafi plains. 
e chatte Sibylla thall your ſteps convey ; 
hood of otter'd vitiims tree the Way; 


ary the tates and fortunes of your line 
But o. tare vel; 1 vaniſh with the night; 
? And feel the bla ot heaven's approaching light: 
Re ſaid, and mix d 

\ | iry flight. 
ther ſo taſt, the filial duty cry'd, 

hy, ah why, the wiſh'd embrace deny'd 

„ and iofe: as holy zcai inſpires, 
es hot embers, and renews the fires. 

try gods ard Veſta then adores 
akes and incenſe ; and their aid implores. 
his friends and royal liott he ſent, 


* 


» 4 


1s Vihon and the god's intent, 

Waun his own purpoſe. All, without delay, 

le will of Jove and his defires obey. 

vey Lit with women each degenerate name, 

Who cares net hazard life, for future fame. 

tele rey caſhier : the brave remaining few, 

as, banks, and cables halt conſum'd renew. 

the prince deſigns a city with the piough 

ots their ſeveral tenements allow. 

L's part is nam”! trom thum, that from Troy; 

4 new ki-g aſcends the throne with joy. 
{en terate from the people draws ; 

nts t e jqudges, and ordains the laws. 

the top of Eryx, they begin 

pe to the i'aphiar queen : 

iit, is honour'd as a goa; 

Oded, annual gifts bettow*'d ; 

| are planted round his bleft abode. 

Loo e 


ncente in the fanes abound. 
the ſouth arſe a gentle breeze, 
tif Imoothnefs. of the glatily ſeas: 
eg winds 2 ruffling gale afford, 
k! ry mariners ahoard. 
ow 1029 (aments along tlie (hores reſound, 
ends in cloſe embraces hound 
l hung women, the de gene arc train, 
minn'a tie trighttul dangers of the main, 
eſire to fail, and take their ſhare 
1 paſſase, and the promis'd war. 
| £094 A*nexs chears; and recommends 
| new maſter's care, his fearful friends. 
Dering aſtars three fat calves he lays; 
fallen to the ſto: my ſeas; 
i is naufers, and his anchors weighs, 
*. | ite deck the godlike hero ſtands ; 
FT „ eve crown'd ; a charger in his hands; 
it the reeking entrails in the brine, 
: 15 the ſacrince of purple wine 
„ es ariſe, with equal ſtrokes they vie, 
+ Aud bruch 
ö 7 — me mother goddeſs, full of fears, 
eh : 7, de thus addreſs'd, with tender tears: 
1, © or jove's imperious queen, the rage, 
"Is We wiich no ſutterings can aſſu ige, 
„me to theſe prayers: fince neither fate, 
85 ner pity, can remove her hate. 
+ © th warted by his ha ghty wife ; 
Run, yet ſhe till renews the ſtrife. 


ds at 


vith ſhades, and took biel 


/ pals in feaſts, their temples crown'd ; | 


the buxom ſeas, and Oer the billows fly, 
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As if 'twere little to conſume the town 
Which aw'd the world, and wore 
Crown; 
She proſecutes the ghoſt of Troy with pains; 
And gnaws, cv'n to the bones, the laſt remains. 


th* imperia 


: dne thall you know what realms the gods aſſign; Let her the cauſes of her hat ed tell; 


But you can witneſs its effects too well. 
You ſaw the ſtorms ſhe rais'd on Libyan floods, 
* That mix'd the mounting billows with the clouds; 
When, bribing d olus, the ſhook the main; 
And mov'd rebellion in your watery reign, 
With fury ſhe poſleſ,'d the Dardan dames 
To burn their flect with execrable flames: 
And ſorc'd /Eneas, when his ſhips were loſt, 
Jo leave his followers on a foreign coaſt : 
For what remains, your godhead 1 implore; 
And truit my ſon to your protecting power. 
{If neither ſove's nor fate's decree withſtand, 
Secure his paſſage to the Latian land. 
Then thus the mighty ruler of the main: 
| What may not Venus hope, from Neptune's reign ? 
|My kingdom claims your birth : my late defence 
Of your indarger'd fleet, may claim your con- 
fidence. 
Nor lefs by land than fea, my deeds declare, 
How much your lov'd /Eneas is my care 
Thee. Xartlvs, anc thee, Simoils, | atteſt: 
[Your Trojan troops when proud Ac Nilles preſs'd, 
And drove before hin headlong on the plain, 
And daſh'd againſt their walls the trembling 
| tra en, 
When floods were fill'd with bodies of the flain: 
[When crimſon Xanthus, doubttul of his Way, 
Stood up on ridęts to hehold the fea; 
5 New heaps came tumbling in, and chok'd his 
| way: 
hen your /Eneas fought, but fought with odds, 
Of force unequal. and unequal gods; 
| ſpread a cloud betore the victo 's ſight, 
Suftain'd the vanquiſh'd, and ſecur'd his flight. 
Ev'n then fecur'd him, when J fought with joy 
Phe vow'd deſtruction of ungrateful Troy 
My will's the ſame: fair goddeſs, tear no more, 
Your ficet ſhall ſafely gain the Latian ſhore : 
heir lives are given ; one de ſtin'd head alone 
Shall periin, and for multitudes atone. 
Thus having arm's with hopes her anxious mind, 
Jis finny team Saturnian Neptune join'd. 
[hen adds the ſoamy bridle to their jaws, 
\nd to the looſen'd reins permits the laws. 
ligh on the waves his azure car he guides; 


« BY 
* 


| 


% 


[ts axles thunder, and the ſea ſubſides; 
And the ſmooth ocean rolls her filent tides. 
The tempeſts fly beſore their father's face; 
rains ot infe;ior gods his triumph grace; 
And moniter whales before their maſter play, 
And choirs of. | ritons crowd the watery way. 
he martial d powers in equal troops divide 

o right and lett: the gods his better fide 
incloſe, and on the worſe the nymphs and nereids 

ride 

Now ſmiling hope, with ſweet viciſſitude, 
Within the hero's mind, his joys renew'd. 
He calls to raiſe the maſts, the ſheets diſplay ; 
Che chearful crew with diligence obey ; 
They (cud before the wind, and fail in open fea. 
A-head of ail the maſter pilot ſteers, 
And, as he leads, the following navy veers. 
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The ſteeds of night had travel'd half the ſky, | ſublime myſteries of the ſoul of the world, ard tis fi 
The drowſy rowers on their benches lie; | tran{migration : and Aus him that g on i 1 V 
When the ſoft god of ſleep, with cafy flight, 4 mutt which aut to deſcend 2 7 PR N 85 Aſ 
Deſcends, and draws behind a trail of light, | trerity, ; : RE Was 
Thou, Palinurus, art his deſtin'd prey; | 1 Th 
To tiice alone he takes his fatal way. | 3 3 A hu 
Dire dreams to thee, and iron fleep he bears; | E ſaid, and wept : then fpread his ſails be. _— 
And, lighting on thy prow, the form of Phorbas 1 -- : 0f$ 
wears. Ihe winds, and reacl''d at length the Cuman , Now 
Then thus the traitor god began his tale: | . there : —_ 
The winds, my friend, inſpic a pleating gale ; 1 heir anchors. dropt, his crew the veſſels moo, | He < 
he ſkips, without thy care, ſecurely ſail. hey turn their heads to ſea, their ſterns to land; | Al 
Now itcal an hour of ſweet repoſe; and I And Frcet, with greedy joy, th' Italian ſtrand. Het 
Will take the rudder, and thy room ſupply, |HOME ſtrike rom claſhing flints their fiery feed ; And 
To wiom the yawning pilot, halt aſtcep; dome gather flicks the kindled flames td feed; | Fe! 
Nie doſt thou bid to trutt the treacherous det p! Ir {earch for hollow trees, and fell the woods, lic: 
he harlet-ſmiles of her diffembling iace, Or trace tüougb vallics the diſcover'd floods, 
And to her faith commit the T :0jan race? Tims, white their ſeveral charges they ſulnl, Gre: 
Shall I believe the ſyre n ſouth again, The pious Prnce aſcends the ſacred tail | and 
And, oſt betray'd, not know thc monſter main? Where Phoebus is ador'd; and ſeeks the ſhade ner 
He ſaid, his ſaſtenꝰd hands the rudder keep, Wich des tom fight Ins venerable maid, | Wue 
And, fix'd on heaven, his eyes repel invading ſleep. ! m hin a cave the Sibyl makes abode Iv 
The god was wroth, and at his temples threw I he. &. lull oi tate returns, and of the | 20d ; uy 
A branch in Lethe dipp'd, and drunk with Stvgian)- {Through Trivia's grove they walk; and now bc. | | 
dew : hold, Eli 
The pilot, vanquiſh'd by the power divine, And enter now the temple roof'd with gold. | She 
Soon clos'd his ſwimming eyes, and lay ſupine. When Decalus, to fly the Cretan ſhove, ; Ver 
Scarce were his limbs extended at their length, His heavy limbs on jointec pinions hore ihe 
The god, inſulting with ſuperior ſt:ength, (! ne firſt who ſail'd in air), 'tis ſung by fame, | | * 
Fell heavy on him, plung'd him in the fea, | Lo the Cumæan coaſt at lengt! lie came; | in 
And, with the ſtern, the rudder tore away. Ang here alighting, built this coſtly frame. \ M0 
Headlong he fell, and, ſtruggling in the main, (Intcrib'd to IPhebus, lere he hung on high | 
Cry*d out for helping hands, but cry'd in vain : ; The tee rage Ol lis wings, that cuts the Ky; i B 
The victor demon mounts obſcure in air; | [Then o'er the lotty gate his art emo 1 % 
While the ſhip ſails without the pilot's care. as Androgeos death, and offerings to his volt: | 
On Neptune's faith the floating flect relies: _ ? Seven youths from Athens yearly ſent, to meet : 
But what the man fo: ſook, the god ſupplies; | I he fate appointed by revengetul Crete, | ] U 
And o'er the dangerous deep ſecure the pavy flies: J * nd next to thoſe the dreadtul urn was plage, 
Glides by the ſyren's cliffs, a ſhelfy coaſt, by which the deitin*d names by lots were caſt : 
Long infamous for ſhips and ſailors loft ; The movurnful parents tand around in tears; is 
And white with bones: th* impetuous ocean roars; And riting Crete againſt their fore appears. n 
And rocks rehellow from the ſounding ſhores. There too, in living jculptur „ micht be ſcen Iro 
The watchful hero felt the knocks; and found Ihe mad aſtection of the Cretan queen: 
The toſſing veſſel ſail'd on ſhoaly ground. | [ hen how ” cheats her beliowing lover's cue | 
Sure of his pilot's loſs, he takes himſelf Ki < ruſhing leap, the doubtful progeny, | i 
"The helm, and ſteers aloof, and ſhuns the ſhelf. c lower part a beaſt, a man above, | 100 
Inly he griev'd, and, groaning from the breaſt, 15 monument of their poluteq oe | ON 
Deplor'd his death; and thus his pain expreſs'd: Nor far from thence he grav'd the wondicus mare | 
For faith repos'd on ſeas, and on the flattering ſky, |© thoutand doork, a thouſant mee e 
Thy naked corpſe is doom'd on ſhores unknown to el dwells the monſter, hid ſiom human view 
{4 lie, | Not to be found but hy the faithfu] clue: 
* Till the kind artiſt, mov'd with pious gric!, 
44 — — — | Lent to the loving maid this laſt rehet; « 
16 f And all t hoe eri ng pat! hs deſcrib'd fo we ; 
17 4 3 That Theſeus co u er' d. and the monite tell. 5 
4 ! Here hapleſs Icarus had found his pa ut; 
| 31 BOOK | Had in or the father” 3 erict f reſtrain'd his ait : | ay 
4 ; > EE Bog | He twice eſſay d to caſt his ſor in gold Mm 3 _ 
N JTwice ſrom his hands he drop qd the torming most we 
FO All this with wondering eyes | neas view ©: "4 
4 8 F. N E 1 8. [Each varying object his delight renew'd, 1 . 
[4 y [Ex ger to1cad the reſt, Achates came, 7 " 
Ih : THE ARGUHENT. | And by his fide the m- i divining dame; \ | 
0 b w— C!.10 ' a ; | Ile pri citeſs of the goc q Deipaohe ny * a 
n 5 4 r rferes ZEneos the acmertures / ff zue mee? Time ſuffers not, ſhe ſaid, to fee | your ches ö 3 
#4 cent in Jtaly: e atterds kim to hell; d. cribing te With empty pleaſures: haſte the facrince. | 1 
{Ha F n the z ariem ſcenes of that fiace, and ronducting Seven bhullocks yet unyok'd, for Phœbus check. 
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„ Laid, the ſervants urge the ſacred rites; 


na Wink to the te. nple ſhe the prince invites. 

A ſpac dus cave, within its farmoſt part, 
; Was „d and faihion'd by laborious art 

| 25. the hill's hollow fides : beiore tlie place, 
\ hundred doors, a hundred entries grace : 
As many voices iiſue; and the ſound 
0 dan words as many times rebound. 

\ Now to the mouth they come: Aloud ſhe cries, 


This is the time; ; _ your deſtinies, 
He comes, be hold the god! Thus while the ſaid 
5 Ard (hivering at _ ſacred entry ſtaid), 
| , he r face was not the ſame, 
groans from her deep ſpirit came. 
Her lar tood up; convulfive rage poſſeſs d 
einbling limbs, and heav'd her 
breatt. 
Crener than human-kind ſhe ſeem'd to look 
ind, with an accent more than mortal, 9 
Her Raring eyes with ſparkling fury roll; 
Wien all the god came ruſhing on her ſoul. 
Swittiy the turn'd, and foar.ing as the pores 
\ jt his delay ? ſhe cried; the powers invoke: 
hi ayers alone can Open this abode, 
vain are my demands, and dumbthe god. 
She laid no more: the trembling Lrojans hear; 
()'t fo ead with a da; np tweat, and;holy tear. 
de prince himſelf, with aw Hul dread poſſeis'd, 
Hu Vows to great Apollo thus addreſs'd: 
In ulgent god, propitious power to 1 roy, 
weit to relieve, unwilling to deitroy; 
ted by whole hard, the Dardan dart 


— 


Her colour chang*d 


Hes 
4 ones 


Perc d the proud Grecian's only mortal part: | nur d to ſufler, and reſolv'd to gare, ; 
has far, by fate's decrees, and thy commands, he fates, without my power, ſhall be without my 
nbient ſeas, and through devouring; care. 
ſands, | - his let me crave, ſince near your grove the road 
ur exibd crew has fought tl Auſonian ground; Io he n lies open, and the dark © abode, 

E doch now, at length, the flying coaſt 15 ſound; Wie Acheron furrounts, th' innavigable flood: 

I: N s far the fate of Trey, from place to place, | CON! ee me through the regions void of light, 

. 1 th fury has purſued her wandering race: ; And lead me longing o my tather's Ogat: 

| Here ceaſe, ye powers, and let your vengeance end; For him, a thoutand dangers! have ſought; 

7 f [105 is vo more, and can no more offend, And, rothin g where re IAIN Grecians fought, 

| thou, O ſacred maid ! infpir'd to ſce Zute en my ba- K the ſacred burden brought. 

$4. 1 event of things in dark futurity, He, for my take, the raging Ocean try E : 

; bye me, what heaven has promis'd to my fate, £ nd wrath of heaven; my ſtill auspicious guide, 
5 er and command the Latian ſtate: Ana bore beyond the ſtrength decrepit age ſup- 
lofix my wandering gods, and find a place | ply*d. | : ; : 

mare 1 don the long exiles of the Trajan race. [ ſt finde be hreath'd his laſt, in dead of night, 

$; nal my gratetul hands a temple rear i revorend Mage {too beſore my tight; 

1c | be twin gods, with vows and ſolemn prayerz {Emoin'd to ſeck below his ily ſhade ; 

al rites, and feſtivals, and games, Conduct d there by your ererring aid: 

I "al ne perforn''d to their auſpicious names; [But t you, it pious minds f Prayers are won, 
Wt chalt thou want thy honours in my land, Obi. ze the tatiicr, and protect the ſon. 
dere ty faithful oracles fhall ſtand, ; Yours is the power 3 ror Proferpin? in vain 

ell, | ry din ſhrines: aut every ſacred lay, SEE made you prieſteſs ot her niglitly reign. 
Wuch, by thy mouth, A pollo thall convey : f Orpheus, arm'd with by his enchan ting lyre, 
an all de treaſur'd, by a choſen train 'D 50 ruthleſ; king with pity could infp! re, 

Nuoly prieſts, and ever thall remain. uu from the ſhades below redeem his wile 
mond. en! commit not thy prophetic mind If Pollux, offering his alternate life, 

d: 10 Aating leaves, the ſport of every wind, Could free his brother; and _ daily go 
aka A air our empty tate Py turns aloft, by turns cele below; 

? Wi N what t! pow ki rdain, relate Why name | lheſeus, or his greater friend, 
\ Bong , impatient of her load, Who trod the downward pach, and upward could 
- ade eath the ponderous rod, alcend! 
4 e me ſtrove to ſhake him from her breaſt, Not lets than theirs, from Jove my lineage came: 
8 and far ſuperior farce he preſs'd A! mother gre: 2255 my deſcent the lame. 
oe, "Mmands his entrance, and, without control, ,0pray'd the 7ro;an prince; and, while he pray d. 
„ her organs, 7 | Cul, rie nd no the tholv alts ' 


labour? 
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Nove, with a furious blaſt, the hundred doors 


i x * . 1 . . 
| Ope ot thernieives; a ruthing whirlwind roars 


| Within the cave ; ; and SibyPs voice reſtores : 
| Eſcap' d the dangers of the watery reign, 
Ag mere and n il:s, by land remain; 
ne coalt ſo long deſir d (nor doubt th* event) 
| Chy troops mall reach, but having reach'd, repent. 
| Wars, horrid wars 1 view; a field of blood; 
f And T yber rolling with a purple flood. 
Simo's nor Xanthus ſhall be wanting there; 
| a new Achilles ſhall in arms appear: 
1 he, too, goddeſs: born: fierce Juno's hate, 
dad to hoſtile force, ſhall urge thy fate. 
| Fe what ſtrange nations ſhalt thou not reſort ! 
| Driven to ſolicit aid at every court 
i he cauſe the fame which llivm once oppreſs'd, 
foreign miitteſs and a foreign gueſt: 
ſecure of ſoul, unbent with woes, 
he more thy fortune frowns, the more oppoſe: 
the dawuings ol thy ſaſety ſhall be ſhown, 
From whence thou leaſt thalt hope, a Grecian town. 
'Thus, trom the dat K recrfs, the Sibyl ſpoke, 
And the reſiſting air the thunder broke: 
{he cave rebcliow'd, and the temple ſhook. 
i ambiguous gud, who tul'd her labouring 
breait, 
In theſe myſterious words his mind expreſt: 
Some trutiis reveal'd, in terms involv'd the reſt. 
At length her fury fell, her foaming ceas'd, 
And, ebbing in her ſoul, the god decreas d. 
| Then thus the chief: No terror to my view, 
No frightful face of danger can be new: 
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Then thus reply*d the propheteſs divine: All weep, but moſt Æneas mourns his fate, 

O goddets .-born! of great Anchiſes' line, and haſtens to perform the funeral ſtate, 

The gates of hell are open night and day : In altar-wiſe a ately pile they rear; 

Smooih the deſcent, and caſy is the way: The baſis broad below, and top advanc'd in air, 
But, to rÞturn, and view the chearful ſkies, An ancient wood, fit for the work defien'd 

In this the taſk and mighty labour lies. (The ſhady covert of the ſavage kind) ; 

To few great Jupiter imparts this grace, The Trojans found : the ſounding ax is ply'd: 
And thoſe of thining worth, and heavenly race. Firs, pines, and pitch-trees, and the towering price 
Berw:xr thoſe regions, and our upper light, | Of foreſt aſhes, fee! the fatal ſtroke, 

Deep foreſts and impenetrable night Aud piercing wedges cleave the ſtubborn oak. 
Potiefs the middle ſpace; "I'h* infernal bounds Huge trunks of trees, fell'd from the ſteepy crown 
Cocytus, with his fable waves ſurrounds: Of the hare mountains, roll with ruin down, 
But, it ſo dire a love your ſoul invades, : Arm'd like the reſt the Trojan prince appears, 
As twice below to view the trembling ſhades ; And, by his pious labour, urges theirs. 

If you to hard a toil will undertake, Thus while he wrought, revolving in his mind 
As twice to paſs th' innavigah!ie lake, Ihe ways to compaſs what his with deſign'd, 
Receive my counſel. In the neighhouring grove He caſt his eyes upon the gloomy grove, 

There ſtands a tree: the queen of Stygian ſove And then, with vows, implor'd the queen of love 
Claims it her own ; thick woods and gloomy night O may thy power, propitious ſtill to me, 
Conceal the happy plant from human ſight. Conduct my ſteps to find the fatal tree, 

One bough it bears; but, wondrous to behold, In this deep foreſt ; ſince the Sibyl's breath 
The ductile rind, and leaves, of radiant gold: | Foretold, alas! too true, Miſenus' death. 


This from the vulzar branches mutt be torn, 


Scarce had he ſaid, when, full before his ſight, 
Ard to fair Proferpine the preſent borne, 


| I wo doves, deſcending from their airy flight, 


Ere leave be given to tempt the ncther ſkies : Secure upon the graſſy plain alight. 

The firſt thus rent, a ſecond will ariſe, He knew Wis mother's birds; and thus he pray's: 
And the ſame metal the ſame room ſupplies. Be you my guſdes, with your auſpicious aid; 
Look round the wood, with liſted eyes, to lee | And lead my footſteps, till the branch be found, 
The lurking gold upon the fatal tree: *» _ | Whoſe glittering ſhadow gilds the ſacred ground: 
Then rend it off, as holy rites command; | And thou, great parent! with celeſtial care, 

The willing metal will obey thy hand, In this diſtreſs, be preſent to my prayer. 
Following with eaſe, it favour'd by thy fate, Thus having faid, he ſtopp'd: with watchful fight 
Thou art ſoredoom'd to view tne Stygian ſtate : Obſerving till the motions of their flight, ] 
If not, no laboor can the tree conſtrain, What courſe they took, what happy ſigns 6 
And ſtrength of ſtubborn arms, and ſteel are vain. | how; 
Beſides, you know not, while you here attend, They fed, and, fluttering by degrees, withdrew \ 
Th' unworthy fate of your unhappy friend: Still farther from the place, but ſtill in view: 
Breathleſs he lies, and his unbury'd ghoſt, Hoppine, and flying, thus they led him on 
Depriv'd ot funeral rites, pollutes your hoſt, To the flow lake: whoſe baleful ſtench to ſhun, 
Pay firſt his pious dues: and,, for the dead, | They wing'd their flight aloft ; then ſtooping 'on, 
Two ſable ſheep around his hearſe be led: Perch'd on the double tree, that bears the golden 
Then, living turts upon his body lay; boogh. | 
This done, {ſecurely take the deſtin d way, Through the green leaves the glittering ſbacons 
Fo find the regions deſtitute of day. glow; 

She ſaid + and held her peace A neas went 7 As on the ſacred oak, the wintery miſleto 

Sad from the cave, and ſull of diſcontent; Where the proud mother views her precious bro0s 
Unknowing whon: the ſacred Sibyl meant. \ And happier branches, which ſhe never ſq d. 
Achates, the companion of lus breaſt, Such was the glittering, ſuch the ruddy rind. | 
Goes grieving by his fide with equal cares oppreſs'd. And dancing leaves, that wanton'd in the wind. 
Walking they talk d, and fruitlefsly divin'd ; He ſeiz'd the thining bougli with griping fold, 
What friend the prietteſs, by thoſe words, defien'd :: And rent away, with eaſe, the lingering god 8 
But ſoon they found! an object to depiore ; Then to the Sibyl's palace bore the prize. ( 
M.ſenus lay extended on the ſliore. Mean time, the Trojan troops, witl. * e 
Son of the god of winds; none fo renown'd, o dead Miſenus pay his oblequies, 

The warrior trumpet in the fied to ſound; Firſt frog the ground a lotty pile they rear, 1 
With breathing hrais to kindle fierce alarms, Of pitch-trees, oaks, and pines, and unétucus . 
And rouze to dare their ſite, in honourable arms. The fabric's fiont, with cypreis twigs they 6A; 
He ſerv'd great Hector; ard was ever near, And ſtick the ſides with boughs of Da-C:ur Jeng! 
Not with his trumpet only, but his ſpear, The topmoſt part, his glittering arm ; Ac ory a 

Put, by Pelides* arm when Hector fell, Warm waters, then, in brazen CAYIGrons . 
He choſe /Eneas, and he choſe as well. Are pour'd to waſh his body, join! by Joint: 
Swoln with applauſe, and aiming ſtill at more, And fragrant oils the ſtiffen'd limbs mount. 

He now provokes the ſea gods from the ſhore ; | With groans and cries Mifenus they deplote: 
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th envy Triton heard the martial found, [Then on a bier, with purple cover d © er, | 


1 Pe Re 1 . 45 _ a 1 hey lay 
And the bold champion, for his challenge, drown'd. | The breathleſs body, thus bewail'd, they la, 


7 . 1 1 7 f ils 
I hen caft his mangied carcaſe on the ſtrand ; And fire the pile, ther 
The gazing crowd around the body ſtand. (Such reverend vites the! 
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Fare oil and incenſe on the fire they throw, 
And fat of victims, which his friends beſtow, 
Theſe gifts, the greedy flames to duit devour ; 
Then, on the living coals, red wine they pour: 
And laſt, the relics by themſelves diſpoſe, 
Which in a braſen urn the prieſts incloſe, 
Old Chorinens compalſs'd thrice the crew, 
and dipp'd an olive branch in holy dew 
Which thrice he ſprinkled round, and thrice aloud 
Invok'd the dead, and then diſmiſs'd the crowd. 
But good /Eneas ordered on the ſhore 
A ſtately tomb; whoſe top a trumpet bore ; 
A ſaldier's fauchion, and a ſeaman's oar. 
Thus was his friend interr'd: and deathleſs fame 
Still to the lofty cape configns his name. 
Theſe rites perfſorm'd, the prince, witt.out delay, 
Hiſtes to the nether world his deſtit. d way. 
Deep was the cave; and downward as it went 
from the wide mouth, a rocky rough deſcent; 
And here th' acceſs a gloomy grave defends 
and here th* unnavigable lake extends, 
Oer whoſe unhappy waters, void of light, 
No bird preſumes to ſteer his airy flight; 
duen deadly ſtenches from the depth ariſe, 
And ſteaming ſulphur, that infe cts the ſkies. 
from hence the Grecian bards their legends make, 
And give the name Avernus to the lake. 
tour ſable cre. in the yoke untauglit, 
or ſacrifice the pious hero brought 
e prieſteſs pours tlie wine betwixt their horns; 
Iden cuts the curling hair; that firſt oblation 
burns, 
invoking Hecate hither to repair 
A powerful name in hell, and upper air). 
The owes prieſts with ready knives bercave 
| aits of life, and in full bowls receive 
6 reaming blood: a lamb to hell and night 
Th ab wool without a ſtreak of white) 
Eneas offers: and, by ſate*s decree, 
& barren heifer, Proſerpine, to thee, 
5 — 5 he Pluto's altar fills: 
en br; ulls with his own hand he Kills: 
Tt en, on th rel ing entrails, oil he pours 
Whic h, ointed thus, the raging flame devaunds 
Late, the na facrifice begun; 
Nor ended, till the next returnin ig fun, 
trees to dance, 
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nen earth began to bellow, 
Ing l,owling dogs in glimmering light advance, 
Lre He ate came: Far hence be ſouls profanc, 
e Sib) ry 'd, and Waun! 
Trojan, take the way thy fates affor 
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And pale diſeaſes, and repining age; 

Want, fear, and faminc's unrefiſted rage: 

Here toils, and death, and death's half-brother, 
ſleep, | 

Forms terrible to view, their centry keep: 

With anxious pleaſures of a guilty mind, 

Deep frauds before, and open force behind: 

Thie furies iron beds, and i*rife that ſhakes 

Her iſſing treffes, and unfolds her fnakes. 

Full in the midit of this infernal road, 

An elm diſpiays her duſk J arms abroad: 

The god of ſleep there hides his heavy head, 

And empty dreams on every leaf are ſpread. 

Ot various forms unnumber'd ſpectres more; 

Cent 8 and double ſhapes, beſiege the door: 

ze ſore the paſſage horrid Hydra ſtands, 

And Briareus with all his hundred hands: 

Gorgons, Geryon with his triple frame, 

And vain Chimera vomits empty flame. 

The chief unſheath'd his ſhining ficel, Pens, 

Though ſeiz'd with ſudden fear, to force the guard, 

JOftering lus brandiſh'd weapon at their face, 

Had not the Sibyl ſtopp'd his cager pace, 

And told him what thoſe empty phantoms were; 

Forms without bodies, and impaſſive air. 

Hence to deep Acheron they take their way, 

| WW hoſe troubled eddies, thick with ooze and clay, 


Arc whirt'd aloft, and in Cocytus loſt: 

There C Fe Rands, Whores the dreary coalt 3 
A ſordid god: down from his heary chin 

A! length 2 9 deſcends; uncomb'd, unclean: 

| His eyes, like hollow furnaces on fire: 

| A gircle, foul with greaſe, binds his obſcene attire. 
? 

{ 


{ 


He ſpreads his canv as, wich his pole he ſteers; 

Tlie freights of flitting ghotts in lüs thin bottom 
bears. 

He look'd in years; yet in his years were ſeen 

A youthful vigour, and autumnal green. 

kn airy crowd came ruſhing where he ſtood, 


! 
i 
: 
f 
„ 


f a 
| Which ful'd the margin oi the fatal flood, 
'Hu%Gands and wives, boys and unmarried maids, 
\nd mighty heroes more majeſtic ſhades, 
| youths, into:nb'd beſate their fathers eyes. 
| With hollow groans, and fhricks, and feeble cries, 
| Thick as the leaves in autumn firow the woods: 
Or fowls, by winter forc'd, forſake the floods, 
And wing their haſty flight to Happier lands: P 
Such, and ſo thick, the ſhivering army ſiands; 
And prefs tor pallage vith extended hands. 5 
N ow thefe, now 1 _ the ſurly boatman bore 
Ihe reſt he drove to diſtance from the ſore, 
The hero. who belicld „With woadering eyes, 
| The tumult mix'd with ſnriciks, laments, and crics, 
| nis guide, vat the rude concourſe meant? 
; Why to the ſhore the threogln peo en 
| What ſorms of law among the ghoſts were us'd 
' Why [ome were terry? | o'er, and ſome refuſed 
ö gon of Anchiſes, offspring of the gods, 
The Sibyl ſaid, you ſee the Stygian noods, 
[The ſacred ſtreams, which heaven's imperiad ſtate 
Atteſts in. oaths. and fears to violate. 
he ghoſts rejected, are th* unhappy crew 
Depriv'd of ſepulch res, and truncral due. 
The boatman Cbaron; thoſe, the bury*d hoſt, 
; He ferries one to the farther coaſt. 
— r dares his tr: ee veſſel crois the Waves, 
| With ſuc fe bones are not 
' 


9 


compos'd in graves, 
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A hundred years thisy wander on the ſho 

At leng 4 their penance done, are w bes o'er. 
Phe Trojan chief his forward pace repreſs'd; 
Revolving anxious thoughts w hin his breaſt. 


He ſav his friends, who, vhelm'd beneath th 
Waves, 


Their funeral honours claim'd, and aſk'd their quiet 


graves. 

The loſt Leucaſpis in the crowd he knew ; 

And the brave leader of the Lycian crew : 
Whom, on the Tyrrhene ſeas the tempeſts met; 
The ſailors maſter'd, and the ſhip o'erſet, 
Amidit the ſpirits Palinurus preſs'd; 

Yet freſh from life ; a new admitted gueſt. 
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| This comfort of thy dire misfortune take; 
| The wrath of heaven, inflicted for thy ſake, 


With venccance ſhall purſue th' inhuman coaſt, 
[Till chey propitiate thy offended ghoſt, 
ef And rate a tomb, with vows, and ſolemn prayer; 
| And Palinurus' name the place ſhall bear. 
This calm'd his cares, footh'd with his future fame, 
And pleas'd to hear his propagated name. 

Now nearer to the Styzian lake they draw, 
Whom, ſrom the ſhore, the ſurly boatman ſaw; 
Obſerv'd their paſſage through the ſhady wood, 
And mark'd their near approaches to the flood 
Then thus he call'd aloud, inflam'd with wrath; 
Mortal, whate'er, who this forbidden path 


Who, while he ſtcering, view'd the ſtars, and bore! In arms preſum'ſt to tread, I charge thee Nand, 


His courſe from Africk, to the Latian ſhore, 
Feil headiong down, The Trojan fix'd his view, 


| And tell thy name. and huſineſs in the land. 
Know this, the realm of night; the Stygian ſhore: 


And fcarcely through the gbom the ſullen ſhadow! My boat conveys no living bodies o'er : 


knew. 


Nor was I pleas'd great Thefeus once to bear, 


Then thus the prince: What envious power, O| Who forc'd a paſſage with his pointed ſpear; 


friend, 
Brouglit your lov'd life to this diſaſtrous end ? 
Fer Phoebus, ever true in all he ſaid, 
Has, ir-your fate alone, my faith betray'd. 
The god ſoretold, you ſhould not die, befor? 
You reach'd, ſecure from ſeas, th? Italian ſc = 
Is this th' unerring power? The ghoſt re ply 
Nor Phœbus flatter” d, nor his anfwers ly'd; 
Nor envious gods have ſent me to the deep: ? 
But while the ſtars, and courſe of heaven I keep, . 
My weary'd eyes were ſeiz'd with fatal ſleep. 5 
Lie}; and, with my weight, the helm conſtrain'd 
Was drawn Kong, which yet my gripe retain'd, 
Now by the winds, and raging waves, I ſwear, 
Your ty, more than mine, was then my care: 
Leſt, of the guide hereſt, the rudder lot, 
Your ſhi ſhould run againſt the rocky coaft. 
Three bluſtering F nigits, borne by the touthern blat 
I floated, and diſcover'd land at laſt : 
High on a eee wave my head I hore 
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th, and gathering to the ihore : 
Parting, but pat the danger, now I ſeiz'd 
ne Cragzy cliffs, and my tir'd members eas'd. 
While, cumbet'd with my dropping cloaths, I lay, 

The cruel nation, ovetous of prey, 
Stain'd with my hleod h' inhofpitable coaſt : 
And now, by winds and waves,” my lifeicis limbs 
are toſt: 
Which O avert, by yon ethereal light 
Which I have loft, for this eternal night: 
Or, if by dearer ties you may be won 
By your dead fi e, and by your living ſon, 
Redeem from this reproach my wandering gloit 

r with your navy ſeck the Velin coaſt ; 
And in a peaceful grave my corpſe compoſe: 
Or, if a nearer way your mother ſhows, 
Without whoſe aid, vou durſt not undertake 

3 frightful paſſage o'er the Stygian lale; 
3 to this vwretch your hand, and waft him oer 
To the ſweet hanks of yon forbidden ſhore, 
SCarce had he ſaid, the propheteſs began, 
What hopes dclude thee, miſerable man ? 
Think'ſt thou, thus unintomb'd, to crofs the 
floods, 

To view the furies. and infernal gods; 
And viſit, without leave, the dark abodes? 
Attend the term ot long, revolving years : 
Fate, and the dooming gods, are deaf to tears. 


Nor ſtrong Alcides, men of mighty fame ; 
And from th' immortal gods their lineage came. 


ln fetters one the barking porter ty'd, 
And took him trembling from his ſovereign's 
ſice: 


Two ſought by force to ſeize his beauteous bride, 
To whom the Sibyl thus: Compoſe thy mind 
Nor frauds are here centriv d. nor force deſien'd. 
Still may the dog the wandering troops conſtrain 
[Of airy ghoſts; and vex the guilty train: 

And with her grifly lord his lovely queen re- 

| main. 

The Trojan chief, whoſe lineage is from ſove, 7 

Much fam'd for arms, and more for filial love, 5 
ls ent to ſeek his fire, in your Ely ſian grove. 

[i] nemnhei piety, nor heaven's command, 

Dan gain his pafſage to the Stygian ſtrand, 
his fatal prefent ſhall pee ail at leaſt ; 
Then meu. 'd the ſhining bo 

er veſt. 

No more was needful, for the gloomy god 
Stood mute with awe, to ſee the golden tod: 
Admir'd the deftin's offer ing ; to the queen 


| \ 
His fury thn: ; appeas 0d. be P uts to land; 
| The g oſts torlake the ir ſea 3 Af his COm mand 


He clears the deck, receives the mighty fights 
The leaky veſſel groans beneath the we! ght 
<1 O wiy ſhe 1; ails, and ſcarcely ſtems e taes: 
[The! pret fling water pours withi . ſicles 


5 pail engers, at length are W. abed oe ; 

Expos'd in muddy weeds upon the miry ihore. 

No fi zoner landed, 7 his den they 1 ſound 

The triple porter of the Stygian ſound, 

Grim Cerberus; vv bs ſoon b 0 an to rear 

His creited an „and arm'd his briſtling hair. 

he prudent Sibyl had before repat 'd 

A ſop in honey Necp'd to charm the guard | 

2 5 4 PP. 11 zſt hetor? 

Which, mix'd with powerful drugs, ſhe caſt beſo! 

His zreedy, grinding jaws, juſt op'd to roar: * 

| 15 
he Capes 4 ane frait . 


{ VV it 11 three enormous mou ths 
| With hunger preſs'd, devours the pleaſing hait 

I. ong draug I - of ſlee ep his m zonſtrous limbs e nilavez 
[He feels, and, falling, fills the ſpacious cave 

| The keeper charm'd, the chief with out de! ay 
[Paſs'd on, — took th* irremeable way 

[Before the gates, the cries of babes new born, 
Whom fate had from their tender mothers tory 


ugh, neal} d withis, 


de, 
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aul It he pag? then axed w hom ſo orm of laws 

Nor want they Jon nor judge es to review 

? ul ſentence, and award a new. 

Minos, the ſtrict inquititor, appt ars, 

And lives and crimes, with his atleffors, hears. 

Round, in his urn, the blended halls he rolls, 
oives the juti, and dooms the guilty ſouis. 

The it in place, and puniſhment, are they 
pete, throw their ſouls away; 

Fools, who repining at their wretched ate, 

atung anxious life, ſuborn'd their fate. 

With late repentance now they would retricve 

odies they ! toriook, 

i heir pains and poverty defire to bear, 


x 
* rone 


an with tO tive, 


10 view the liglit of heaven, and breathe the \ tal | 


air, 


; » 7 . 
But fate forbids ; the Stygian floods oppoſe, 


ad, with nine circling ſtreams, the cap:ive fon! 


ineloſe. 
e far fo 1 
ot far from thence, the mournſul fields appea 


N 1 'd, Hoem loy ers tha 1 inhabit thero, 

r i tanks 4 

he fouls, whom that unhapp flame invaccs, 
n ſecret tolitude, and myrtle thades, 


Me endleſs moans, and, pining with defire 
Liment teo Jate their unextingviſh'd fire, 

Here Proeris, Eripliyle here, he found 

Fl ng . aſt, yet bleeding with the vnn 
Mate by h. r fon. He ſav Paſiphat ther: 

ith Phedra's Sen, a tou] inceſtuous pair. 
dere Laodamia, with Evadne moves: 

but loyal in their loves 

AN oman once, and once a man; 

vat ending in the ſex ſhe nrſt began. 

from 1 theſe heenician Dido ſtoo- 

'& from her wound „her boſom bath di blog 
when > the * Trojan hero hardly knew 


1 


o 
F 


\ Dy hot! 
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* 
"re in thades, and with a doubtſul view 
tut as he who runs thre ugh duſky nicht, 
n Ks he ſecs the moon's uncertain light); 
e rſt approach'd the jullen ſhadc, 


x 


Ove inſpir'd hin, thus e ſaid: 
; PY queen ' then 18 Tine 
nu true, in your reporte 
ly alas, tlie cauſe! by heaven, I vow., 
4 tlie powers that rule the re dlins betw, 


" 4 . * = ” 
beg 1 10 100K YOU! triendly tak 4 


? by the R ds, and torc'd by fate. 
; tiiAt tate, whole ujmnittificd micht 0 
me to theſe region „ Vid of light: C 
Vat ©174pire ©{ Eternal tuglit. 2 


' : preſume, that. Preis ( with griert 
: mould ulge you to this Gre reitet. 
N Your ſteps, and liſten to my vows, 
„alt interview that fate allows! 


attempts her mind to move, 


* 
Fan s, and late repenting love 
* F , 4 ; : a 
1 uy ine took'd; then ternineg round, 
Jes unmov'd upon the ground: 
19 - 
; 5 0 la) „ alt LVVe 1 3 ICY ud 110 Fil * 5 
2 11 OcKks, WW! wy th C 10 ud 1 ill Wes loan. 
5 d away, to ſhun his hateful gle, 
ne ſoreſt, and the ſhades of nieht 
3 GU LIE ITTFAGES Oi night. 
Kuen þ « ? ' 
Wh. > envy, through the ſhady grove, 


us tears * pitying hero p- aid, 
the llitting 6 ta; 


0 1 h 
k ** 
* 6 With hi us eyes 


4 HL era 1 
me . : , al he r Carts, and equall” " all her love 4 


And, with his guide, t 
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Then took the forward way, by fate ordain'd, 

the farther fields attain'd, 7 
Where, ſcver'd from the reſt, the warrior 5 

remain'd. 

Tideus he met, with Meleager's race, 
The pride of armies, and the ſoldiers grace 
And pale Adraſtus with his ghaſtly fac 
Ot Trojan chiefs he view'd a numerous ru 
All much lamented, all in battle flain. 
Shaucus and Medony high above the reſt, 
Fee ſons, and Cetres' facred prieſt: 
And Proud Idaet 85 Priam's chariot on, 


Wi thakes his empty reins, and aims his airy 
| 1 Th 
Fire gladſome ghoſts, in circling troops, attend, 
1. 1 


ANC, Wit! ul WYCAary d EYES, 
oy 0 to hover near, and long to know 

hat bufineſs brought him to the realms below. 
4 ut Argive chiets, and \ FaAMemnen's train, 


hchold their friend. 


When his refulgent arms flaſh'd through the ſhady 
pla 
led from his well known face, with wonted 
| (ear, 
A; weben his thunclering {word and pointed ſpear 


Drove ee to the 
rout. (1 Nat. 


th;ps, and plean'd the 
g notes; 

-ir £afping throats, 
, lic It U 1, 

. one contmned wound, 
pp'd arms, ne Youth apps, 


ON < of his note, and thorte he of his ears. 


1 
{He ſcarcel) knew him, Qtriving to difown 
lis Liotted ierm. and bluſhing to be known. 
Ard there tote fit h O "I's ucet's race, 
\ 110 Wit en l Itlcfs ligure tu Ce face : 


Fiws 


| ew» , y * 1 . 1 4 . 
VY Hat heart EO ld whoktt Ve hat 111 | inflict, this 


1 f i i 
Was ian d, tha our lat and fatal night, 
Your n! proves! | the heb 
Till. : d., nat FOIC d. 0 25 unt YOU choſe, 
Anden d 7 419 1 j [ 
[But, in Femonbrance 5 E 
| A tomb and umeral honours | decreed s 
1 Imice call d your mancs en ti: Trojan plains x 
| Fic place your armour anc ye me retains. 
: 
our holy tool forgekt : an | found, 
| Let: n'c tor purial in your nat! 59170 
' 1 lie non rede 1: \ 111 L Eier 3 4 ' 
All ne cc rites to reſt my wandering ſhad 
But cruel tate, and my norte cract v1, 


ou kno 
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1 pant elt“ * ru khel 
ICU ant s d%*S Nins, (rene 


\ ping life, 

s of Helen's love: 

| bear below, the marks I bote above 
in what dludling joys we paſt 

eCrevnt ou aft, 


{ nee are Te MIONUINCI 
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The thame 
- wane tow ee dd 
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Or, when th 


lin'd tl” eniappy toon, 
Jie feign'd nocturnalcergies; Kit my bed, 
ind, mix'd vith Trojan dame, the dances led; 
* "a waving hich her torch, the ſignal made, 
| W zen 100 d che Crecians from th el anivut C 
With watching overworn, with cares Gpprets's, p, 
Unappy 1 had laic me own to reſt: C 
And heavy fleep my weary limbs poſſeſs'd. 2 
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The door unlatch'd; and, with repeated calls, 
Invites her former lord within my walls. 

hus in her crime her confidence ſhe plac'd, 
And with new treaſons would redeem the paſt. 
What need I more? Into the room they ran, 
And meanly murder'd a defencelcſs man, 
Uiyfles, baſely born, firſt led the way: 
Avenging power! with juſtice if 1 pray, 
That fortune be their own another day 

But anſwer you; and in your turn relate, 

What brought you, living, to the Stygian ſtate ? 
Driven by the w:nds and errors of the ſea, 
Or did you heaven's ſuperior doom obey ? 
Or tell what other chance conducts your way ? 
To view with mortal eyes our dark retreats, 
Tumults and torments of th* Infernal feats ? 
While thus, in talk, the flying hours they pals, 
"The ſun had finiſh'd more than half his race: 
And they, perhaps, in words and tears had ſp: 
The little time of ſtay, which heaven had lent. 
But thus ue Si 


yl chices their long delay; 


Night ruſhes down, ai: headlong drives the day: 


Tis here, in different paths, the way divides ; 

The right, to Pluto's golden palace guides ; 

The left to that unhappy region tends, 

Which to the depth of Tartarus delcends; 

The ſeat of night profound, and paniſh'd fende. 

Then thus Deiphobus: O ſacred maid ! 

Forbear to chide; and be your will obey'd : 

Lo to the ſecret ſhadows retire, 

To pay my penance till my years expire, 

Proceed, auſpicious prince, with glory crown'd, 

And born to better fates than I have found, 

He ſaid; and while he ſaid, his ſteps he turn'd 

To ſecret ſhadows, and in filence mourn'd. 

The hero, looking on the leſt, eſpy'd 

A lofty tower, and itrong on every tide 

With treble walls, which Phlegethon furrounds, 

Whoſe fiery flood the burning empire bounds : 

And, prefs'd between the rocks, the bellowins 
noite re{ounds. 

Wide is the fronting gate, and, rais'd on hizh 

With adamantine columns, threats the (ky. 

Vain is the force of man, and heaven's as vain, 

To cruſh the pillars which the pile ſuſtain. 

Sublime on theſe a tower of ſteel i; rear'd, 

And dire Tiſiphone there keeps the ward. 

Gurt in her ſanguine gown, by night and day, 


- 5 4 1 eee eee yo 5 
Obſervant Of the ſouls mat pats the Cownwarcd way: Ivion and Piritious ? ould name ; iT: 
hci And more Theiſalian chiefs of mighty any. 


From hence are heard the groans of glioſts, 


pains 
Of founding laſhes, and of dragging chains. 


The Trojan ſtood aftoniſh'd at their cries, 


And afk'd his guide, from whence thoſc yells ariſ- ? 
And what the crimes and what the tortures were, 


And loud laments that rent the liquid air? 

She thus reply'd: The chaſte and holy race 

Are all forbidden this palluted place. 

But Hecate, when ſhe gave to rule the woods, 

Then led me trembling through thoſe dire 
abodes, 

And taught the tortures of th* avenging gods, 

neſe are the realms of unrelenting fate: 

And awful Rhadamanthus rules the ſtate: 

He hears and judges each committed crime; 

Irquires into the manner, place, and tim: 

The conſcious wretch muſt all his acts reveal : 

Lo h to confci!s, unable to conreat : 


nt 
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From the firſt moment of his vital breath, Auth 
To this laſt hour of unrepenting death. Deſpa 
Straight, o'er the guilty ghott, the tury ſhakes Ak n 
The ſounding whip, and brandiſhes her ſnakes; Their 
And the pale finner, with her ſiſters, takes. Some 
Then, ot itfelf, unfolds th' eternal door: And, 
| With dreadful ſounds the brazen hinges roar. 
| You ſee, before the gate, what ſtalking ghoſt Unha 
Commands the guard, what centries keep the poſt, 5 fix 
More formidable Hydra ſtands within; And! 
Whoſe jaws with iron teeth ſeverely grin. (Cou; 
The gaping gulph, low to the centre lies; 
And twice as deep as earth is diftant from the lem 
(ics, , 
The rivals of the gods, the Titan race, : Tot. 
' Here ünge'd with lightning, roll within th' unfa. Impc 
| thon'd ſpace. a dom 
'Ficre Ve tl” Alæan twins (I ſaw them both), Not 
| Enormous bodies, of gigantic growth; Witi 


| Who dar'd in fight the thunderer defy ; All « 
affect his heaven, and force him from the ſky, 


| Salmonevs, ſuffering cruel pains I found, * 
For emulating ſove; the rattling ſound * 
Of mimic thunder, and the glittering blaze Leg 
' Of pointed lightnings, and their ſorky rays. = 
Through Elis and the Grecian towns he flew: Put 
Th audacious wretch four fiery courſers drew ; . " 
[He wav*d a torch aloft, and, madly vain, y N 
' Sought godlike worſhip from a ſervile train. | gh 
| Ambitious fool, with horny hoofs to paſs q = 
Ober hollow arches, of reſounding braſs; I No 
To rival thunder, in its rapid courſe, ya 
And imitate inimitable force. 5 10 
{But he, the king of heaven, obſcure on me wi 
\Bar'd his red arm, and launching from the 1k — 
; His writhen bolt, rot ſhaking empty ſmoke, J * 
| Down te the deep abyſs the flaming ſelon Wee 5 15 
There Tityus was to ſee, who took his birth . Wm 
7 From heaven; his nurſing from the toodful eart?. 3 
[Here his gigantic limbs, with large embrace, W 
\ inſold nine acres of infernal ſpace. = 
F ravenous vulture in his open'd ſide, 4 95 
| Her crook'd beak and cruel talons try'd: N 
? 


1 . . Ald » J Th 
Still for the growing liver dige*d his brealt ; 


140 1 
Che growing liver ſtill ſupply'd the feaſt, | 8 
Still are his entrails fruitful to their e rad B 0! 
Th' wnmortal hunger laſts, th" immortal 10% 7 
ö remains. 
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| High o'er their heads a mouldering rock 2 d. 
hat promiſes a tall, and ſhakes at every blatt. 
i n . on 1! 4 
| They lic below. on golden beds diſplay'd, 
$% 7 jy * a # oo 1 Oni 11 * made. 
| And genial ſeaſts, with regal pomp, ue 
The queen of turies by their ſides is 55 
5 le 1.5 untzited Me 4 
And ſpatches from their mouths th one: 
Which if t 'Mneg ſnakes {ſhe rears: 
| Which if they touch, her hiffing ſnakes the ! 
Toflins her torch, and thundering in thei: cats. 
* * * * 1 1 W 
Then they, who brothers better claim due 
hes | x he throne ; 
Expel their parents, and ufurp te tifohe 
Defraud their clients, and to lacre iold. 
$4 * Ie nl 
Sit broodirg on unprontable gold: . 
Who dare not give, and evntefule to lend 
. 5 1270 j - © * * 
To their poor kindred, or a wanting friend! | 
eehefſo: nor lefs rain 
t Vaſt is the throng of theſe; 50 leſs the tra 
i 4 5 . bk 1 = re ary (lain. 
Of luAful youths, for tout adulte 1 * 
{Hoſts of deſerters, WHnñ their ae - Py 
a nd baſely broke their faith for hribes ot 501 
| > L307 k y 38 


SQ i» 


＋ 


A 
1 
Gu 
» 
T4 
10 
N 


E 
9 
25 
"I 
1s 


£1 
<4 
Y 
12. 
2 
by. - 
* 
AI 
bs 
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All theſe within the dungeon's depth remain, Here patriots live, who for their country's good, 
Deſpairing pardon, and expecting pain. In fighting fields, were prodigal of blood; 
ak not what pains; nor farther ſeek to know Prieſts of unblemiſh'd lives here made abode, 
Their proceſs, or the forms of law below. | And poets worthy their aſpiring god: 
Some roll a mighty ſtone; ſome laid along, And fearching wits, of more mechanic parts, 
And, bound with burning wires, on ſpokes of} Who grac'd their age with new invented arts 

wheels are hung. Thoſe who, to worth, their bounty did extend; 
Unhappy Theſeus, doom'd for ever there, And thoſe who knew that bounty to commend. 


Iq tx d by fate on his eternal chair: | The heads of theſe with holy fillets bound, 

and wretched Phlegias warns the world with cries | And all their temples were with garlands crown*d. 

{Could warning make the world more juſt or To theſe, the Sibyl thus her ſpeech addreſs d; 
wiſe), . And firſt to him ſurrounded by the reit ; 

Lem righteouſneſs, and dread th* avenging | | Towering his height, and ample was lus breaſt : 
deities, | Say, happy ſouls, divine Mufzus, ſay, 

Ts tyrants others have their country ſold, Where lives Anchiſcs, and where lies our way 


Impoſing foreign lo: ds, for foreign gold: To find the hero, for whoſe only fake 
dome have old laws repeal'd, new ſtatutes made; | We ſought the dark abodes, and croſ d the bitter 
Not as the people pleas'd, but as they paid. lake? 
With inceſt ſome their daughters bed profan'd. To this the ſacred poet thus reply d, 
All dar'd the worſt of ils, and what they dar'd, In no fixed place the happy ſouls rende; 
attain'd, In groves we live, and lie on moſſy beds, 
Had I a hundred mouths, a hundred tongues, By cryſtal ftreams, that murmur through cle meads: 
And oats of braſs, inſpir'd with iron lungs, But paſs yon eaſy hilt, and thence deſcend, 
couſd not half thoſe horrid crimes repeat, The path conducts you to your journey's end. 
Nor haif the puniſhments thoſe crimes have met. | This ſaid, he led them up the mountain's brow, 
But let us haſte our voyage to purſue ; And ſhews them all the ſhining fields below, 
The walls of Pluto's palace are in view : They wind the hill, and through the bliſsful mea- 
The gate, and iron arch above it, ſtands dows go. 
ON anvils, labour'd by the Cyclops hands. But old Anchiſes, in a flowery vale, 
before 04; farther way the fates allow, Review'd his muſtered race, and took the tale, 
Here muſt we fix on high the golden bough. Thoſe happy ſpirits, which ordain'd by fate, 


dne gau; and through the gloomy ſhades they paſt, 
And choſe the middle path: arriv'd at laſt, With ſtudious thought obſerv'd th illuſtrious throngs 
The prince, with living water, ſprinkled o'er In nature's order as they paſs'd along, 
His limbs and body, then approach'd the door. Their names, their fates, their conduct, and ther 
Polſeſs'd the porch, and on the front above care, 

He fix'd the fatal bough, requir'd by Pluto's love, In peaceful ſenates, and ſucceſsful war. 

Theſe holy rites periorm'd, they took their way, He, when /Eneas on the plain appears, 

Where long-extended plains of pleaſure lay. Meets him with open arms, and falling tears. 

Tur verdant fields with thoſe of heaven may vie; Welcome, he ſaid, the gods undoubted race, 

With #ther veſted, and a purple ſky : O long expected to my dear embrace; 

Tie bliſsful ſeats of happy ſouls below : | Once more 'tis given me to behold your face: 

Sears ot their own, and their own ſuns they know. The love and pious duty which you pay, 

Their airy limbs in ſports they exerciſe, Have paſs'd the perils of ſo hard a way. 

An , on the Feen, contend the wreſtler's prize. "Tis true, computing times ] now believ'd 

wine, in heroic verſe, divinely ſing, The happy day approach'd, nor ate my nopes 


For future being, and new bodies wait, 


Others in artful meaſures lead the ring. Acceiv'd. 
e Thracian hard, ſurrounded by the reſt. What length of lands, what oceans have you d, 
* ſtands conſpicuous in his flowing veſt. What florms ſuſtain'd, and on What ſhores bes 


flying fingers, and harmonious quill, | Cait? | 
«xt leven diſtinguiſn'd notes, and ſeven at once How have I] feat*d your fate! Put ſeat'd it molt 
10 they fill. Whew love afſaib'd you on the Libyan coaſt. 


"Þ $11 * 7 3 . # 5 ESL 1 5 +7 < , * 
* found they Teucer's old heroic race; To this, the filial duty thus replies: 


born better times, and happier years to grace. | Your facred ghoſt betore my ſleeping eyes 

„cus and Itus here enjoy | Appear*d; and often urz'd this pamſul enterprize 

Tpetual fame, with him who founded Troy. { Atter long toſſing on the Tyrrheve ſca, 

= chief belield their chariots from afar, My navy rides at anchor in the bay. 

— ſhining arms, and courſers trained to war: | But reach Your hand, On [arent trade, nor ſhun 

ei lances fix'd in earth, their ſteeds around, The dear embraces of your longing ſon! 

— rom their harneſs, graze the flowery ground. He ſaid, and falling tears hs face bede x. 

The love of horſes which they had, alive, Then thrice around his neck his arms he te 

And care of chariots. after death ſurvive. And thrice the fitting ſhadow flip'd away, 

dame chearful ſouls, were feaſting on the plain; Like winds. or empty dreams that fly the day. 

* ſong, and ſome the choir maintain: Now, in a ſecret vale, the Trogan ſces i 

Vn aurel ſhade, where mighty Po 2 ſeparate grove, through which a gentie breeze 
ts up to woods above, and hides bis head Plans with a paſting breath, and wluſpers through 

below the trees, . 
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And juſt before the confines of the wood, 
The gliding Lethe leads her filent flood. 
About the bouglis an airy nation flew, 


Thick as the humming bees, that hunt the golden 


dew ; 
In ſummer's heat, on tops of lilies feed, 


And creep within their bells, to ſuck the balmy ſeed." Theſe are — ian names, which. fate 


The winged army roams the field around; 
he rivers and the rocks remurmur to the ſound, 
ZEneas wondering ſtood: then aft'd the cauſe, 
Which to the ſtream the crowding people draws. 
Then thus the fire: 
Are thoſe, to whom, by fate, are other bodies ow” 
In Lethe's lake they long oblivion taſte ; 
Of future life ſecure, ſorgetful of the pait. 
Long has my ſoul deſir'd this time and place, 
To ſet before your _—_ your glorious race. 
That this preſaging joy may fire your mind, 
To ſceæ the ſhores by 5 deſtan'd. 
O Father, can it bis that ſouls ſublime, 
Return to vi!!t our terreſtr 


\ 2) chine ? 
i 


DRYDEN'S 


T he ſouls that throng the flood! 
d:|Silvius is he: thy 


POEMS, 


(Thus having aid; the father ſpirit leads 

The prieſteſs and his fon through ſwarms of ſhades, 
And takes a rifing ground, from thence to fee 
The long proceſfi »n of his progeny. 

Surve y {pn be the dy | this ary throng; 


will join 
[With ours, and grait upon the Trojan line Z 
Ob ſerve the youth who firſt appears in ſicht, 
And holds the neareſt Ration to the light, 
Already ſeems to ſnuff 
And leans juſt forward on a ining iz ſpear; 
' laſt. hezotten race, 
Bu t firſt in order ſe nt, ro fill thy 
An Alban name, but mix 'd with "Dug gan bloc: 
Boi n in the covert of a ſhady wood: 
a; m fair Lavinia, thy ſurviving wife, 
tal! brecd in gruves, t a ſolitary life. 
fix ls royal feat 2 
na king, 
en Procas, hond 
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ar of the Trojan name, 


And that the generous mind, reicas'd by death, C-pys, and Numitor, of endleſs ſame. 

Can covert lazy limbs, and morta breath ? cond 8 theſe appears; 

Anchilcs, tuen, in order thus begun Sileius ZEneas, for thy name he bears, 

To clear tide wonders to his goflile ſon : Vor arms and jultice equally renown'sd : 

Know Ori, that heaven and earth's compacted! Who, late reſtor'd, in Alba ſhall be crow 12 

rame | How great they look, how vigoroufly they wield 

And flowing waters, and the ſtarry flame, Their weigity lances, and ſuſtain the th; Ad! 

And both the ra- liant lights, one common ſoul Bur they, who crovn'd with caken wreaths appear, 


Inſpires and ſceds, and animates the whole. 

— us active Erne inſus'd throug! all the ſpace, 
Unites and mingles with the mighty maſs. 

Hence men and beaſts the breath of life obtain; 
And birds of air, and monſters of the main. 

Th' ethercal vigour is in all the ſame, 

And every fol is fill'd with equal flame: 

As much as carthy limbs, and grots allay 
Of mortal n nembers, ſubzec to decay, . 
"a not the e 15 LF heaven :nd Ec 


Pefire V lear 1 7 turns volles their 28 


And grief and joy; nor can the grovcling mind, 
In the dark dungeon of the linibs confin'd, 


Aſſert the native ſkies, or un its heavenly kind. 
Nor death itſelf can whoily waſh their ſtains : 

But long- contracted Alth, een in the ſoul, remains. 
The relicks of inveicrate vice They y wear: 

And pots of fin. obtecne in every face appear. 

For this are various penances injoirn'd ; 
And wm? are hung to bleach upon the wind 
Some plung'd in Waters, others purg'd in fires, 
Till all the dregs are drain'd, and all the 


' 


expir Es 
The few, fo clean-'d, to thete abo repair, 
And 3 ze, 11 "ple fields, the ſoft Ely ſſan air. i 
ben are they bapoy, when, by lengtli of time, 
The ſ:urf is worn a" Way 0! each committed crime. 
No ſpect is left of their habitual ſtains; 
But the pure ther of the foul remains. 
Pat when a thouſand rolling years are pat 
Zo long the! ir pun iſhments and penance laſt); 
Whole droves of ao inds are, by the driv; ng god, 
Compeii'd :o drink the de: ep . ethæan flood: 


1 
i 
1 


In large forgetful eranghts to ſteep the cares 
Of t their p: if labours, and their irkfome years, 
hat, um ememben ne ot ies former pain, 


1 SIPs. . 6 : 3 
2 ap. - * 1 — - 2 : 97; 


ech again 


| ge of day, 5 


ruſt - 


All yds their Ri 8, and thoſe Manes bear: 7; 


| 


[Shall Gabian walls and ſtrong die ap re at 
Nomentum, Bola, with Pometia ſoun- : 
And raiſe Colatian towers on roc = ground, 
All theſe ſhall then be towns of mighty tare, 

| Though now they lie obſcure, and lands without a 

| name. 

See Romulus the great, born to reſtore 
| I he crown that once his injur'd gran \dGre wore, 
This prince, a prieiteſs of your blood. (hall bear; 

And, like his fire, in arms he ſhall appear. 

{Two riſing creſts his royal head adorn; 

; Porn from a god, himſelf to gedhead born. 

His fire, already, ſigns him for the ſkies, 

And marks the ſeat amidſt the deities, 

e . ee chief! thy race in times to come 

Shell ſpread the conq ueſt of im erial Rome. | 
et whole aſce: ding towers ſhall heaven invade; 
Invelvin 7 earth and ocean in ber ſhade. 

: High as the mother of the gc n place; 

And pre ud, like | try of an in 

Then when in po up ne makes the Parys a 

| n golden turrets on her temples crown d, 

gods her ſweeping train ſupply.z 

81 r otpring all, and all command the ik. 

nix your ſigln, at os ſtand intent, to i.e 
in race, and julian proge! 

The mighty Cæxſar waits lis vital heut, 

; or the world, and grafps his 


nortal race. 
round, 


o 
"our Rom 


prom: 'q 


POM 
zut next behold the youth Ct | for m ͤdlvine, 
Cæſar limſelſ, exalted in his line; 
1 - 1 4 
Avguftus, promis'd oit, and long ſoretold, ' l 
Sent to the realm that Saturn rul'd of old; \ 
Born to reſtore a better age oi gold. 
* 
tAſric and India mall his power obey, { 
» 
ne ſhall extend his propagated [way ( 
| Beyond the folar year, without the ſtarry way 
here Atlas turns the rol:i: heaven: 4 
1 * 13 1 * 4 
And his broad ihovigcers cue 8 > 5 


DRYDEN 


&: ts ſore- ſeen approach, already quake 
The Caſpian kingdoms, and Mzotian lake. 
des, Their ſeets be hold the tempeſts from afar, 
and threatening oracles denounce the war, 
Nite hears him knocking at his ſevenfold gates, 


— 


S POE MS. 391 
On Argos ſhall impoſe the Roman laws: 

And, on the Greeks, revenge the Trojan cauſe 
IShalt drag in chains their Achillæan race 7 
Shall vindicate his anceſtors diſgrace: 


And Pallas, ſor her violated place. 


Ard ſeeks his hidden ſpring, and fears his nephew Great Cato there, for gravity renown'd, 


fates. 

— —_ Ucrcules more lands or labours knew, 
Net though the brazen- footed hind he flew ; 
Freed Irymanthus from the foamiug boar, 
ind dipp'd his arrows in Lernæan gore. 
Nor Bacc bus, turning from his Indian war, 
y tigers drawn triumphant in his car, 

m * my "my deſcending on the plains, 
With curling vines around his purple reins. 
i couht we yet through dangers to pu [fue 
Ile patlis of 5 or. and a crown in view ? 
der what's tl afar appears, 


dut v hat's the man, who from 
Ris lead with olive crown'd, his hand a cenſet 


I know the Roman king. 

| to peaceful Rome new laws ordain: 

om liis mean aboce, a ſceptre to ſuſtain, 

Tullus next in dignity ſuccecds; 

ve prince, and prone to martial dee. . 
hall his troops for fighting fields prepare 

do tolls, and mumpfa of the war. 

t of (word, his crown he. (hall increaſe, 

7 nour from the ruſt of Peace, 
ANC lows, with a tawn ung air, 
| within, ard proudly popular, 
ert view the Tarquin kings : th! avenging ſword 
juſtly drawn, and Rome reſto;*d 
ft renews the rods, and ax ſevere; 

res te conſuls royal robes to wear. 
rant to fuſtain, 
bs for arbitrary lords again 
Van ignominy ſcoured, in open ſight, 
ns to death deſerv'd: aff rting public right. 
Wappy man, to break the piou ; laws 
eading in his children's cauſe! 
"irertie coubtſul fac is underſtood, 
lore of honour, and his count! y's £0 0971 

nul, not the ſather, ſheds the blood. 

; purſue; 


_ 4 ne re 12 5 
Vage 5 „the two devoted Dech view. 


His heary head and holy veſtments bring 


Out 


110 why i Ether 
— * 


Jronan line. C: amilius loaded home 
+ * 
4 


redeem'd, and foreign foes o'er- 


OUD. Vr vou ſet in equal armour une ; 

ö jo tr. end 1 in c loſe em braces join: 
dave the ſhady realms ot nicht, 
-0dies, breathe your upper light), 
Tat heat each other hall purſue : 


ie father firſt deſcends ; ? 
nuſfband in the plain 1 attends : . 
| | band arms his eaſtern ſriends. \ 
ea n, my ſons; be ſoes no more: 
] , =” our Country with her lens gore. 
| OY du, the firſt, lay down thy lawleſs claim; 
2 * | lood, who bear'ſt the Julian name. 
4 nes, who ſhall in triumph ride, 
( ca apitol lus chariot guide; 

* quer'd i Co rinth, rich with Grecian ſpoils. 


iz mother, tam'd for warlike toils, 


_y . — 1 3 52 4 
„what wound iS, W hat laughter, ſhall This youth (t 


And conquering Coſſus goes with laurel crown'd. 

Who can omit the Gracchi, who declare 

The Scipios“ worth, thoſe thunderbolts of war, 

The double bane of Carthage? Who can ſee, 

Without efteem {or virtuous poverty, 

Severe Fahricius, or can ceaſe t* admire 

The Ploughman conſul in his coarſe attire ! 

Tir'd as I am, my praiſe the Fabii claim; 

And thou, great hero, greateſt of thy name, 

Ordain'd in war to fave the finking |: ates 

And, by delays, to put a ftop to fate! 

Let others better mould the running maſs 

Amer and inſorm the Vi athing brats 

And, foften into fleſh a marble face: 

Plead better at the bar; de ſeri! e the ſkie 3 

And Wen the itars 4 eee and when they riſe. 

But, Rome, 'tis thine alone with awtul ſway, 

To rule mankind. and make the world obey ; 

Diſpoſing peace, and war. thy own majeſtic way. 

To tame the proud, the ſetter'd flave to free ; 

3 heſe are imperial arts, and worthy thee. 

He paus'd : and while with wondering eyes they 
view*d 


* 


Te paſting ſpirits, thus his ſpeech rerew'd: 
See great Marcellus! how, untir'd in toils, 


He moves with manly rich with regal 
ſpoils ! 

He, when his country (threaten'd with alarms) 

Requires his courage, and his conque! ring arms, 

Shail 8 e than once the Punic bands affriglit: 

Shall kill the Gauliſh king in ſingle fight: 

Then, to the cap 12 in triut ph move, 

Ana t the th ird f ſpoils ſhall grace Feretrian Jove. 

Ant as, here, beheld of form divine 

A eoclike youth, in glittering armour ſhine z 

With great Marcellus keeping equal pace 

But gloomy were his eyes, dejected was his face + 

He ſaw, and, wondering, aſk'd his airy guide 

What, and of whence was he, veho preſs'd the hero's 
fids 

His fon, or one of his illuſtrious rame, 

| How like the former, and almoſt the ſame ! 

Obferve the crowds that compaſs him around: 

All gaze, and admire, and raiſe a ſhouting 

ound 

But boveting g m ils around his brows are ſpread, 

| And niglt, with fable ſhades, involves his head. 

[Seek not to know (the ghoſt reply'd with tears) 

The ſorrows of thy ſons in future year; 

he bliſsful vition of a day ) 

Shall juſt be ſhown on earth, and ſnatch'd away, 

The gods too high b had rais*'d the Roman tate ; 

Were but their gifts as permanent as great. 

What groans of men ſhall fill the Martian field! 

How fiercc a blaze his flaming pile ſhall yield 

What funeral pomp ſhall floating Tiber fee, 

When, riſing ſrom his bed, he views the ſad folem-. 
nity ! 

No youth ſhall equal hopes of glory give : 

No youth afford ſo great a cauſe to grieve. 

The T rojan honour, and the Roman boaſt ; 

Admired 9 living, and ador'd when loſt! 
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Mirror oi ancient faith in early youth! 

Undaunted worth, inviolable truth! 

No foe unpuniſh'd in the fighting field, 

Shall dare thee foot to foot, with ſword and ſhield: 
Much leſs, in arms oppoſe thy matchleſs force, 
When thy ſharp ſpurs ſhall urge thy foaming horſe. 
Ah, couldſt thou break through fate*s ſevere decree, 
A new Marcellus ſhall ariſe in thee ! 

Full caniſters of fragrant lilies bring, 

Mix*d with the purple roſes of the ſpring : 

Let me with funeral flowers his body ſtrow, 

This giſt which parents to their children owe, 
This unavailing gift, at leaſt I may beſtow ! 

Thus having ſaid, he led the hero round 

The confines of the bleſt Elyſian ground, 

Which, when Anchiſes to his ſon-had ſhown, 
And fir'd his mind to mount the promis'd throne, 
He tells the future wars ordain'd by fate ; 

The ſtrength and cuſtoms of the Latian ſtate: 
'The prince, and people : and fore-arms his care 
With rules, to puſh his fortune, or to bear. 

Two gates the ſilent ho iſe of ſleep adorn ; 

Of poliſh'd ivory this, that of tranfparent horn ; 
True viſions through tranſparent horn ariſe; 
Through poliſh'd ivory paſs deluding lies. 

Of various things diſcourting as he paſs'd, 
Anchiſes hither bends his ſteps at laſt. 

Then, through the gate of ivory, he diſmiſs'd 
His valiant offspring, and divining gueſt. 

Straight to the ſhips /Eneas took his way; 
Embark'd his men, and ſkimm'd along the ſea : 
Still coaſting, till he gained Cajeta's hay. 

At length on oozy ground his gallies moor : 

Their heads are turn'd to ſea, their ſterns to ſhore, 


— — — 
THE 
SEVENTH BOOE 


TY 


THE ARGUMENT, 


King Latinus entertains AEneas, and prowiſes him His 
only daughter, Lavinia, the heireſs of his crown. 
Turnus, being in love with her, favoured by her 
mother, and flirred up by Juns and Aleto, breaks 
the treaty wwhick wwas made, and engages in his 
quarrel Mezentius, Camilla, Meſſatus, ard many 
ether of the neighbouring princes; whoſe forces 

and the names of their commanders are particularly 

related. 


ND thou, O matron of immortal fame ! 
Here dying, to the ſhore haſt left thy name; 
Cajeta ſtill the place is call'd from thee, 
The nurſe of great Æneas' infancy, 
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Here reſt thy bones in rich Heſperia's pling, 

Thy name (tis all a ghoſt can have) remains. 
Now, when the prince her funeral rites had paid, 

He plough'd the Tyrrhene ſeas with fails diſplay d. 

From land a gentle breeze aroſe by night, 

Serenely ſhone the ſtars, the moon was hright, 

And the fea trembled with her ſilver light, \ 

Now near the ſhelves of Circe's ſhores they run 

(Circe the rich, the daughter of the ſun), 

A dangerous coaſt : the goddeſs waſtes her days 

In joyous ſongs, the rocks reſound her lays : 

In ſpinning, or the loom, ſhe ſpends the night, 

And cedar brands ſupply her father's light. 

From hence we beard (rebellowing to the main) 

The roars of lions that refuſe the chain, 

The grunts of briſtled boars ; and groans of bears, 


cars. 
Theſe from their caverns, at the cloſe of night, 
Fill the {ad iſle with horror and affright. 


power 

(That watch'd the moon, and planetary hour) 
With words and wicked herbs, from human kind 
Had alter'd, and in wicked ſhapes confin'd. 
Which monſters, leſt the Trojan's pious hoſt 
Should bear or touch upon th* inchanted coaſt; 
Propitious Neptune ſtegr'd their courſe by night, 
With rifing gales, that ſped their happy flight. 
Supply'd with theſe, they ſkim the ſounding ſhore, 
And hear the ſwelling ſurges vainly roar, 

Now when the roſy morn began to riſe, 

And wav'd her ſaffron ſtreamer through the ſkies; 
When Thetis bluſh'd in purple, not her own, 
And from her face the breathing winds are blown, 
A ſudden filence ſate upon the fea, 

And ſweeping oars, with ſtruggling, urge their waz 
The Trojan, from the main, beheld a wood, 
Which thick with ſhades and a brown horror ſtoos 

Betwrxt the trees the Tiber took his courſe, 


That drove the ſand along, he took his way, 
And roll'd his yellow billows to the fea. 

About him, and above, and round the wood, 
The birds that haunt the borders of his flood 
That bath'd within, or baſk'd upon his fide, 

To tuneful ſongs their narrow throats apply'd; 
The captain gives command; the joyful train 
Glide through the gloomy ſhade, and leave the mail 

Now, Erato, thy poet's mind inſpire, 

And fill his foul with thy celeſtial fire. 

Relate what Latium was : her ancient kings: 
Declare the paſt, and preſent ſtate of things: 
When firſt the Trojan fleet Auſonia ſought ; 
And how the rivals lov'd, and how they ſought, 

Theſe ae my theme, and how the war hegan, 
And how concluded by the godlike man. 

For I ſhall fing of battles, blood, and rage, 
Vhich princes and their people did engage: 


in fighting fields purſu'd and found their fate? | 
That rouz'd the 'T'yrrhene realm with loud alarm$ 
And peaceful Italy involv'd in arms. 
A larger ſcene of action is diſpla/ d. 
And, riſing hence, a greater work is weigh d. 
Latinus, old and mild, had long polleſs d 
The Latium ſceptre, and his people blcts d: 


And herds of howling wolves that ſtun the failer; | 


With whirlpools dimpled ; and with downwars force 


> —— it!) 0 hate, A 
And havghty ſouls, that, mov'd wit: mutual hate, i 


Darkling they mourn their fate, whom Circe' 
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His father Faunus; a Laurentian dame 
His mother, fair Marica was her name. 
at Faunus came from Picus, Picus drew 
His birth from Saturn, if records be true. 
hus king Latinus, in the third degree, 
Had Saturn author of his family. 
But this old peaceful prince, as heaven decreed, 
Waz bleſs'd with no male iſſue to ſuccecd : 
His ſons in blooming youth were ſnatched by ate : 
One only daughter heir'd the royal ſtate 
Fir'd with her love, and with ambition led, 
The neighbouring princes court her nuptial bed. 
Among the crowd, but far above the reſt, 
Young Turnus too the beauteous maid addreſs'd. 
Turnus, for high defcent and graceful mien, 
Was firſt, and ſavour'd by the Latian queen: 
With him ſhe ſtrove to join Lavinia's hand ; 
hut dire portents the purpos'd match withſtand. 
Deep in the palace, of long growth, there ſtood 
Ahurel's trunk, a venerable wood; 
Where rites divine were paid ; whoſe holy hair 
Vas kept, and cut with ſuperſtitious care, 
This plant Latinus, when his town he wall'd 
Then tound, and from the tree Lauremwum call'd ; 
And laſt, in honour of his new abodle, 
fe vow'd the laurel to the laurel's god. 
| happen'd once (a boding prodigy) 
A ſwarm of bees that cut the liquid ſky, 
Unknown from whence they took their airy flight, 
Upon the topmoſt branch in clouds alight : 
There, with their claſping feet together clung, 
Ada long cluſter from the laurel hung. 
at ancient Augur propheſy'd from hence: 
behold on Latian ſhores a foreign prince 
From the ſame parts of heaven his navy ſtands, 
Lo the ſame parts on earth : his army lands ; 
ite town he conquers, and the tower com- 
mands, 
Yet more, when fair Lavinia fed the fire 
Before the gods, and ſtood beſide her fire ; 
"range to relate, the flames involv'd the ſmoke 
O incenſe, from the ſacred altar broke 3 
Caught her diſhevel'd hair and rich attire ; 
fer crowns and jewels crackled in the fire: 
om thence the ſuming trail began to ſpread, 
ard ambent giories danc'd about her head. 
1% new portent the ſeer with wonder views 3 
„en pauſing, thus his prophecy renews : 
e mph who ſcatters flaming fires around, 
u ine with honour, ſhall herſelf be crown'd ; 
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mo *s'd by her irrevocable fate, 
„all the country waſte, and change the Nate. 
LAUNY 


U Irighted with this dire oftent, 

| * counſel to his father Faunus went: 
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a ought the ſhades renown'd for prophecy, 
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„uch near Albunea's ſulphurous fountain lie. 

Ar the Latian and the Sabine land 

hen diſtreſs'd, and thence relief demand. 
* Prieſt on {kins of offerings takes his caſe ; 
N vitions in his ſlumber ſees : 

154 Fe of thin aerial ſhapes appears, 

i *Mtering round his temples, deafs his ears: 
* he conſults, the future fates to know, 

Yer _ N above, and from the fiends below. 
teln bop god's advice, Latinus flies, 

Thei Sa hundred ſheep for ſacrifice: 

1 l. Yoolly fleeces, as the rites requir'd, 


lie laid beneath him, and to reſt retkr'd, 
Ver by III. 


o 
* 


No ſooner were his eyes in flumber bound 
When, from above, a more than mortal ſound 
Invades his ears: and thus the viſion ſpoke: 
[Seek not, my ſeed, in Latian bands to yoke 
Our fair Lavinia, nor the gods provoke. 

A foreign ſon upon the ſhore deſcends, 

| Whoſe martial fame from pole to pole extends. 
Eis race in arms, and arts of peace renown'd, 
Not Latium ſhall contain, nor Europe bound: 
ITis theirs whate'er the ſun ſurveys around. 
{Theſe anſwers in the filent nicht receiv'd, 
The king himſelf divulg'd, the land believ'd : 
The fame through all the neighbouring nations 
| flew, 

When now the Trojan navy was in view, 

| Beneath a ſhady tree the hero ſpread 


| His table on the turf, with cakes of bread ; 
And, vith his chiefs, on foreſt fruits he fed. 


They fate, and (not without the gods* command) 
Their homely fare diſpatch'd . tne hungry band 
Invade their ttenchers next, and ſoon devour, 
To mend the ſcanty meal, their cakes of flower. 
' Aſcanius this obſerv'd, and, ſmiling ſaid, 
See, we devour the plates on which we fed. 
The ſpeech had omen, that the Trojan race 
Should find epoſe, and this the time and place. 
|/Eneas took the word, and thus replies: 
(Confeſſing fate with wonder in his eyes) 
All hail, O earth ! al! hail my houſhold gods, 
Be hold the deſtin'd place of your abodes ! 
For thus Anchiſes propheſy'd of old, 
And this our fatal place of reſt foretold. 
« When on a foreign ſhore, inſtead of meat, 
„Ry famine forc'd, your irenchers you ſhall eat, 
„Then eaſe your weary Trojans will attend: 
„And the long labours of your voyage end. 
Remember on that happy coaſt to build: 
And with a trench incloſe the fruitful field.“ 
This was that famine, this the fatal place, 
Which ends the wandering of our exil'd race. 
Then, on to-morrow's dawn, your care employ * 
To ſearch the land, and where the cities lie, j 
And what the men : but give this day to joy. 
Now pour to Jove, and after Jove is bleſt, 
Call great Anchiſes to the genial feaſt : 
Crown high the goblets with a chearſul draught z 
Enjoy the preſent hour; adjourn the future 
thought, 
hus having ſaid, the hero bound his brows 
With leafy branches, then perform'd his vows $ 
Adoring firſt the genius of the place, 
Then earth, the mother of the heavenly race; 
The nymphs, and native godheads yet unknown, 
And night, and all the ftars that gild her fable 
throne : 
And ancient Cybel, and Idzan jove; 
And laſt his fire below, and mother queen above. 
Then heaven's high monarch thunder'd thrice 
aloud ; 
And thrice he ſhook aloft a golden cloud. 
goon through the joyful camp a rumour flew ; 
The time was come their city to renew: 
Then every brow with chearful green is crown'd, 
The feaſts are doubled, and the bowls go round, 
When next the roſy morn diſclos'd the day, 
The ſcouts to ſeveral parts divide their way, 
To learn the natives names, their towns, explore 
The coaſt, and trendings of the crooked More ; 
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Here Tiber flows, and liere Numicus ſtands, 
Here warlike Latins hold the happy lands. 

The pious chief, who ſought by peaceful ways 
To found his empire, and his town to raiſe, 
A hundred youths from all his train ſelects, 
And to the Latian court their courſe directs 
(The ſpacious palace where the prince reſides) : 
And ail their heads with wreaths of olives hides, 
They go comm. ſſionꝰd to require a peace; 
And carry preſents to procure acceſs. 
Thus while they ſpeed their pace, the prince deſigns 
The new. elected ſeat, and draws the lines: 
The Trcjans round the place a rampart caſt, 
And paliſades about the trenches plac'd. 

Mean time the train, proceeding on their way, 
From ta: the town, and lofty towers ſurvey : 
At length approach the walls: without the gate 
They fee th boys and Latian youth debate 
The martial prizes on the duſty plain: 
Some drive the cars, and ſome the courſers rein ; 
Some bend tlie ſtubborn bough for victory: 
An ſome with darts their active tinews try. 
A poſting meſſenger diſpatch'd from hence, 
Ot this fair troop, advis'd their aged prince; 
That foreign men, of mighty ſtature, came; 
Uncouth thei» habit, and unkrown their name. 
The king ordains their entrance, and aſcends 
His regal feat, ſurrounded by his friends. 


The palace built by Picus, vaſt and proud, 7 
Supported by a hundred pillars ſtood; 5 
And round encompaſs'd with a rifing wood. 


The pile o' erlook'd the town, and drew the fight, 
Surpriz'd at once with reverence and delicht. 
There kings receiv'd the marks of ſovereign 
power : 
In ſtate the monarch march'd, the lictors bore 
Their awful axes, and the rods before. 
Here the tribunal ſtood, the houſe of prayer 
And here tne facred ſenators repair 
All at large tables, in long order ſet, 
A ram their offering, and a ram their meat 
Above the portal, carv'd in cedar wood, 
Plac'd in- their ranks, their godlike grandfires ſtood, 
Old Saturn, with his crooked ſcythe, on high; 
And Italus, that led the colony : 
And ancient ſanus, with his double face, 
And h. nch ot keys, the porter of the place. 
"There ſtood Sahinus, planter of the vines; 
On a thort pruning-hook his head reclines : 
And ſtudiouſly ſurveys his generous wines. 
Then warlike kings, who for their country tought. 
And honourable wounds from battle brought. 
Around the poits hung helmets, darts, and ſpears, 
And captive chariots, axes, ſhields, and bars, 
And broken heaks of ſhips, the trophies of their 
wars. 
Above the reſt, as chief of all the band. 
Was Picus plac'd, a buckler in his hand 
His other wav*1 a long-divining wand. 
Girt in his gabhin gown the hero ſate: 
Vet could got with his art avoid his fate. 
For Circe long had lov'd the youth in vain, 
Till love, refus'd, converted to diſdain : 
Then mixing powerful herbs, with magic art, 
She chang'd his form, who could not change his 
heart ; 
Conſtrain'd him in a bid, and made him fly 
With party-cotour'd plumes, a chattering-pye. 
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In this high temple, on a chair of ate, 

The ſeat of audience, old Latinus fate ; 

Then gave admiſſion to the Trojan train, 

And thus, with pleaſing accents, he began: 

Tell me, ye Trojans, for that name you own ; 

| Nor is your courſe upon our coaſts unknown; 

Say what you ſeek, and whither were you bound 

Were you by ſtreſs of weather caſt a ground? 

Such £3ngecrs of tlie ſea are often ſcen, 

And oft befal to miſerable men. 

Or come, your ſhipping in our ports to lay, 

Spent and diſabled in fo long a way ? 

Say what you want; the Latians you ſhall find 

Not forc'd to goodneſs, but by will inclin'd; 

For ſince the time of Saturn's holy reign, 

His hoſpitable cuſtoms we retain. 

I call to mind but time the tale has worn) 

Th' Arunci told; that Dardanus, though born 

On Latian plains, yet ſought the Phrygian ſhore, 

And Samothracia, Samos cali'd belore: 

From Tuſcan Coritum he claim'd his birth, 

But after, when exempt from mortal earth, 

From thence aſcended to his kindred ſkies, 

A god, and as a god augments their ſacriſice. 

He ſaid, Il:onens mede this reply: 

0 king, of Faunus? :oyal tamily ! 

| Nor winte ry winds to Latium torc'd our way, 

Nor did tie ſtars our wandring courſe hetray. 

Willing we ſought your ſhores, and hither bound, 

The port ſv long defir'd, at length we found. 

From our ſweet homes and ancient realms expell d; 

Great as the greateſt that the ſun beheld, 

The god began our line, who rules above, 

And as our race, our king deſcends from Jove : 

And hither are we come, by his command, 

To crave admiſſion in your happy land. 

How dire a tempeſt, from Mycenæ pour'd, 

Our plains, our temples, and our town devour's ; 

What was the waſte of war, what dire alarms 

Shook Aſia's crown with European arms; 

Ev'n fuch have heard, if any ſuch there be, 

W hoſe earih is bounded by the frozen fea : 

And ſuch as born beneath the burning ſky, 

And ſultry ſun berwixt the tropics lie. 

From that dire deluge, through the watery waſte, 

Such, lengtli of years, ſuch various perils palt; 

| At laſt eſcap'd, to Latium we repair, 

Jo beg what you without your want may [pare 3 

| The common water, and the common air. 

Sheds which ourſclves will build, and mean 
: abodes, 

Fit to receive and ſerve our baniſh'd gods. 

Nor our admiffion ſhall your realm diſgrace, 


| Nor length of time our gratitude efface. 
| Beſides what endleſs honour you thall gain 


To fave and ſhelter Troy's unhappy train. 
Now, by my ſovercign, and his fate, | ſwear, 
Renown'd for faith in peace, for force in War; 
Oft our alliance othyr lands defir'd, 

And what we ſeek of you, of us requir'd. ' 
Deſpiſe not then, that in our hands we bear 5 
Theſe holy boughs, and ſue with words of prayer. 
Fate and the gods, by their ſupreme command, 
Have dpom'd our ſhips to ſeek the Latian land, 
To theſe abofles our fleet Apollo ſends 
Here Dardanus was born, and hither tends. 
Where Thuſcan Tiber rolls with rapid force, 
And where Numicus opes his holy fource. 
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gelides, our prince preſents, with his requeſt, 

tome (mall remains of what his tire poſſeſs'd. 

This golden charger, ſnatch'd from burning Troy, 

anchiſes did in ſacrifice employ ; 

This reyal robe, and this Tiara wore 

Vid Priam, and this golden ſceptre bore 

In fol! aſſemblies, 2nd in ſolemn games; 

Theſe purple veſts were weav'd by Dardan dames. 
Thus while he ſpoke, Latinus roll'd around 

His cue, and fix'd awhile upon the ground, 

Intent he ſcem'd, and anxious in tus breatt ; 

Not by the ſceptre mov'd, or kingly veſt: 

But pondering future things of wondrous weight: 

Succeſſion, empire, and his daughtecr*s tate : 

On theſe he mus'd within his thoughtful mind; 

and then reſolv'4 what Faunus had divin'd. 

This was the foreign prince, by fate decreed 

To ſhare his ſceptre, and l. avinia's bed 

This was the race that ſure portents foreſhew 

To ſway the world, and land and fea ſubdue, 

At length he rais*d his chearful head and ſpoke : 

Luc powers, ſaid he, the powers we both invoke, 

To you, and yours, and mine, propitious be, 

And firm our purpoſe with their augury. 

Have what you aſk : your preſents I receive ; 


Land where, and when you pleaſe, with ample And Jove himſelf gave way to Cynthia's wrath ; 


leave ; 
Partake and uſe my kingdom as your own ; 
It ſhall be yours, while I command tlic crown. 
And if my wiſh'd alliance pleaſe your king, 
Tell him he ſhould not ſend the peace, but bring: 
Then let him not a friend's embraces fear ; 
The peace is made when 1 behold him here. 
Beſides this anſwer, tell my royal gueſt, 
Laid to his commands my own requeſt : 
One only daughter heirs my crown and ſtate, 
Whom, not our oratles, nor heaven, nor fate, 
Nor frequent prodigies, permit to join 
With any native of th* Auſonian line. 
A toreign ſon-in-law ſhall come from far 
duch is our doom), a chief renown'd in war: 
Whoſe race ſhall bear aloft the Latian name, 
and through the conquer*d world diffuſe our fame, 
Himſelf to be the man the fates require, 
| firmly judge, and what 1 judge, deſire. 
He aid, and tken on each beſtow*'d a ſeed : 
ee hundred horſes, in high ſtables fed, 
oc ready, ſhining all, and ſmoothly dreſs'd, 
ee he choſe the ſaireſt and the beſt, 
-« mount the Trojan troop ; at his command, 
lle ſeeds capdriſon'd with purple ſtand : 
With golden trappings, glorious to behold, 


and champ, betwixt their teeth, the foaming gold. 


Then to his abſent gueſt the king decreed 
A pair of courſers born of heavenly breed : 
A their noſtrils hreath'd ethereal fire ; 
nates ſtole from her celeſtial fire ; 
<h Mituting mares, produc'd on earth, 
de wombs conceiv'd a more than mortal birth. 
2 the chariot which Latinus ſends ; 
bim rich preſent to the prince commends. 
>, me on ſtately ſteeds the Trojans borne 
8 expecting lord with peace return. 
N Yo ram Juno, from Pachynus“ height, 
rere Argos took her airy flight, 
Hel, dee eyes, this hateful ſight. 
Defreng : © irojan and his joyful train 

nd upon the ſhore, deſert the main 
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| Defign a town, and, with unhop'd ſucceſs, 

| | W embatſadors return with promis'd peace 

| Then, pierc'd with pain, ſhe (hook her haughty 

head, 

[Sigh'd from her inward foul, and thus the ſaid : 

O hated offspring of my Phrygian foes ! 

O fate of Troy, which ſuno's fates oppoſe! 

Could they not fall unpity'd, on the plain, 

But ſlain revive, and taken, 'ſcape again? 

| When execrable Trov ir aſhes lay, 

Through fires, and words, and ſeas, they forc'd 
their way. 


Then vanquith'd [uno muſt in vain contend, 


Her rage difarni'd, her empire at an end. 1 
Breathlefs and tir'd, is all my fury ſpent, $ 
Or doe; my glutred ſpleen at length relent ? 0 
As it twere little from their town to chace, 17 


through the ſeas purſued their exil'd race: 
Engaged the heavens, oppo»'d the fiormy man 
But billows roar'd, and tempeits rag'd in vain. 
What have my Scylla's and my Syftes done, 
When theſe they overpaſs, and thoſe they ſtun 2? 
On Tiber's ſhores they land. fecure of tate, 
Triumphant o'er the itorm's and juno's hate. 
Mars could in mutual blood the centaurs bathe, 


Wo ſent the tuſky boar to Calydon ; 

What great offence had either people done ? 
Nut 1, the conſort of the thunderer, 

Have wag'd a long and unſucceſsful war: 
With various arts and arms in vain have toil'd 

' And hy a mortal man at length ara foil'd. 

It native power prevail not, ſhall I doubt 

[To ſeek tor needtul fuccour from without? 

If Jove and heaven my juſt defires deny, 

Hell ſhall the power of heaven and Jove ſupply. 
Grant that the fates lave firm'd by their decree, 

The Trojan race to reign in Italy : 

At leaſt I can defer the nuptial day, 

And, with protracted wars, the peace delay: 
With blood the dear alliance ſhall be bought; 
And both the people near deſtruction brought. 
So thall the ſon-in-law and father joing 

With ruin, war, and waſte of either line. 

O fatal maid! thy marriage is endow'd 


With Phrygian, Latian, and Rutulian blood! 7,4 

Bellona leads thee to thy lover's hand, ? LAY 

Another queen brings forth another brand; . 

To burn with foreign fires her native land j | « 
J 


A ſecond Paris, differing but in name, 
Shall fire his country with a ſecond flame. | 
Thus having ſaid, ſhe ſinks beneath the ground 
'With furious haſte, and ſhoots the Stygian 
| ſound ; 
To rouze Alecto from tli* infernal ſeat 
Of her dire fiſters, and their dark retreat. 
| This ſury fit for her intent ſhe choſe, 
| One who delights in wars, and human woes, 
Evin Pluto hates his own miſ-ſhapen race 
Her ſiſter- ſuries fly her hideous face: 
So frightful are the forms the monſter takes, 
So fierce the hiffings of her ſyeckled ſnakes. 
| Her Juno finds, and thus inflames her ſpite : 
O virgin daughter of eternal night, 
| Give me this once thy labour, to ſuſtain 
| My right, and execute my juſt diſdain. 

Let not the 'Trojans, with a feign'd pretence 

Of profferꝰd peace, delude the Latian prince 
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Expel from Italy that odious name, 

And let not junoſuffer in her fame. 

*Tis thine to ruin realms, o' erturn a Nate, 
Betwixt the deareſt friends to raiſe debate, 

And kindie kindred blood to mutual hate. 

Thy hand o'er towns the funeral torch diſplays, 
And forms a thouſand ills ten thouſand wavs. 
Now thake from out th» fruitf 1 breait the ſeeds 
Of envy, diſcord, and of cruel deeds : 
Conſound the peare eſtabliſh'd, and prepare 
Their ſouls to hatred, and their hands to war. 


Smear'd as ſhe was with black Gorconean blood, 


The fury ſprang above the Stvgian flood: 
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And on her wicker wings, ſublime through night, 


She to the Latian palace rook her fliglit. 


There ſought the queen's apartments, ſtood be ore 


The peaceful tuhreſhold, and beſieg'd the door. 
Reſtleſs A mata lay, her ſwelling breaſt 

Fir'd with diſdain for Turnus diſpoſſeſt, 

And the new nuptials of the Trojan get. 
From her black, bloody locks the fury ſhakes 
Her darling plague, the tavourite of her ſnakes : 


With her full force the threv the poiſonous dart, 


And fix'd it deep within Amata's heart : . 
That thus envenomd ſhe might kingle rage, 


2 
5 


And ſacrifice to ſtrife her houſe and huſband's age. 


Unſeen, unſelt, the fiery ſerpent ſkims 

Betwixt her linen, and her naked limbs. 

His baleful breath inſpir.ng as he glides, 

Now like a chain around her neck he rides ; 
Now like a fillet to her head repairs, 

And, with his circling volumes, folds her hairs. 
At firſt the filent venom £:4d with eaſe, 

And ſeiz'd her cooler ſenſes by degrecs; 

Then, ere th' infected maſs was fir'd too far, 

In plaintive accents the began the war : 

And thus b:ſpoke her huſband : Shall, ſhe ſaid, 
A wandering prince enjoy Lavinia's bed ? 

If nature plead not in a parent's heart, 

Pity my tears, and pity her deſert : 

I know, my dearett lord, the time will come, 
You would, in vain, reverſe your cruel doom: 
The faithleſs pirate ſoon will ſet to ſea, 

And hear the royal virgin far away 

A gueſt like him, a Trojan gueſt before, 


In ſhew of friendſhip, ſought the Spartan ſhare ; 


And raviſh'd Helen from her huſband bore. 
Think an a king's inviolable word : | 
And think on Turnus, her once-plighted loid : 
To this falſe foreigner you give your throne, 
And wrong a friend, a kinſman, and a ſon, 
Reſume your ancient care; and if the god, 
Your fire, and you, reſolve on forei:n blood, 
Know all are foreign, in a larger ſenſe, 

Not born your ſubje&s, or deriv'd from hence. 
Then if the line of Turnus you retrace ; 

He 1prings from Inachus of Arpive race 

But when the ſaw her reafon illy ſpent, 

And could not move lim trom his fix'd intent, 
She fiew to rage; for now the ſnalte poſſe ſs d 
Her vital parts, and poiſon'd all her heat; 
She raves, ſhe runs, with a diſtrafted pace, 
And fills with horrid howls the public place 


And, as young {triplings whip the top for ſport, 


On the ſmooth pavement of an empty court, 
The wooden engine flies and whirls about. 
Admi'd, with clamours, of the beardleſs rout, 
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They laſh aloud, each other they provoke, 

ind lend their little fouls at every ftroke : 
us fares the queen, and thus her fury blows 
midſt the crowes, and kindles as ſhe goes. 
Not yet content, ſhe ſtrains her malice more, 
\nd adds new ilis to thoſe contriv'd before: 
ohe flies the town, and, mixing with the throng 
I madding matrons, hears the bride along: 


ways, 

And with theſe arts the Trojan match delays. 

dhe feign'd the rites of Bacchus! cry'd aloud, 
And to the buxom go the virgin vow'd, 

| Evoe, O Bacchus] thus began the ſong, 

| And Evoe ! anſwer's all the female throng : 

(0) virgin ! worthy thee alone, ſhe cry'd; 

|) worthy thee alone, tlie crew reply'd; 

For thee ſhe feeds her hair, ſhe leads thy dance, 
And with the winding ivy wreaths her lance. 
Like fury ſeiz'd the reſt ; the progreſs known, 
Al! feel the mountains and forſake the town : 

| All clad in (kins of beaſts the javelin bare, ? 

| Give to the wanton winds their flowing hair: ( 
And ſhrieks and ſhoutings rend the ſuttering air. 
The queen, herſelf, inſpir'd with rage divine, 

| Shook hight above her head a flaming pine: 
Then rolPd her haggard eyes around the throng, 
And ſung, in Turnus' name, the nuptial ſong! 

{16 ye Latian dames, if any here 

| Hold your unhappy queen, Amata, dear; 

f there be here, the ſaid, who dare maintain 

My right, nor think the name of mother vain, 

Unbind your fillets, looſe your flowing hair, 
And orgics and nocturnal rites prepare. 
Amata's breaſt the fury thus invades, 

And fires with rage, amid the ſyivan ſhades. 
Then when fhe ſound her venem ſpread (o far, 


The royal houſe ennbroil'd in civil war, 


Raio*d on her duſky wings ſhe cleaves the ſxies, 
And ſeeks the palace where young Turnus lies, 
His town, as ſame reports, was built of old 
By Danae, pregnant with almighty gold: 
Who fled her father's rage, and with a train 
Of following Argives, through the ſtormy main, 
Driv'n by the ſouthern. blaſts, was fated here to 
reign. 

"Twas Ardua once, now Ardea's name it bears, 
Once a fair city, now conſum'd with years. 
Here in his lofty palace Turnus lay, 

Betwixt the canfines of the night and day, 

Secure in ſleep : the fury laid aſide 

Her looks and limbs, and with new methods 
try'd 

The ſoulneſs of the infernal form to hide. 

Propp'd on a ſtaff, ſhe takes the trembling men, 

Fer face is furrow'd, and her front obſcene : 


Deep. dinted wrinkles on her cheek ſhe draws, 


Funk are her eyes, and toothleſs are her Jaws: 
Her hoary hair with holy fillets bound, . 
Her temples with an olive wreath are crown d. 
Ou Calibe, who kept the ſacred fane 

Of ſuno, now ſhe ſeem'd, and thus began: 


Shall Turnus then ſuch endleſs toil ſuſtain, _ 
In fighting fields, and conquer towns in vain 
Win, for a Trojan head to wear the prize ? 
Uſerp thy crown, enjoy thy victories 


Vandering through woods and wilds, and devious 
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The bride and ſceptre which thy blood has bought, While Turnus urges thus his enterprize, 

The king transfers, and foreign heirs are ſought : The Stygian fury to the Trojans flies: 

co now, deluded man, and ſeek again {New frauds invents, and takes a ſteepy ſtand, 

New toils, new dangers, on the duſty plain. Which overlooks the vale with wide command ; 

Repel the Tuſcan foes, their city ſeize ; | Where fair Aicanius and his youthful train, 

protect the Latians in luxurious caſe, With horns and hounds, a hunting match ordain, 

This dream all- powerful Juno fends ; I bear And pitch their toils around the thady plain. 

Her mighty mandates, and her words you hear. The fury fres the pack; they ſnuff, they vent, 

Haſte, arm your Ardeans, iſſue to the plain, And feed their hungry noftrils with the ſcent. 

With faith to triend, aſſault the Trojan train: {'T was of a well-grown ſtag, whoſe antlers riſe _ 

Their thougtitleſs chiefs, their painted ſhips that High o'er his front, his beams invade the ſkies : 
lie From this light cauſe, th' infernal maid prepares 

jn Tiber's mouth, with fire and ſword deſtroy, For country churls to miſchief, hate, and wars. 

The Latian King, unleſs he ſhall ſubmit, | The ſtately beaſt, the two 1 yrrhedæ bred, 

Own his old proiniſe, and his new forget; Snatcu'd from his dam, and the tame youngling 

Let him, in arms, tlie power cf Turnus prove, | fed, 

And learn to fear whom he diſdains to love. Their father Tyrrheus did their fodder bring; 
For ſuch is heaven's command, The youthful Tyrrheus chief ranger to the Latian king: : 
prince heir nſter Sylvia cheriſh'd with her care 

Win Horn reply'd 3 and made this bold defence: he little wanton, and did wreaths prepare 
You teil me, mother, What I knew before; To hang his budding horns : with ribbons ty'd 
The Phrygian fleet is landed on the fore : His tender neck, and comb'd his filken hide 
] neither fear, nor will provoke, the war: And bati'd his body. Patient of command, 

My fate is Juno's moſt peculiar care, In time he grew, and growing us'd to hand. 
But time has made you dote, and vainly tell tle waited at his maitcr's board tor food ; 


rhen ſought his ſavage kindred in the wood: 
\/ here, grazing al the day, at night he came 


Of arms imagin'd, in your lonely cell: 
Go, be the temple and the gods your care; 


Permit the men the thought of peace and war, Uo bis known lodgings, and his country dame. 
Theſe 1aughty words AleQo's rage provoke, Fliis bhouſhold beaſt, that us'd the woodland 
And frighted Turnus trembled as ſhe ſpoke. grounds, 
ler eyes grew ſtiffen'd and with ſulphur burn, Was view'd at firſt by the young hero's hounds ; 
Her hideous looks, and helliſh form return: \s down the Hream he fvam, te ſeek retreat 
Her curling ſnakes with hiffings fill the place, in the ccol waters, ans to quench his heat, 
4nd open ail the furies of her face  Aſcanivs, youny, and cager of his game, 
Then, dart.ng fire from her malignant eyes, Soon bent his bow, uncertain in his aim: 


caſt him backward as he ſtrove to riſe, But the dire fiend tue tatal arrow guides, | . 
anc, unyvering, ſought ro frame ſome new re- A hich pierc'd his borvels though his panting fides. 
: plies e bleeding creature iſTecs from the floods, 
High on her head ſhe rears two twiſted ſnakes;  Potſefs'd with fear, and ſeeks his known abodes; 
ner chain ſhe ratties, and her whip ſhe thakes ; is old familiar hearth, and houſho d gods. 
Ant, churning bloody foam, thus loudly ſpeaks : \ ; He talls, he fills the houſe with heavy groans 3 
pe.0'd whom ti me has made to dote, and tell Implores thcir pity, and his pain hemoans. 
: ums, imagin'd in her lonely cell: | Young Sylvia beats her breaſt, and cries aloud 


Vola the 'ates* infernal miniſter ; | For ſuccour from the clowniſh neighbourhood: 
Var, ſcath, deſtruction, in my hand ] bear. The churls aſſemble; for the fiend who lay 
Thus having ſaid, her imouldering torch im- In the cloſe woody covert urg'd their way. 
7 preſs'd One with a brand, yet burning from the fame; 
Wit her full force, ſhe plung'd into his breaſt. Arm'd with a knotty club, another came: 
the wak'd, and, (tarting from his bed, W nate er they catch or find, without their care, 


"A wveat, in clammy drops, his limbs o'erſpread :* Their fury makes an inſtrument of war. 


Ame, arms, he cries, my ſword and ſhield pre- Tytrheus, the foſter father of the beait, 

i pare; Then clench'd a hatchet in his horny fiſt: 

ne breathes defiance, blood, and mortal war. But held his hand from the deſcending ſtroke, 
ten with crackling flames a cauldron fries, And left his wedge within the cloven oak, 

The oWhling waters from the bottom riſe : To whet their courage, and their rage provoke, 
ave their brims they force their fiery way And now the goddeſs, exercis'd in ill, 

es vapours climb aloft, and cloud the day. Who watch'd an hour to work her impious will, 
he peace polluted thus, a choſen band Aſcends the roof, and to her crooked horn, 

Ne firſt commiſſions to the Latian land, Such as was then by Latian ſhepherds borne , 

I" thre tening embaſly ; then rais'd the reſt, | Adds all her breath; the rocks and woods around, 
0 meet in arms the intruding Trojan gueſt : | And mountains, tremble at th* infernal ſound, 


. lorce the toes trom the Lavinian ſhore, The ſacred lake of Trivia from afar, 
ut Italy's endanger'd peace reſtore ; The Veline fountains, and ſulphureous Nar, 


T, leſt alone, an equal match he boaſts, Shake at the baleful blaſt, the ſignal of the war. 

* vt the Phrygian and Auſonian hoſts. | Young mothers wildly ſtare, with fear poſſeſs'd, 

« 20% invok'd, the Rutuli prepare [And ſtrain their helpleſs infants to their breaſt 
3 and warm each other to the war. The clowns, a boiſterous, rude, ungovern'd 
The eauty theſe, and thoſe his blooming age, crew, 

be telt his houſe, and his own fame engage. With furious haſte to the loud fummons flew, 
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| But hid his 
The powers of Troy, then ifſuing on the plain, Saturnian Juno, now, with double care, Abhorr'd tl 
With freſh recruits their youthſul chief ſuſtain :; [Attends the fetal proceſs of the war. Then heave 
Nor theirs a raw and unexperienc'd train, The clowns return'd trom battle bear the fais, hi 
But a firm body of embattled men. Implore the gods, and to their ing complain. At her app4 


At firſt, while fortune ſavour'd neither ſide, 


The fight with clubs and burning brands was try'd: 


But now, both parties reinforc'd, the fields 


Are bright with flaming ſwords and brazen ſhields. 


A ſhining harveſt either hoſt diſplays, 
And ſhoots again the ſun with equal rays. 


The corpſe of Almon and the reſt are (town, 
Shrieks, clamours, mu murs, fill tue trighted town, 
Ambitious Turnus in the preſs appears, 

e azgravating crimes, augments their (ears: 
Proclaims his private injuries aloud, 

A ſolemn promiſe made, and diſavow'd; 


Lee gates @ 
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[heir reſtiv 
Thus when a black brow'd guſt begins to riſe, ) A toreign (on is ſought, and a mix'd mongre! Some their! 
White foam at firit on the curl'd ocean fries ; | brood, and war is 
Then roars the main, the billows mount the | Then they, whoſe mothers, frantic with their fear, } put ſcour t. 
ſkies : In woods and wilds the flags of Bacchus bear, Vw grind | 
Till, by the fury of the form full blown, And lead his dances with diſhevel'd hair : \ ih joy th 
The muddy bottom o'er the clouds is thrown. Increaſe the clamour, and the war demand d hear th 
Firſt Almon falls, old Tyrrheus' eldeſt care, (Such was Amata's intereſt in the land). ve cities f 
Pierc'd with an arrow from the diſtant war: | Againſt the public ſanctions of the peace; ntemn:z, 
Fix'd in his tliroat the flying weapon ſtood, | Againſt all omens of their ill ſucceſs ; Area the pi 
And ſtop'd his breath, and drank his vital blood. With fates averſe, the rout in arms reſort, le of 
Huge heaps ot ſlain around the body riſe ; To force their monarch, and inſult the court. Some hamm 
Among the reſt, the rich Galeſus lies: But, like a rock unmov'd, a rock that braves done twine 
A good old man, while peace he preach'd in vain, The raving tempeſt and the rifing waves, The croſlet 


Amidſt the madneſs of th unruly train: 


Five herds, five bleating flocks, his paſtures fill'd; 


Prop'd on himſelt he ſtands: his ſolid ſides 
; Wath off the ſoa weeds, and the ſounting tides: 
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His lands a hundred yoke of oxen til!'d. So ſtood the pious prince unmov'd : and long e piace t 

Thus, v nile in equa! ſcales their tortune ſtood,] Suſtain'd the madneſs of the noiſy throng. 0d taulchio 

The fury bati'd them in cach other's bicod. But when he found that Juno's power prevail'e, [he ſoundin 

Then, having fix'd the fight, exulting flies, And all the methods of cool counſel fail'd, Ihe word is 

And bears fulfill'd her promiſe to the ſkies, He calls the gods to witneſs their offence, The thining 

To Juno thus ſhe ſpeaks: Fehold, tig dove | Difclaims the war, »afferts his innocence. de nei chin 

The blood already drawn, the war hegun; Hurry*d by tate, he cries, and borne he fore ihe truſty v 

The diſcord is complete, nor can they ceaſe A furious wind, we leave the faithful ſhore: And now 

The dire debate, nor you command the peace, O more than madmen ! you yourſelves ſhall bear le Muſes, « 

Now ſince the Latian and the Trojan brood The guilt of blood and facrilegious War: eg jou the 

Have taſted vengeance, and the ſweets of blood, Thou, It urnus, ſhalt atone it by thy tate, Tleir a"ms, 

Speak, and my pov er ſhall add this office more; | And pray to heaven for peace; but pray too late. What warric 

| he neighbouring nations of rh* Auſonian ſhore For me, my ſtormy vo age at an end, Mat ſoldier 

Shall hear the dreadful rumour from afar, | to the port of death ie curely tend. "Xt well you 

Of arm'd invaſion, and embrace the war. The funeral pon. p which to your kings you pay, Vt fame 

Ihen Juno thus: The grateful work is done; Is all I want, and all you take away. do 

Ine ſceds of diſcord ſow'd, the war begun; | He ſaid no more, but, in his walls copfin'd, erentiu 

Frauds, fears, and fury, have poiſeſs'd the ſtate, Shot out the woes which he too well qivin d: 977 (ate u 

And fix'd the cauſcs ot a latiing hate: Nor with the riting ftorm would vainly ſtrive, linz eart 

A hioody Hymen ſhall ti alliance join But lett the helm, and let the veſſel drive. Ne brings to 

Betwixt-the Trojan and Auſonian line : A ſolemn cuſtom was obſerv'd of old, mir 

Hut thou with ſpeed to night and hell repair, ? W hich Latium held, and now the Romans hold: Te 

For not the gods nor angry ſove will bear Their ftandard when, in fighting fields, they rear us « 

Uhy lawieſs wandering walks in upper air. | Againſt the fherce Hyrcanians, or declare ly mi 

Leave what remains to me, Saturnia ſaid: The Scythian, Indian, or Arabian war: A Kul hot 

"Che ſullen fiend ner ſounding wings di play'd, Or from the boaſting Parthians would regain : £5 2 

Unwilling left the light, and ſougnt the nether | Their eagles loſt in Carrhæ's bloody plain: n le unn 

ſhade. \ Two gates of ſtcel (the name of Mars they bear) Mleif well 

In midſt of Italy, well krown to fame, And flill are worfFipp*d with religious fear, Next Ave 

There lies a lake, Amſanctus is the nan c, }fore his temple ſtand: the dire abode, "* Latian 3 

Below the lofty mounts, on either fide And the fear"d iſſues of the furious god, : of his 

f Thick foreſts the forbidden entrance hide: Are fenc'd with brazen bolts; without the gates, "$1Rher's | 

4 Full in the centre of the ſacred wood The wary guardian Janus doubly waits. | > Uncred ſe 

| an arm arifes of the Stygian flood; Then, when the ſacred ſenate votes the Wars, 5 lon of f 

[ Which, breaking from beneath with bellowing The Roman conſul their decree aprons broad 

"ol ſound, And in his robes the ſounding gates unvars. *W:niy 

1 Whirt the black waves and rattling ſtones around. The youth in military ſhouts ariſe, 8 "Mal we 

1 lere Pluto pants for breath from out his cell, And the loud trumpets break the 2 "I : "Omg A 

4 and opens wide the grinning jaws of hell. Theſe rites, of old by ſovereign princes . ple G 

i iothis inferral lake the fury flies; Were the king's office, but the _ wm * 47 N 

1 Here lides her hated head, and frees the labouring Deaf to their cries, nor would t ee 15 an 
$f) eien Of ſacred peace, or looſe th impriton : 


But bid his head, and, ſafe from loud alarms, 
abhorr'd the wicked miniſtry of arms 
Then heaven's imperious queen ſhot down from 
high; 
At her appioach the brazen hinges fly; 
The gates a'< forc d, and every falling bar, 
and, luke a tempeſt. iſſues out the war. 
ul cities of th* Avſonian thore, 
Lull'd in their eaſe, and undiſturb'd before, 
Are all on fire; and ſome, with ſtudious care, 
[heir reſtive ſteeds in ſandy plains prepare: 
dome their ſoft limbs in paintul marches tiy, 
and war is all their wiſh, and arms the general cry 
rt ſcour the ruſty ſhields with ſeam, and part 
wy grind the blunted ax, and point the dart: 
With joy they view the waving enſigns fly, 
ind hear the trumpet's clangor pierce the (ky. 
ties forge. their arms: th' Atinian powers, 
te mme, Tibur with her loity towers, 
Alen the proud, the Cruſtumerian town: 
\ltheſe of old were places of renown 
dome hammer helmets tor the fighting field; 
one twine young ſallows to ſupport the ſhield 3 
the croſlet ſome, and ſome the cuiſhes mouid, 
Vith filver platod, and with ductile gold. 
eruſtic nonours of the ſcythe and (hare, 
ve piace to ſwords and plumes, the pride of war. 
nulchions are new temper*d in the fires: 
e ounding trumpet every ſoul inſpires. 
ile word is given, with eager ſpeed they lace 
tic ſhining head-piece, and the ſhield embrace. 
gung ſteeds are to the char: ots ty'd ; 
lde truity weapon fits on every ſide. 
and now the mighty labour is begun, 
le Muſes, open ali your Hel.con. 
g jou the chieſs that ſway th* Avſonian land, 
inder their command : 
at Warriors in our ancient clime were bred ; 
Wut foldiers tollow*d, and what heroes led. 
reli you know, and can record alone, 


| it pe acct 
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e ams, and armies 
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cown. 
Nezentivs firſt appear'd upon tlie plain ; 
9 (te upon his brows, and ſour difcain : 
3 Beds th and heaven: Etruria loſt, 
"erg to Turnus? aid his batfled hott. 
«ming Laufus, full of youthful fire, 
the rank, and next his ſullen fire : 
nus only ſecond in the grace 
ry men, and features of the face; 
horſeman, and a huntſman bred, 
averie a thouſand men he led: 
worth or fo brave a ſon ; 
elf well worthy ot a happier throne, 
t Aventinus drives his chariot round 
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! ſame to future times conveys but darkly! 


Aan plains, with palms and laurels crown'd. 
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Then on mount Aventine, the fon of ſove 
| The prief.cfs Rhea found, and forc'd to love. 


For arms bis men long piles and javelins bore, 
And poles with pointed ſteel tneir foes in battle 
gore. 
Like Hercules himſelf, his ſon appears, 
In favage pomp: a hon's hide he wears; 
About his ſnoulders hangs the ſhaggy kin, 
The teeth and gaping jaws fevercly grin, 
bus like the god his father, homely dreſt, 
He ſtrides into the hall. a horrid gueſt. 
Then two twin- brothers from tair Tibur came 


(Which trom their brother Tiburs took the name); 


| Ficrce Coras, and Catillus, void of fear, 
Arm'd Argive horſe. they led, and in the fron 
appear. 
Like cloud-born centaurs, 
height, 
With rapir courſe deſcending to the fight, 
Tacy ruth along; the rattling woods give way; 
The branches bend before their ſweepy ſway. 
Nor was Præneſte's founder wanting there, 
Whom fame reports the ſon of Mulciher : 
Found in the fire, and toſter'd in the plains, 
\ ſhepherd and a king at once he reigns, 
[And] leads to Turnus? aid his country ſwains. 
| His own Præneſte ſends a choſen band, 
| With thoſe who ploueh Saturnia's Gahine land: 
Befides the ſuccour which old Anian yields, 
| The rocks of Hernicus, and dewy fields, 
| Aragn nia ſat, and father Amaſene, 
| A numerous rout, but all of naked men: 
Nor arms they wear, nor ſwords and bucklers wield, 
Nor drive the chariot through the duity field; 
| Put whirl from leathern ſtrings huge balls of lead: 
| And ſpoils of yellow wolves adorn their head: 
| The left foot naked, when they march to fight 
ut in a beill's raw hide they theath the right. 
Mleſapus next (great Neptune-was his fire), 
Secure from Neel, and fated from the fire, 
In pomp appears; and with his ardour warms 
FA heartleſs train, unexercis'd in arms: 
he juſt Faliſcians he to battle brings. 


from the mountain's 
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And HRS who hve where lake Ciminia ſprings ; 


And where Feroma's grove and temple ſtands, 
Who till Feſcernian or Flavinian lands: 

All theſe in order march, and marching fing 
The warkke actions of their fea torn king. 

Like a long team of ſnowy ſwans on high, 

Which clap their wings, and cleave the liquid ſky, 


Viich homeward from their watery paſtures 
f Bor! 5 
They boy, and Aff a's lakes their notes return. 


* 


ot e who heard their muſic from afar, 
ould think theſe troops an army train'd to war: 


| a ut flochs of fowl, that wer: the tempeſts roar, 
7 8 of his ſteeds, he ſn:o%kes alo ng the field, With their ©oarſe zabbline ſcek the ſilent ſhore. 
| : ner's hydra trlls the an nple ls (held. | Then Clauſas came. wie ed a numerous band 
"Io © ſerpents hiſs about the brims : ! 'Of troops emoody* a, from the Sabine land: 
bon of Hercules! e juſtly ſeems, And in inmfelf alone an army bronehe. 
4 K, dis broad ſhould lers and gigantic limbs. 6 Twas he the nphle £ Han race berot ?2 
L | e niy part, and part of ca: thiy blood, Phe Cl 1 race, ordam'd, in times to come, 
4%, man mixing with a god | To {bare the -reatneſ: of imperial Rome. 
k tone Alcides, after he had fair Ne led the Cites forth of high renown, 
e LA G eryon, drove from con: SL IF Spain Mutuſcans from their olive- bearing town; 
[79 5 in 8 and thence in trium ph led; And 2!! th Lretian powers: r a. band 
Fuſcan Th, 


Cl 5 flo Very banks the » * led. 


That follow'd from Velinum's de y laud . 
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And Amiternian troops, of mighty fame, 
And mounlaineers, that from Severus came. 
And from the cragey cliffs of Tetrica, 
And thoſe where yellow Tiber takes his way, 
And where Himella's wanton waters play. 
Caſperia ſends her arms, with thoſe that lie 
By Fabaris, and iruitful Foruli : 
The warlike aids of Horta next appear, 
And the cold Nurſians come to cloſe the rear: 
Mix'd with the natives born of Latine blood, 
Whom Allia waſhes with her fatal flood. 
Not thicker billows beat the Libyan main, 
When pale Orion ſets in wintery rain; | 
Nor thicker harveſt on rich Hermes :iſe, 
Or Lycian fields, when Phoabvus burns the ſkies; 
Than ſtand theſe troops: their bucklers ring around; 
Their trampling turns the turf, and ſhakes the ſolid 
ground. 
High in his chariot then Haleſus came, 
A foe by birth to Troy's unhappy name : 
From Agamemnon born: to Turnus' aid, 
A thouſand men rhe youthful hero led ; 
Who till the Maſſick ſoil, for wine renown'd, * 
And fierce Aruncans from their hilly ground: 
And thoſe who live by Sidicinian ſhores, 
And where, with ſhoaly fords, Vulturnus roars ; 
Cales and Oſea's old inhabitants, 
And rough Saticulans inur'd to wants: 
Light demi -lances from afar they throw, 
Faſten'd with leathern thongs, to gall the foe. 
Short crooked ſwords in cloſer fight they wear, | 
And, on their warding arms, like bucklers bear. 
Nor, CEhalus, thalt thou be left unſung, 
From nymph Semethis and old Telon ſprung :. 
Who then in Teleboan Capri reign'd, 


But that ſhort iſle th ambitious youth diſdain'd ; { 


And o'er Campania ftrerch'd his ample ſway ; 

Where ſwelling Sarnus ſeeks the Tyrrhene ſea: 

O'er Batulum, and where Abella ſecs, 

From her high towers, the harveſt of ner trees. 

And theſe (as was the Teuton uſe of old) 

Wield brazen ſwords, and brazen bucklers hold ; 

Sling weighty ſtones when from afar they fight: 

Their caſques are cork, a covering thick and light. 
Next theſe in rank, the warlike Ufens went, 
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Hippolytus, as old records have ſaid, 

Was by his ſtepdam ſought to ſhare her bed: 
But when no temale aris his mind could meve, 
he turn'd to furious hate her impious love, 
torn by wild horſes on the ſandy ſhore, 
4nother's crimes th* unhappy hunter bote; 
Glutting his father's eyes with guiltleſs gore, 
But chaſte Diana, who his death deplor'd, 
With /Eſculapian herbs his life reſtor'd. 


When Jove, who ſaw from high, with juſt diſdain, 

The dead inſpir'd with vital breath again, 

Struck to the centre with his flaming dart, 

Th* unhappy founder of the god. like art. 

But Trivia kept in ſecret ſhades alone, 

Her care, Hippolytus, to fate unknown 

And call'd him Virbius in th* Egerian gre ve: 

Where then he liv*d obſcure, but ſafe from Jove, 

For this, from Trivia's temple and her wood, 

Are courſers driven, who ſhed their maſter's 
blood ; 

Affrighted by the monſters of the flood. 

His fon, the ſecond Virbius, yet retain'd 

His father's art, and warrior ſteeds he rei1.'d. 

Amid the troops, and like the leading god, 

High o'er the reſt in arms the graceful Turnus 
rode : 

A triple pile of plumes his creſt adorn'd, 

On which, with belching flames, Chimzra burn d 

The more the kindled combat riſes higher, 

The more with fury burns the blazing fire. 

Fair lo grac'd his thield, but lo now 

With horns exalted ſtands, and ſeems to lowe : 

(A noble charge) her keeper by her ſide, 

To watch her walks, his hundred eyes apply d. 

And on the brims her fire, the watery god, 

Roll'd from a filver urn his cryſtal flood: 

A cloud of foot ſucceeds, and fills the fields 

With ſwords and pointed ſpears, and clatterinz 
ſhields : 

Of Argives, and of old Sicanian bands, 

And thoſe who plough the rich Satulian lands; 

Auruncan youth, and thoſe Sacrana yields, 

And the proud Labicans, with painted ſhields. 

And thoſe who near Numician ſtreams reſide, 

And thoſe whom Tiber's holy foreſts hide; 

Or Circe's hills from the main land divide : 


And led the mountain-troops that Nurſia ſent. 
The rude Fquicolz his rule obey'd ; 


Hunting their ſport, and plundering was their, 


trade. 
In arms they plough'd, to battle ſtill prepar'd: 
Their ſoil was barren, and their hearts were Hard. 
Umbro the prieſt, the proud Marrub:ans led, 7 
By king Archippus ſent to Turnus“ ald; 


And peaceful olives crown'd his hoary head. 5 | 


His wand and holy words, the viper's rage, 
And venom'd wound of ſerpents, could affuage. 
He, when he pleas'd with powerful juice to ſteep 
Their cemples, ſhut their eyes in pleaſing ſicep. 
Bur vain were Marſian herbs, and magic art, 
To cute the wound given by the Dardan dart. 
Yet his untimely fate, th* Angitian woods 

In fighs remurmur'd to the Fucine floods. 

The ſon of fam'd Hippolytus was there; 

Fam'd as his hre, and as his mother fair. 
Whom in Egerian groves Aricia bore, 

And nurs'd his youth along the marthy ſhore : 
Where great Diana's peacetul altars flame 

In fruitful fields, and YVirbius was his name. 


Where Ufens glides along the lowly lands, 
Or the black water of Pomptina ſtands. 

Laſt, from the Volſcians, fair Camilla came ; 
And led her warlike troops, a warrior dame: 
Unbred to ſpinning, in the loom unſkill'd, 
She ſchoſe the nobler Pallas of the field. 
Mix'd with the firſt, the fierce virago ſought, 
Suſtain'd the toils of arms, the danger ſought: 
Outſtripp'd the winds in ſpeed upon the plain, 
Flew o'er the fields, nor hurt the bearded grain 
She ſwept the ſcat, and as the ſkim'd along. 
Her flying feet unbath'd on billows hung. 
Men, bovs, and women, ſtupid with ſurpriſe, 
Where'er ſhe paſſes, fix their wandering eyes 
Longing they look, and gaping at her fight, 
Devour her o'er and o'er with vaſt delight. 
Her purple habit fits with ſuch a grace 
On her {mooth ſhoulders, and fo ſuits her face: 
Her head with ringlets of her hair is crown u 
And in a golden caul the curls are bound. 

She ſhakes her myrtle javelin ; and, behind, 
Her Lycjan quiver dances in the wind, 
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Had given the fi gnal oi approaching war, 
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The nelds to forage, and to gather force. 

en Venulus to Diomede t! hey fend, 

o beg his aid Auſonia to defend: 

Declare the common dane er, and inform 

de Grecian leader of the growing ſtorm: 

Entas landed on the Latian coait, 

n banifh'd gods, and with a baffled hott : 

__ now infpir'd to ce nqueſt of the {tare : 

\ 1 eee 'd a title trom the gods and f. 

* numcrous Nation. in his quarrclca 1. 

And how they {pread his formidable name : 

Vat he defign'd, what miſchiefs . 18 

tortune tavour' d his firit en terprize, 

Vas leit tor hum to weigh, whote equal ſears, 

A common intereſt was involv'd ja theirs. 

0 le L urn zus and th' allies thus urge then 

he Itojan, floating g in a flood of care, 

old is the te mpeſt Which his toes prepare, 

ay and that he turns his anxious mind : 

Thin ks, and rejects the counſels he detign'd ; 

Xp ores buniſelf, in Vain, in every part, 

"2 QIVES no reſt to his diſtract ed heart, 

90 o when the ſun by day, or moon by night, 

trie on the poliſh'd braſs their tre mbling light, 

e glitte ring lpecics here and there divide, 

ne their dubious beams from fide to fide : 
on the walls, now on the pavement play, 

to the cieling flaſh the glaring day. 
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[was night: and we: ry nature Juil'd afleep 

| The birds cf urs and ti! mes of the deep 5 
und beaſt, and mortal men: the Trojan chief 

Was laid on 'Tiber's banks, oppreſs'd with grief, „ 
And tound in fiient Number late relief. 

Lien through the ſhadoves of the poplar wood 

Lroſc the father of the Roman g od: 

An azure robe was o'er his bo * {pread, 

A wreath of ſhady reeds adorn'd lis head: 

Thus, maniteſt to fight, the god appear'd, 

Wd with tl heſe plcanng words his forrow chear'd ; 

05 ndoubted offspring of cthereal _ 

O long ex pected in this 145 n ** plac 
Who, through the foes, haft . thy baniſh'de 
. SO ds, 

; Reftor'd them to their hearths, and 
„This is thy ha ppy home! 
| Ordains thee to reſtore 


I 


old abodes; 
The clime where fate 
the „Trojan ſtate. 


. all the rage oſ e juno ceaſe. 


2 And that this nightly vion may not ſcem 
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Th' eſfect of fancy, or an idie dream, 
„A ſow beneath an oak ſhall lie along, 
All white herſelt, and white her thirt y 
When thirty rolling years lave run thei 
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N hich from this omen thatl receive the name 
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Their town the founder Palanteum calls : 
Deriv'd from Pallas great gt 
But the fierce Latians old poſſe:ſion claim, 

ul With war inteſting the new colony; 

1 Theſe make thy friends, ard on their aid rely. 
To thy free paſſage ! ſul 


anGitre's name: 
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Dave my ſtreams: 
Wate, fon of Venus, from thy pleaſing dreams: 
And, when the ſetting ſtars are lot: in day, 
Lo Juno's power thy juſt devotion pay. 
ita ſacrifice the wrathtul queen appeaſe ; 
Her pride at length ſhall fall, her fury ceaſe : 
When tl.ou return'ſt v ;Qori ous from the war, 
veriorm ty vows to me with grateful care. 
ihe god am 1, whoſe yellow water tows 
Around theſ. ficids, 3 and fattens as it goes: 
Tiber my name: among the rolling floods 
Renown'd on earth, eſteem'd a nong the gods. 
Inis is my certain ſeat: in times to con: e, 
Mu waves ſhall wath the walls of nighty Rome. 
He ſaid; and plung'd below, while yet he ſpoke, 
7 Nis cream Areas and his fleep forſook. 
He _ and ooking up, beheld the ſkies 
\ W ple bluſh ing and the day ariſe. 
hen, \ water in tis hollow palm he took 
From Tibcet's flood; and thus the powers beſpoke : 
La u. entian nymphs, by whom the ſtreams are ſed, 
father Tiber, in thy ſacred ked 
er At: eas; and irom danger FR cep. 
VV ate vel fount, wh atever holy « deep, 
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| Conceats thy watery ſtores; where'er they r iſe, 
And, 1bbling trom below, ſalute the fies, 
Thou king ot torn'd floods, whoſe plenteous utr 
Suffices ſatr 1 0 the fruitful corn, 
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For this thy kind compaſſion of our woes, 

Shall ſhare my morning ſong, and evening vows. 
But, oli! be preſent to thy people's aid; 

And firm the gracious promiſe thou haſt made. 
Thus having ſaid, two gallies, ſrom his ſtores, 
With care he chooſes ; mans, and fits with oars. 
Now on the ſhore the fatal ſwine is found; * 
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Undaunted I approach you; though I know 

Your birth is Grecian, and your land my foe « 

From. Atreus though your ancient lineage came, 

And both the brother-kings your kindred claim, 

Yet, my ſelf-conſcious worth, your high renown, 

Your virtue, through the neighbouring nations 
blown. 


Wondrous to tell; ſhe lay along the ground: 
Her well fed offspring at her udders hung; 

She white herſelt, and white her thirty young; 
HFneas takes the mother, and her brood, 

And all on Juno's altar are beſtow'd. 

The following night, and the ſucceeding day, 
Propitious Tiber ſmootl'd his watery way: 
He roll'd his river back, and pois'd he ſtood : 
A gentle ſwelling, and a peaceful flood. 

The Trojans mount their ſhips ; they put from 

More: 

Borne on the waves, and ſcarcely dip an oar. 
Shouts from the land give omen to their courſe, 
And the pitelid vetſels glide with caſy force, 

The woods and waters wonder at the gleam 

Of ſhicids, and painted ſhips, that ſtem the,ſtream, 
One ſummer's night, and one whole day they paſs 
Betwixt the green-wood ſhaces, and cut the liquid 

glats. 

The fiery ſun kad finiſh'd half his race, 

Loox'd back, and doubted in the middle ſpace, 
When they .tiom tar beheld the riſing towers, 

The tops of eds, and ſhepherds lowly bowers ; 
Thin as they ttood, which then of homely clay, 
Now rife in marble, from the Koman ſway. 


Our father's mingled blood, A pollo's voice, 
Have led me hither, leſs by need than chaice. 
Our founder Dardanus, as fame has ſung, 

And Greeks acknowledge, from Electra ſprung : 
Llectra from the loins of Atlas came; 

Atlas whoſe head ſuſtains the ſtarry frame. 

; Your fre is Mercury; whom long before 

On cold Cyllene's top fair Maja bore, 

Maja the fair, on fame if we rely, 

Was Atlas* daughter, who ſuſtains the ſky : 
{Thus from one common ſource our ſt eams divide: 
{Ours is the Trojan, yours th* Arcadian fide. 
Rais'd by theſe hopes, I ſent no news before, 
Nor afk'd your leave, nor did your faith implore ; 
| But come, without & pledge, my own ambaſſador, 
The fame Rutulians, who with arms purſue 
The Trojan race, are equal foes to you. 

Our hoſt expell'd, what farther force can ſtay 

The victor troops from univerſal ſway ? 
Then will they ſtretch their power athwart the land; 
\nd either ſea from fide to fide command. 
Receive our offer'd ſaith z and give us thine : 
Ours is a generous and experienc'd line: 

We want not hearts ror bodies for the war; 

In council cautious, and in fields we dare. 


| N heſe cots (Evander's kingdom, mean and poor) He ſaid; and while he ſpoke, with piercing eyes 
(1,9 he Trojan ſaw, and turn'd his ſhips to ſhore, Evander view'd the man with vaſt ſurprize, 
679 Tas on a ſolemn day: th' Arcadian ſtates, Vieas'd with his action, raviſh'd with his face, 
1 The king and prince without the city gates, Tnen anſwer'd briefly, with a royal grace: 
4 | | Then paid their cfferings in a ſacied grove O valiant leader of the Trojan line, 
WE Ta Hercules, the warrior ſen of love. lo whom the features of thy father ſhine, 
7% Thick clouds of rolling ſmoke involve the ſkies; | How recall Anchifes, how I fee 
4 | And fat of entrails on his alta fries. His motions, mien, and all my friend in thee * 
| But when they ſaw the ſhips that ſtemm'd the, Long though it Le, 'tis freſh within my mind, 
(1 | fioud, | When Priam to his ſiſter's court defign'd 

1 And glitter'd through the covert of the wood, | A welcome vilit, with a friendly nay, | 
MOL! | They roſe with fear, and left th' unfinith*a feaſt; And through th* Arcadian kingdom took his Way: 
e Till daunticfs Pallas re-aſſur'd the reſt Ihen, paſt a boy, the callow down began 

145 N | To pay the rites, Himſclt, without delay, Jo ſhade my chin, and call me firſt a man. 

y k | A ;avelin ſeiz*d, and fingly took his way. I ſaw the ſhining train, with vaſt delight, 


"Then gain'd a rifing ground; and call'd fiom far: 
Reſolve me, ſtrangers, whence, and what you arc; 
Your buſineſs here, and bring you peace or war? 
High on the ſtern, ZEneas took his ſtand, 

And held a kranch of olive in his hand, 

While thus he ſpoke ; The Phrygians arms you fee, 
Expell'd f.om "Troy, provok'd in Italy. 

By Latian foes, with war urjuſtly made : 

At firſt afhanc'd, and at laſt betray'd, 

This metlage bear: the Trojans and their chief, 
Bring holy peace, and beg the king's relict. 
Struck with ſo great a name, and al! on fire, 

The youth replies, Whatever you require, 

Your fame exacts: upon our ſhores deſcend, 

A welcome gueſt, and, what you wiſh, a friend. 
He faid; and downward haſting to the ſtrand, 

E mbrac'd the ſtranger prince, and join'd his hand. 
Conducted to the grove, Ent as broke 

The ſilence firſt, and thus the king beſpoke : 

Peſt of the Greeks, to whom, by fate's command, 
bear theſe peaceful bianches in my hand, 
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And Prtiam's goodly perſon pleas' d my fight: 
But great Anchiſes, far above the 1eit, 
With awful wonder fir'd my youthful breaſt, 

[ long'd to join, in friendſhip's holy bands, 

Our mutual hearts, and plight our mutual hands. 
{1 rſt accoſted him: I ſued, I ſought, | 
And, with a loving force, to Pheneus brought. 
He gave me, when at length conſtrain'd to go, 
A Lycian quiver, and a G noſſian bow; 

A veſt embroider*d, glorious to behold, 

And two rich bridles, witl their bits of gold, 
Which my ſon's courſers in obedience bold. 
The league you afk I offer, as your right : 

And when to-morrow”'s ſun reveals the light, 
With ſwift ſupplies you ſhall be ſent away 
Now celebrate, with us, this folemn day; 
Whoſe holy rites admit no long delay. 
Honour our annual feaſt ; and take your feat 
With friendly welcome, at a homely treat. 
Thus having ſaid, the bowls (remov'd tor TY N 
[ke youths replac'd ; and foon reſtor*d the cueet- 
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On ſods of turf he ſet the ſoldiers round; 
A maple throne, rais'd higher from the ground, 
Receiv d the Trojan chief: and o'er the bed, 
A lion's ſhaggy hide for ornament they ſpread. 
The loaves were ſerv'd in caniſters, the wine 
In bowls, the prieſt renew*d the rites divine: 
Broil'd entrails are their food ; and beefs con- 
tinued chine. 
But, when the rage of hunger was repreſs'd, 
Thus ſpoke Evander to his royal guelt : 
Theſe rites, theſe altars, and this feaſt, O king, 
From no vain fears, or ſuperſtition, ſpring ; 
Or blind devotion, or from blinder chance ; 
Ur heady zeal, or brutal ignorance * 
But ſav'd from danger, with a grateful ſenſe, 
The labours of a god we recompenſe. 
See, from afar, yon rock that mates the ſky, 
About whoſe feet ſuch heaps of rubbiſh lie: 
Such indigeſted ruin; bleak and bare, 
How deſert now it ſtands, expos'd in air 
'Twas once a robber's den, inclos'd around 
With living ſtone, and deep beneath the ground. 
The monſter Cacus, more than half a beaſt, 
Tus hold, impervious to the ſun, poſſeſs'd. 
The pavement ever foul with human gore; 
Heads, and their mangled members, hung the door. 
Vulcan this plague begot : and, like his fire, 
Black clouds he belch'd, and flakes of livid fire, 
Time, long expected, eas'd us of our load: 
And brought the needſul preſence of a god. 
Th avenging force of Hercules, from Spain, 
Arriv'd in triumph, from Geryen ſlain ; 
Thrice liv*d the giant, and thrice liv'd in vain. 
His prize, the lowing herds, Alcides drove 
Near Tiber's bank, to graze the ſhady grove. 
Allur'd with hope of plunder, and intent 
By force to rob, by fraud to circumvent. 
The brutal Cacus, as by chance they ſtray'd, 
Four oxen thence, and four fair kine convey'd : 
And, leſt the printed footſteps might be ſeen 
He dragg'd them backwards to his rocky den: 
The tracts averſe, a lying notice gave, 
and led the ſearcher backward from the cave : 
Mean time the herdſman hero ſhifts his place, 
To find freſh paſture, and untrodden grafs : 
The beaſts, who miſs'd their mates, fill'd all 
around 
With bellowings, and the rocks reſtor'd the ſound. 
Une heifer, who had heard her love complain, 
oa d from the cave, and made the project vain. 
Aicides found the fraud: with rage he ſhock, 
And tofs'd about his head his knotted oak. 
Wit as the winds, or Scythians arrows flight, 
Heclomb, with eager haſte, th' atrial height? 
Then firſt we ſaw the monſter mend his pace : 
Fear in his eyes, and paleneſs in his face, 
Confels'd the god's approach: trembling he ſprings 
4 terror had increas'd his feet with wings: 
Nor ſta od for ſtairs; but down the depth he threw 
His body ; on his back the door he drew. 
* 09 door, a rib of living rock; with pains 


5 father hew'd- it out, and bound with iron 


chains, 
* broke the heavy links : the mountain clos'd, 
= bars and levers to his foe oppos'd. 
„ Yretch had hardly made his dungeon faſt 3 
de tierce ayenger came with Lounding haſte : 
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Survey'd the mouth of the forbidden hold; 

And here and there his raging eyes he roll'd. 

He gnath'd his teeth; and thrice he compaſs'd 
round 

With winged ſpeed, the circuit of the ground. 

| Thrice at the cavern's mouth he pull'd in vain, 

And, panting, thrice defifted from his pain. 

A pointed flint; rock, all bare, and black, 

Grew gibbous om behind the mountain's back: 

Owls, ravens, 1! i omens of the night, 

Here built their reits, and hither winged their 
Hight. 7 

The leaning hend hung threatening o'er the flood, 

And nodded to the left : the hero ſtood 

Averſe, with planted feet, and, from the right, 

Tugg'd at the folid ſtone with all his might. 

Thus heav'd, the fix'd foundations of the rock 

Gave way: heaven echo'd at the rattling ſhock. 

| Tumbling it chok'd the flood: on either fide 

The, banks leap backward, and the ſtreams divide: 

The ſky ſhrunk upward with unuſual dreac 3 

Ard trembling Tiber div'd bencath his bed. 

The court of Cacus ſtands reveal'd to fight 3 

The cavern glares with new admitted light. 

So pent the vapours with a rumbling ſound 

Heave from below, and rend the hollow ground: 

A founding da ſucceeds: and, from on high, 

The gods with hate beheld the nether ſky : 

The ghoſts repine at violated night, 

And curſe th* invading ſun, and ſicken at the 

| ſigut. ; 

The graceleſs monſter, caught in open day, 

| Inclos*d, and in deſpair to fry away, 

Howls horrible from underneath, and fills 

His hollow palace with unmanly yells. 

| The hero ſtands above; and from afar 

| Plies him with darts, and tones, and diſtant war, 

He, from his noſtrils and huge mouth, expires 

Black clouds of ſmoke, amidſt his father's fires. 

| Gathering, with each repeated blaſt, the night: 

| To make uncertain aim, and erring fight. 

| The wrathful god then plunges from above, 

| And where in thickeſt waves the ſparkles drove, 

There lights ; and wades through fumes, and gropes 
his way : 

Half fing'd, half ſtifled, till he graſp'd his prey. 

[he monſter, ſpewing fruitleſs flames, he found ; 

He ſqueez'd his throat, he writh'd his neck 
around, 

And in a knot his crippled members hound. 

Then, from their ſockets, tore his burning eyes ; 

Roll'd on a heap the breathleſs robber lies. 

| The doors, unbarr'd, receive the ruſhing day, 

And thorough lights diſcloſe the raviſh'd prey. 

The bulls redeem'd, breathe open air again: 

Next, by the feet, they drag him from his den. 

| The wondering neighbourhood, with glad ſur- 
prize, 

Reheld his ſnagged breaſt, his giant ſize, 

His mouth that flames no more, and his extin- 
guiſh*d eyes. . 

From that auſpicious day, with rites divine, 

We worſhip at the hero's holy ſhrine. 

Potitivs firſt ordain'd theſe annual vows, 

As prieſts, were added the Pinarian houſe: 

Who rais'd this altar in the ſacred ſhace, 

Where honours, ever due, for ever ſhall be 
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For theſe deſerts, and this high virtue ſhown, | 

Ye warlike youths, your heads with garlands' 
ctown. 

Fill high the goblets with a ſparkling flood : 

And, with deep draughts, invoke our common god 

This faid, a double wreath Evander twir'd ; 

And poplars, black and white, his temples bind. 

Then brims his ample bowl: with like ct ſign 

The reſt invoke the god, with ſprinkled wine, 

Mean time the ſun deſcended from the ſkies 3 

And the bright evening- ſtar began to riſe. 

And now the prieſts, Potitius at their head, 

In ſkins of beaſts invo!v'd, the long proceMon led: 

Held high the flaming tapers in their hands, 

As cuſtom had preſcribed their holy bar ds: 

Then with a ſecond courſe the tables load; 

And with full chargers offer to the god. 

The Salli ting, and cenſe his altars round 

With Saban ſmoke; their heads with poplar bound. 

One choir of old, another of the young; 

To dance, and bear the burden of the ſong. 

The lay records the labour, and the praiſe, 


POEM S. 


The men, difpers'd on hills, to towns he brought; 
and laws ordain'd, and civil cuſtoms taught: 


And Latium call'd the land where ſafe he lay 


From his unduteous ſon, and his uſurping ſway, 
With his mild empire peace and plenty came : 
And hence the golden times deriv'd their name. 
A more degenerate and diſcolour'd age 
Succeeded this, with avarice and rage. 
Th' Auſonians, then, and bold Sicanians came; 
And Saturn's empire often chang'd the name, 
Then kings, gigantic Fibris, and the reſt, 
With arbitrary ſway, the land opprets'd. 
For Tiber's flood was Albula beiore; 
Till, from the tyrant's fate, his name it hore. 
L laſt arriv'd, driv'n from my native home, 
Ry fortune's power, and fate's refiftleſs doom. 
Long toſs'd on ſeas, I ſought this happy land: 
Warn'd by my mother nymph, and call'd by hea- 
ven's command. 

Thus, walking on, he ſpoke : and ſhew'd the gate» 
Since call'd Carmental by the Roman ſtate ; 
V here ſtood an altar, ſacred to the name 


And all th' immortal acts of Hercules. 


The ſerpents itrangled with his infant hands. 

Then, as in years and matchlefs force te grew, 
Th' Oechalian walls, and Trojan overthrew. 
Beſides a thouſand hazards they relate, 

Procur'd by June's, and Euriſtheus' hate, 

Thy hands, unconquer'd hero, coul ſubdue 

The cioud-born Centaurs, ard the monſter crew. 
Nor thy reſiſtleſs arm the bull withſtood : 

Nor he the roaring terror of the wood. 

The triple porter of tie Stygian ſeat, 

With lolling tongue, lay fawning at thy feet: Q 
And, ſeiz'd with fear, torgot thy mangled meat. 9 
Th' infernal waters tremble at the fight; 
Thee, god, no face of danger could aftright ; 
Not huge Typhœeus, nor th* unnumber'd ſnake, 
ing eas'd with hiffing heads, in Lerna's lake. 

Hal Jove's undoubtgd fon ! an added grace 

To heaven, and the great author of thy race, 
Receive the grateful offerings, which we,pay, 

And ſmile propitious on thy folemn day. 

In numbers, thus, they ſung: above the reſt, 

The den, and death of Cacus crown the feaſt. 
The woods to hollow vales canvey the found ; 

The vales to hills, and hills the notes rebound. 
The rites perform'd, the chearſul train retite. 
Betwixt young Pallas, and his aged firc 

The Trojan paſs'd, the city to ſurvey ; 

And plcafing talk beguil'd the tedious way. 

The itranger caſt around his curious yes: 

New ohjects viewing (till, with ne; ſurprize, 
With greedy joy enquires of various things: 

And acts and monuments of ancient kings. 

Then thus the fourder of the Roman tewers : 
4 woods wie firſt the ſeat of ſylvan powers, 
Of nymphs zud fawns, and favage men, ho tool 
Their birth from trunks of trees and 
oak. 

Yor law they knew, nor manrers, nor the care 

Ot labouring oxen, nor the ſhining tare : 
Nor arts of gain, nor what they raig'd to ſpare. 5 
Their ex+1ciſs the chaſe: the running food 
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Of old Carmenta, the prophetic dame: 
Who to her fon foretold th* Hthenean race, 
Sublime in fame, and Rome's imperial place. 
Then ſhews the foreſt, which in aſter-times, 
Fierce Romulus, for perpetrated crimes, 

A ſacred refuge made : with this, the ſhrine 
Where Pan below the rocks had rites divine. 
Then tells of Argus' death, his murder'd gueſt, 
Whoſe grave and tomb his innocence atteſt. 
hence, to the ſteep Tarpeian 10ck he leads; 

Now roof'd with gold; then thateh'd with homely 
reeds. 

A reverend fear (ſuch ſuperſtition reigns 

Among the rude) ev'n then poſſeſo'd the ſwains. 

Some god they knew, what god they could not tell, 

Did there amidit the ſacred horror dwell, ; 

Th Arcadians thought him Jove; and ſaid they {aw 
The mighty thunderer with majeſtic awe; 
| Who ſhook his ſhield, and dealt his bolts around ; 

And icatter*d rempeits on the teeming ground. 

I hen ſaw two heaps of ruins; once they ſtood 
uo ſtately towns, on either ſide the flood. 
Saturnia's and Janicula's remains: ? 

And either place the founder's name retains. 

Diſcourſing thus together, they reſort 

Where poor Evander kept his country court. 

They view'd the ground of Rome's litie ous hal, 

Once oxen low'd, where now the lawyers baw! 


preſ:'d, 
When thus the king addreſs'd his Trojan gueſt: 
Mean as it is, this palace, and this door, 
Received Alcides, then a conqueror. 
are to he poor: accept our homely food 
| Which feaſted him; and emulate a god. 
Ihen underneath a lowly roof he led 
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e croel fate conſpir'd with Grecian powers, 


70 erel with the ground the Trojan towers; 
Ia d not aid thi unhappy to re ſtore; 

ra the fuccour of thy ſkill implore z 
„ ure'd the labours of my lord in vain, 
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a finking empire longer to ſuſtain. 
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ven much ow?*d to Priam's houſe; and more 


meer of Eneas did deplore. 
row, by love's command, and fate 
Keri: is doom'd to reign in Italy; 
With humble ſuit 1 beg thy needful art, 
il vropitious power that rules my heart 
mother kneels a ſuppliant for her ſon : 
an Aurora thou wert won 
let impenetrable ſhields; and grace, 
fated arms, a leſs illuſtrious race. 
Gold, what hauglity nations are combin'd 
nit the relicks of the Phrygian kind: 
and {vord my people to deſtroy ; 
conquer Venus twice, 


ther uncefolving huſband threw 
*embraces ſoon infuſe deſtire: 


the go head feels the wonted fire. 
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d art you might command, 
ſor Troy ; 
their empire to fo hort a date: 
row cehre new wars to wage, 
miſe, and my pains engage. 
witng metals can confpire, 
pellows, or the forming fire, 
your arXx:0us tears remove: 
no taſk is 4:23cult to love. 
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; and firaight her arms, of ſnowy hue, 
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Hither, the father of the fire, by night, 

Through the brown air precipitates his flight. 

On their eternal anvils here he found 

The brethren beating, and the blows go round: 

A load of pointl-ſs thunder now there lies: 

Before their hands, to ripen for the ſkies : 

Theſe darts for angry love they daily caft 

Conſum'd on mortals with prodigious waſte. 

Three wrays of writhin rain, of fire three more, 
Of winged ſouthern winds, and cloudy itore 

As many parts, the dreadful mixture frame: 

And fears are added, and avenging flame. 

Inferior miniſters for Mars repair 

His broken axle-trees and blunted war: 

And ſend him forth again with furniſh'd arms, 

To wake the lazy war, with trumpets loud alarms. 

The reſt refreſh the fcaly ſnakes that fold 

The ſhield of Pallas. and renew their gold. 

Full on the creſt the Gorgon's head they place, 

With eyes that roll in death, and with diſtorted face. 
My ſons, ſaid Vulcan, ſet your taſks aſide; 

Your ſtrength, and matter-(xill, muſt now be try'd. 

Arms for a hero forge : arms that require 

Your force, your ſpeed, and all your forming fre. 

He faid : they ſet their former work aſide, 

And their new toils with eager haſte divide 

4. flood of molten ſilver, braſs, and gold, 

And deadiy ſteel in the large furnace roll d; 

Of this their artful hands a ſhield prepare; 

Alone ſufficient to fu (ain the war. 

|Seve even orbs within a ſpacious round they cloſe ! 

On 8 rs the fire, and one the bellows blows, 

| The hi —_ ſteel is in the ſmithy drown'd ; 

Es lic grot with beaten anvils groans around. 

By turns their arms advance, in equal time: 


Zy turns their hands deſcend, and hammers clume. 
They turn the glowing maſs with crooked tongs : 
[he ficry work proceeds with ruiticongs. 

While, at the Lemnian god's command, they urge 
Their labours thus, and ply th' Mohan forge, 

The chearful morn ſalutes Evander's eyes; 

and ſongs of chirping birds invite to riſe. 

He leaves his lowly bed; his buſkins meet 

Above his ancles ; ſandals heath his feet * 

He ſets his truity ſword upon his fide ; 

A nd o'er his (ſhoulder throws a panther's hide, 

wo menial dogs before their maſter preſs'd: 

nus clad, and guarded thus, he ſeeks his kingly guelt, 
Mindful of promis'd aid, he mends his pace 

But meets E. eas in the middle ſpace. 

Voung Pallas did his father's ſteps attend; 

And true Achates waited on his iriend. 

IJ hey join their hands: a ſecret feat they chooſe ; 
[TH Arcadian firſt the: r former talk renews. 
| 


'nd ae prince, I never can believe 

an empire loſt, while you furvive. 
[Onda ind th? afliſtance of a faithful friend: 
But teeble arc the ſuccours | can ſend. 

Our narrow dons, ere the Tiber bounds ; 

| That other fide the Daran ſtate ſurrounds ; 
Inſults our wn and waſtes our fruittul grounds. 
But migiity nations I prepare to join 

Their arms with yours, and aid your juſt defign. 
by ou come, 25 by your better genius ſent ; 
And fortune ſcems to favour your intent. 
Not far from hence ther: fi; nas a ily town, 
O ancient building and of {: ig! tenen; 
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Torn from the Tuſcans by the Lydian race; 
Who gave the name of Cære to the place 

Once Agyllina call'd: it flouriſh'd long 

In pride of wealth, and warlike people ſtrong : 
Till curs'd Mezentius, in a fatal hour, 

Aſſum'd the crown, with arbitrary power 
What words can paint thoſe execrable times; 
The ſubjects ſufferings, and the tyrant's crimes 
That blood, thoſe murdets, O ye gods! replace 
On his own head, and on his impious race : 
The living and the dead, at his command 

Were coupled, face to face, and hand ro hand: 
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Thrice forky lightning flaſh'd along the ſky, 
And Tyrrhene trumpets thrice were heard on high, 
Then, gazing up, repeated peals they hear : 
And, in a heaven ſerene, reſulgent arms appear ; 
Reddening the ſkies, and glittering all around, 
The temper*d metals clach, and yield a filver ſound. 
The reſt ſtood trembling, ſtruck with awe divine, 
neas only conſcious to the ſign, 

; Preſag'd th" event; and joyful view'd, above, 

| Th* accompliſh'd promiſe of the queen of love. 

| Then, to tl Arcadian king: This prodigy 

| (Diſmiſs your fear) belongs alone to me. 


Till, chok'd with ſtench, in loath'd embraces ty*d, | Heaven ca!!s me to the war: th expected fign 


The lingering wretches pin'd away and dy'd. 
Thus plung'd in ills, and meditating more: 
The people's paticnce try'd, no longer bore 

The raging monſter: but with arms beſct 

His houſe, and vengeance and deſtruction threat. 
They fire his palace; while the flame aſcends, 
They force his guards, and exc( cute his friends. 


He cleaves the crowd ; and, favour'd by the night, 


To Turnus' friendly court direQs his flight. 
By juſt revenge the Tuſcans ſet on tire, 
With arms their king to puniſhment require : 


Their numerous troops, now muſter'd on the ſtrand, 


My counſel ſhall ſubmit to your command. 
Their navy ſwarms upon the coaſt : they cry 
To hoiſt their anchors ; but the gods deny. 
An ancient augur ſkill d in future fate, 


With thoſe foreboding words reſtrains their hate: 


Ye brave in arms, ye Lydian blood, the flower 
Of Tuſcan youth, and choice of all their power, 
Whom guſt revenge againſt Mezcntius arms, 
To ſeek your tyrant's death by lawful arms; 
Know this; no native of our land may lead 
This powerful people: ſeek a foreign head. 


Is given of promis'd aids, and arms divine, 

My goddeſs. mother, whoſe indulgent care 
Foreſaw the dangers of the growing war, 

This Omen gave; when bright Vulcanian arms, 
Fated from force of ſteel by Stygran charms, 
(Suſpended, ſhone on high: ſhe then foreſhow'd 
| Approaching fights, and fields to float in blood, 
Turnus ſhall dearly pay for faith forſworn: 
And corpſe and ſwords, and ſhields on Tiber borne, 
Shall choke his flood: now ſound the loud alarms, 
And Latian troops prepare your perjur'd arms. 
He ſaid, and, riſing from his homely throne, 
The ſolemn rites of Hercules begun: 

And on his altars wak'd the fleeping fires : 
Ihen cheartul to his houſhould gods retires. 
There offers choſen ſleep: th' Arcadian king 
And Trojan youth the ſame oblations bring. 
Next of his men, and ſhips, he makes review, 
Draws out the beſt and ableit of the crew. 
{Down with the falling ſtream the refuſe run, 
Jo raiſe with joytul news his drooping ſon. 
Steeds are prepar'd to mount the 'I':0jan band, 
Who wait their leader to the 'Tyrrhene land. 


Aw'd with theſe words, in camps they ſtill abide; 3 ſprightly courſer, fairer than the reſt, 
And wait, with longing loow', their promis'd guide. Ihe king himſelf preſents hisæoyal gueſt. 


Torchan, the Tuſcan chief, to me has ſent 
Their crown, and cvery regal ornament : 

The people join their own with his dcti:e; 
And all their conduct, as their king, require 
But the chiil blood that creeps witliin my veins, 
And age, and liſtleſs limbs unfit for pains, 
And a ſoul conſcious of its own decay. 

Have forc'd me to wgfuſe imperial ſway. 

My Pallas were more. fit to mount tl throne ; 
And ſhould, but he's a Sabine mother's ſon ; 
And half a native: but in you combine 

A rnanly vigour, and a foreign line. 

Where fate and ſmiling fortune ſhew the way, 
Purſue the ready path to ſovereign ſway. 

The ſtaff of my declining age, my ſon, 

dhall make vour good or ill ſucceſs his own, 

In fighting fields from you ſhall learn to dare: 
And ſerve the hard apprenticeſhip of war. 


Your matchleſs courage and your conduct view z 


And early in all begin admire and copy you. 
Refides, two hundred horſe he ſhall command : 
Though few, a warlike and well-choſen band. 
Theſe in my name arc liſted: and my ſon 

As many more has added in his own. 

Scarce had ke ſaid: Achates and his gueſt, 
With down-calt eyes, their fiient grief expreſt: 
Who, mort of fuccours, and in deep deſpair, 
ook at the diſmal proſpect of the war. 

ut his bright mother, from a breaking cloud, 
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To clicar her itfuc, thunder'd thrice aloud, 


A lion's hide his back and linibs infold, 
precious with ſtudded works, and paws of gold. 
Fame through the little city ſpreads aloud 
n' intended march, amid the fearful crowd: 
Ihe matrons beat their breaſts ; diſſolve in tears; 
And double their devotion in their fears. 

Ihe war at hand appears with more affright: 
And riſes every moment to the ſight. 

Then, old Evander, with a cloſe embrace, 


Strain'd his departing friend; and tears o'erflow 1.5 
ö 


face. 


N guth te-! 
Would heaven, ſaid he, my ſtrength and youth re | 


call, 
[Such as I was beneath Preneſte's wall, | 
Ihen when 1 made the foremoſt foes retire, 
| And ſet whole heaps of conquer'd ſhields on fire; 
[When Herilus in fngle fight I flew, 
Whom with three lives Feronia did endue : 
And thrice I ſent him to the Stygian ſhore; 
Till the laſt ebbing ſoul return'd no more : 
Such if I ſtood renew'd, not theſe alarms, 2 
Nor death, ſhould rend me from my Pallas“ arms: 
Nor proud Mezentius thus unpunith'd N 
His rapes and murders on the Puſcan coaſt. 
Ye gods! and mighty Jove, in pity bring 
Relief, and hear a father, and a King. 
1 late anc you reſerve thoſe eyes to ſee 
My ſon return with peace and victory; P 
If the lov'd boy ſhall bleſs his father s fig t 
it we ſhall meet again with more delight; 


Then draw 
In hopes of 
But it your 
Have doom 
Thas, O th. 
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(hen draw my life in length, let me ſuſtain, 
In hopes of his embrace, the worſt of pain. 
det it your hard decrees, which, O I dread, 
Hive doom'd to death his undeſerving head, 
This, O this very moment let me dic; 
While hopes and fears in equal balance lie. 
While yet pofſeſt of all his youthful charms, 
| ftrain him cloſe within theſe aged arms: 
Beſore that fatal news my ſoul ſhall wound! 
Hz = and ſwooning, ſunk upon the ground: 
His fervants bore him off; and ſoftly laid 
n h'd limbs upon his homely bed. 
The horſemen march; the gates are open'd wide; 
Eneas at their head, Achates by his fide, 
Next thefe the Trojan leaders rode along, 
Lall, follows in the rear, th' Arcadian throng. 
Neun Pallas ſhone confpicuous o'er the reſt ; 
ded his arms, embroider*d was his veſt. 
v, from the ſeas, exerts his radiant hea 
Tie ſtar, by whom the lights of heaven are led; 
Wakes from his roſy locks the pearly dews; 

)ipels the darkneſs, and the day renews. 
Vie trembling wives, the walls and turrets crowd; 
in i follow, with their eyes, the duſty cloud: 
4 winds diſperſe by fits; and ſhew from far 
ll blaze of arms, and ſhields, and ſhining war. 
e cops, drawn up in beautiful array, 
Ver healthy pla ins purſue the ready way. 
\epenttd peals of ſhouts are heard around: 
ale neighing courſers anſwer to the found ; 

ſake with horny hoofs the ſolid ground. 

a greenwood ſhade, for long religion known, 
Man's by the ſtreams that waſh the Tuſcan town; 

dompaſs'd round with gloomy hills above, 
n a holy horror to the grove. 

b:it inhabitants, of Grecian blood, 

cred foreſt to Sylv anus vow 0; 


1 on his 1 day. 
oo lar tom hence, aloi-g the river*s fide, 
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Both ample, flaming both, and beamy bringht: 


So ſhincs a cloud, when edg'd with adverſe light. 

He ſhakes the pointed ſpear: and longs to try 

The plaited cuiſhes on his manly thigh : 

Hut moſt admires the ſhield's myſterious mould, 

And Roman triumphs riſing on the gold. 

For theſe, emboſo' d, the heavenly ſmith had wrought 

(Not in the rolls of future time untaught} 

The wars in order, and the race divine 

Of warriors, iſſuing from the julian line. 

he cave of Mars was dteſs'd with molly greens: 

| here, by the wolf, were laid the martial twins: 

Intrepid on her ſwelling dugs they hung ; 

The toiter-dam loll'd out her fawning tongue: 

They ſuck'd ſecure, while bending back her head, 

She lick'd their tender limbs; and form'd them as 
they fed. 

Not far from hence new Rome appears, with games 

Projected for the rape of Sabine dames. 

The pit reſounds with ſhrieks: a war ſucceeds, 

For breach of public faith, and unexampled deeds. 

Here for revenge the Sabine troops contend: 

The Romans there with arms the prey defend. 

Weary*d with tedious war, at length they ceaſe; 

And both the kings and kingdoms plight the peace. 

The friendly chiefs, before Jove's altar ſtand 

Both arm'd, with each a charger in his hand: 

A fatted ſow for ſacrifice is led 

With imprecations on the perjur'd head. 

Near this the traitcr Metius, ſtretch'd between 

Four fiery ſteeds, is dragg'd along the green; 

By Tullus' doom: the brambles drink his blood; 

And his torn limbs are left, the vultures? food. 

There Perſenna to Rome proud 'T arquin brings; 

And would by force reſtore the baniſh'd kings. 

One tyrant for his tcllow-tyrant fights ; 

The Roman youth aſſert their native rights. 

Before the town the Tuſcan army lies: 

To win by famine, or by fraud ſurprize. 

Their king, half-threatening, half diſdaining ſtood 2 


[ecure, the Tuſcan troops abide ! 
non led. Now, from a riting ground, 
 ( caſt his w ondering eyes around; 
e Tyrrhene ory had m fight, 
Reh'd on n the pa ious plains from left to right. 
er | irlike train the Trojan led: 
his men, and weary horſes fed. 
an. time the mother-goddeſs, crown'd with 


| charms, 

ens through the clouds, and brings the ſated 
| arms, 

* Wiadine vale ſhe 4 her ſon, 

TR 1ver's hanks, retir d alone. : 

11 er heavenly torm without diſguiſe, 

be. ves her i to his defiring eyes. 


1 et laid, perſorm'd in every part, 

\ Pemiſe made; and Vulcan's labour'd art. 
cure, the Latian enemy 

ty Turnus to the field dety. 
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=; and having firſt her ſon embrac'd, 
ue In a. * „ * - . 

* . X ; 4 death an oak ſhe plac'd. 
4 uc 0; ti 8 A 

dp. he roll'd his greedy fight 


an 1 ok, and gaz'd with vaſt delight. 
aT 177 e tow 


„ he poiſes, and admires 

eſted Th that vomits radiant fires : 

ral word and corſlet hold: 

mper'd Reel, one ſtiff with gold. 
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While Cocles broke the bridge; and ſtemm'd the 
flood. 


The captive maids there tempt the raging tide : 


Spac'd from their chains, with Clelia for their guide. 
High on a rock heroic Manlius ſtood ; 

To guad the temple, and the temple's god. 

Then Room was poor; and there you might behold 

Fhe palace thatch'd with ſtraw, now roof'd with 

gold. 

The filver gooſe before the ſhining gate 

There flew ; and, by her cackle, ſav'd the ſtate. 

She told the Gauls approgel. th approaching Gauß, 

Obſcure in night, aſcend, and ſeize the Walls. 

The gold, difembled w ell their golden hair: 

And golden chains on their white necks they wear. 

Gold are their veſts: long Alpine ſpears they wield; 

And their left arm ſuſtains a length of ſhield. 

Hard by, the leaping Salian prieſts advance: 

And naked through the ſtreets the mad Luperci dance 

In caps of wool. The targets dropt om heaven: 

Here modeſt matrons in ſoſt litters driven, 

To pay their vows in folemn pomp appear: 

And odorous gums in their chaſte hands they bear. 

Far hence remov*d, the Stygian ſeats are ſeen: 

Pains of the damn'd, and punith'd Cataline: 

Hung on a rock the traitor : and around 

The ſuries hiffing from the nether ground 
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Apart from theſe the happy ſouls he draws, 
And Cato's holy e hoſt diſpenſing laws. 
Betwixt,the quarters flows à golden ſea: 
But toaming furges, there, in filver play. 
The dancing dolphins, with their tails, divide 
The glittering waves, and cut the precious tide. 
Amid the main, two mighty fleets engage 
Their braze:! beaks oppos'd with equal rage. 
Actium ſurveys the well- diſputed prize: 
Leucate's watery plain with foamy billows fries. 
Young Cæſar on the ſtern, in armour bright, 
Here leads the Romans and their gods to fight: 
His beamy templss ſhoot their flames afar ; 
And o'er his head is hung the Julian ſtar. 
Agrippa ſeconds him, with proſperous gales; 
And, with propitious gods, his foes aſſails. 
A naval crown, that binds his manly brows, 
The happy fortune of the fight ſoreſhows. 
Rang'd on the line oppos'd, Antonius brings 
Barbarian aids, and troops of eaſtern kings. 


Th' Arabians near, and Bactrians from afar, , 


Of tongues diſcordant, and a mingled war. 

And, rich in gaudy robes, amidſt the ſtrife, 

His ill fate follows him; th* Egyptian wife. 

Moving they fight: with oars, and forky prows, 

The froth is gather*d ; and the water glows. 

It ſeems as if the Cyclades again 

Were rooted up, and juſtled in the main; 

Or floating mountains, floating mountains meet; 

Such is the fierce encounter of the fleet. 

Fire. balls are thrown ; and pointed javelins fly: 

The fields of Neptune take a purple dye. 

The queen herfelf, amidſt the loud alarms, 

With cymbals toſs'd her fainting ſoldiers warms. 

Fool as ſhe was; who had not yet divin'd 

Her cruel fate; nor ſaw the ſnakes behind. 

Her country gods, the monſters of the (ky, 

Great Neptune, Pallas, and love's queen, defy. 

The dog Anubis barks, but barks in vain ; 

Nor longer dares oppoſe th* zthereal train. 

Mars, in the middle of the ſhining ſhield 

ts grav'd, and ſtrides along the liquid field. 

The dire ſouſe from heaven, with ſwift deſcent : 

And diſcord, dy'd in blood, with garments rent, 

Divices the peace: her ſteps Bellona treads, 

And ſhakes her iron rod above their heads. 

This ſeen, Apollo, from his Actian height, 

Pours down his Arrows: at whoſe winged flight 

The trembling Indians and Egyptians yield: 

And ſoft Sabzans quit the watery field. 

The fatal miſtreſs hoiſts her filken fails : 

And, ſhrinking from the fight, invokes the gales. 

Aghaſt ſhe looks; and heaves her breaft for breath: 

Panting, and pale with tear of future death. 

The god had figur'd her, as driven along 

By winds and waves, and ſcudding through the 
throng. 

Juſt oppoſite, ſad Nilus opens wide 

His arms, and ample boſom, to the tide, 

And ſpreads his mantle o'er the winding coaſt; 

In which he wraps his queen, and hides the flying 
hoſt 

The victor, to the god his thanks expreſs'd: 

And Rome triumphant, with his preſence bleſs'd, 

Three hundred temples in the town he plac'd; 

With ſpoils and altars every temple grac'd, 
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Three ſhining nights, and three fucceeding days, * 3 
The fields reſound with ſhouts, the ſtreets with : - 
praiſe, * 
The domes with ſongs, the theatres with plays. 4 . . 
All altars flames: before each altar lies, ; N 
Drench'd in his gore, the deſtin'd ſacrifice, 1 
Great Cæſar ſits ſublime upon his tiuone; i pr 
Before Apollo's porch, of Parian ſtone: <p * f 
Accepts the preſents vow'd for victory; 3 <2 
And hangs the monumental crown on high. MY 
Vaſt crowds of vanquiſh'd nations march along, * 
Various in arms, in habit, and in tongue. ind folle 
Here Mulciber aſſigns the proper place Two ; 
For Carians, and th' ungirt Numidian race; 3 _ 
Then ranks the Thracians in the ſecond row; Ig. 
And Scythians, expert in the dart and bow. 5 
And here the tam'd Euphrates humbly glides: cd load 
And there the Rhine ſubmits her ſwelling tides, * N 
Aud proud Araxes, whom no bridge could bind, gies 
The Danes* unconquer'd offspring march behind; bell hoe 
And Morini, the laſt of human kind e 
Theſe figures, on the ſhield divinely wrought, a. e 
By Vulcan labour'd, and by Venus brought, SH 
With joy and wonder fill the hero's thought, $4 
Unknown the names, he yet admires the grace; 3 
And bears aloft the fame and fortune ot his race ts ebb 
Tro) 
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Turnus takes advantage of Eneas's abſence, fre: 4 A pje-bal 
of his flips ( which are transformed mio ſea -. fs helm 
and aſſaults is camp. The Trojans, requced . | 
(aff extremities, ſend Niſus ard Eur yaius bw | "iu Wer 
Hueas; which furniſhes the port with har 35S an unexp 
rable epiſode of their friend/Aip, genereſiy, 63 (there, 
concluſion of their adventures. His leader 
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HILE theſe affairs in diſtant places paſs d, Pa 
The various Iris Juno ſends wit! hatte, behind 7h. 
To find bold Turnus, who, with anxious thought b | yk . 
The ſecret thade of his great grandfire lougiit. $ And fone 
Retir'd alone ſhe found the daring man : 4 © 10am + 
And op'd her roſy lips, and thus began: : Wet wiel 
hat none of all the gods could grant thy my Fe how]; « 
That, Turnus, this auſpicious day beltows © | Ris enaihin 
Aneas, gone to ſeek th* Arcadian prince, ind, impe 
Has leſt the Trojan camp without defence: 8 1 in his difte 
And, ſhort of ſuccours there, employs his pain The mothe 
In parts remote to raiſe the Tuſcan ſwains: Securely 
range 
: „ with 
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You ſnatch an hour that favours thy deſigns, 
tc thy forces, and attack their lines. 
"is faid, on equal wings ſhe pois'd her "EY 
2  form'd a radiant rainbow in her flię 
Ihe Daunian hero lifts his hands and cycs, 
thus invokes the goddeſs as ſhe flies: 
the grace of heaven, what power divine 
Ys ſent thee down, through duſky clouds to ſhine ? 
dee they divide] immortal day appears; 
and glittering planets dancing in their ſpheres ! 
With joy, thoſe happy omens I obey ; 
{nd toliow to the war, the god that leads the way. 
Thus having faid, as by the brook he ſtood, 
ge ſcoop'd the water from the cryſtal flood; 
hen, with his hands, the drops to heaven he 
guess. 
au loads the ers above with offer'd vows 
Now er the hold confederates through the 
plain; 
ell hors'd, well clad, a rich and ſhining train: 
Metfapus leads the van; and in the rear, 
he ſons of TI 'yrrheus in bright arms appear, 
the main battle, with his ff: aming creit, 
ne mighty Turnus towers above the reſt : 
ent they move; majeſtically Now, 


e ebbing Nile, or Ganges in his flow. 
[he Trojans view the dui y cloud from far; 
ind the dark menace of the diſtant war, | 
tom the rampire ſaw it rife, 
Kening the fields, and thicken 18 F through the 


InItT5, 
1, to his fellows, thus aloud hc calls: 
olling clouds, my trien« ls » appro: ich the walls ? 
„ arm, and man the works: prepare your ſpears| 
nd pointed darts ; the Latian h 10!t appears! 
s warn'd, they ſhut their gates; with ſhouts 
aſcend | 
the bulwarks, and, ſecure, their ſoes attend. 
07 their wife general, with foreſceing care, 
aa charg d them, not to tempt the doubtful war: 
gh provo'.'d, in open fields advance; 
but clole within their lines attend their ch: ance : a 
wi ung, yet they keep the ſtrict command; 
© fourly wait in arms the hoſtile band. 
*hery Turnus flew before the reſt, 
e-ball'd ſieed of Thracian ſtrain he preſs'd ; 


helm of matſy gold; and crimſon was "* | 
' 
creſt, 
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| Surveys each paſſage with a Lr ſight; 

| To force his ſoes in equal field to fight. 

| Thus, while he gazes round, at length he ſpies 
Where, fenc'd with ſtrong redoubts, their navy lies; 
Cloſe underneath the walls: the waſhing tide 
Secures from all approach this weaker ſide 

He takes the wiſh'd occafion ; fills his hand 

With ready fires, and ſhakes a flaming brand: 
Urgz'd by his preſence, every ſoul is warm'd, 

und every hand with kindled fire is arm'd. 

From the fir'd pines the ſcattering ſparkles fly; 
Fat vapours mix'd with flames involve the ſky. 
What power, O Muſes, could avert the flame 
Which threaten'd, in the fleet, the Trojan name 
Fell: for the faQ, through length of time obſcure, 
is hard to faith ; yet thall the fame endure. 

'Tis ſaid that, when the chief prepar'd his flight, 
\nd ſell'd his timber from Mount Ida's height, 
Ihe grandam goddeſs then approach'd her ſon, 

And with a mother's majeſty begun : 
Grant me, ſhe ſaid, tie ſole requeſt I bring, 
Since C inguer'd heaveihas own'd you for its king: 


On Ida's brovws, for agt * alt, there ſtoocd, 


With firs and maples All's d, a ſhady wood : 
And on the ſummit roſe a bored grove, 

Where I was worſhip'd with religious love 
Thefe weods, that holy grove, my long delight, 
| gave the Trojan prince to ſpeed his flight. 


Now 8! d with tear, on their behalf come; 


Let neither winds o'erſet, nor waves intomb, 
The floating foreſts of the ſacred pine; 


| But let it be their ſaſety to be mine. 


| Then thus reply'd her awful ſon ; who rolls 
The radiant ſars, and heaven and earth controls: 
| Row dare you, mother, endleſs date demand, 
For veſſels moulded by a mortal hand ? 

What then is fate? Shall bold ZEncas ride, 


Of ſafety certain, on th' uncertain tide ? 


Yet what I can, I grant: when, waſted o'er, 


Tune chief is landed on the Latian ſhore, 
Whatever ſhips eſcape the raging ſtorms, 

| At my command thall change their fading forms 
To nymphs divine ; and plow the watery way, 


{ike Dotis and the daughters of the ſea. 
Fo feal his ſacred vow, by Styx he ſwore, 


The lake with 1 quid pi itch, the dreary ſhore z 
And Phle "cthonk 3 innavicable flood, 

And the black regions of his brother god: 

He ſaid; and ſhook the ſkies with his imperial 


pected foe, he fac'd the lincs. f nod. 
_ © knere, lie (aid, in arms who brav ely dare And no- wv, at length, the number'd hours were come, 
Mis eadcr's! nonour, and his danger, ſhare; |Prefix! d by fate's irrevocable doom, 
e, pur Tring on, his brandiſh'd dart he threw, When the great mother of the gods was free 
mot war; applauding ſhouts enſue. To (x e her ſhips, and finiſh Jove's decree, 

mas d to find a daſtard race that run 'F; irſt, from the quarter of the morn, there (ſprung, 

: ad the rampires, and the battle ſhun, A light that ſing'd the heavens, and ſhot along: 
© 11593 around the camp, with rolling eyes, Then ſrom a cloud, fring'd round with golden fires, 
d Hops at every poſt 3 and every p: alfage tries. w. cre timbrels heard, and Bere cyntinan choirs : 
ns the nightly wolf about the fo!d, And laſt a voice, with more than mortal ſounds, 
ie owl for bungen ſhowers, and Riff with cold; Both hoſts, in arms oppos'd, with equal horror 
= ai or hunger, and he grins for pain; 5 * Wounds. 

ali 


7 teeth are cxercis'd in vain: 
_ 5 im pot ent of anger, finds no wa 17 
3 diſtended paws to graſp the prey. 


O Trojan race, your needleſs aid forbear 


nd know my ſhips are my peculiar care. 
With greater caſe the bold Rutulian may, 


5 9 liſten; but the bleating lambs With hiffing brands, attempt to burn the ſea, 

T7, ) Wig the dug beneath the dams. Than ſinge my ſacred pines, But you, my charge, 

" kanges eager Turnus o'er the 18 - Loos'd from your crooked anchors, launch #t 
V. 0 Cefire, and furious with diſdain: large, 


38 


1 


A 


410 


Exalted each a nymph : ſorſake the ſand, 
And ſwim the ſeas, at Cybcle's command. 
No ſooner had the goddeſs ceas'd to ſpeak, 
When lo, th' obedient ſhips their hauſers break; 
And, ſtrange to teil, like dolphins in the main, 
They plunge their prows, and dive, and ſpring again: 
As many beautcous maids the billows ſweep, 
As rode hetore tall veſſels on the deep. 
The foes, ſyr * 'd with wonder, ſtood aghaſt, 
Meſſapus curb'd his gery ccurſers haſte; 
Old Tiber roar'd ; and raifing up his head, 
Call'd hack his waters to their oozy bed. 
Turnus alone, undaunted, hore the ſhock ; 
And with theſe words his trembling troops "beſpoke : 
Theſe moniters for the Trojan's fate are meant, 
And are by ſove tor black preſages ſent. 
He takes the cowards laſt relief away; 
For fly they cannot; and, conſtrain'd to ſtay, 
Muſt vield, unfought, a bale inglorious prey. 
The liquid half of all the globe is loſt ; 
Heaven ſhuts the ſeas, and we eure the coaſt. 
Theirs is no more than that ſmall ſpot of ground, 
Which myriads of our martial men ſurround. 
Their fates I fear not; or vain oracles ; 
Twas given to Venus, they ſhould croſs the ſeas ; 
And iand fecure upon the Latian plains : 
Their promis'd hour is paſs'd, and mine remains. 
is in the fate of Turnus to deſtroy, 
With (word and fire, the faithleſs race of Troy, 
Shall ſach affronts as theſe alone inflame 
The Grecian brothers, and the Grecian name? 
My cauſe ard thus is one; a fatal rife, 
And final ruin, for a raviſh'd wife. 
Was't not enough, that, puniſh'd for the crime, 
Pity fell; but will they fall-a ſecond time? 
One \ would have thought they paid enough before, 
To curſe the coſtly ſex ; ; and durſt offend no more. 
Can they ſecurely truſt their feeble wall, 
A flight partition, a thin interval, 


Eetwixt their fate and them; when Troy, th ugh heir ſcatter'd fires ! 


built . 
By hands divine, yet, periſm'd by their guilt ? 
Lend me, for once, my friends, 


o force from out their lines theſe daſtard bands. 
Leſs than a thouſand ſhips will end this war; 
Nor Vulcan needs his fated arms prepare. 

1. e t all the Touſcans all th' Arcadians join, 

Nor theſe, nor thoſe, ſhall fruſtrate my deſign. 
Let them not fear the tre aſons of the night; 
Ine robb'd ll, the pretended flight ; 
Our onſet ſhall be made in open light. 

No wooden engine {hall their town betray, 
Fires they ſhall have around, but fires by d ay. 
No Grecian babes before their camp appear, 


Whom HeQor's arms detain'd to the tenth tardy 


vear. 
Now, fince the ſun is rolling to the weſt, 
Give me the filent night to needſul reſt: 
Reſreſh your bodies, and your arms prepare: 
The morn ſhail en the ſmall remains of War. 
The poſt of honour to Meſſapus falls, 
To keep the nightiy gvard; to watch the walls; 
To p itch the fires at diſt anche around, 
And cloſe the Trojans in their ſcanty ground. 
Trice ſeyen Rutulian c pawns ready ſtand : 
\nd twice ſeven hundred 
mand: 
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1 horſe their chiefs com- 


All clad in ſhining arms the works inveſt ; 

Each with a radiant helm, and waving creſt, 

Stretch'd at their length, they preſs the graſſ, 
ground; 

They laugh, they ing, the jolly bowls go round: 

With lights and chearful fires renew the day ; 

And paſs the wakeful night in feaſts and play. 

The Trojans, from above, their foes beheld ; 

And with arm'd legions all the rampires fill'd: 

Seiz'd with affright, their gates they firſt explore; 

Join works to works with bridges; tower tv 
tower: 

Thus all things needful for defence abound; 

Mneſthcus and brave Sereſthus walk the round: 


Commiſſion'd by their abſent prince to ſhare 
The common danger, and divide the care, 


The ſoldiers draw their lots; and, as they fall, 
88 turns relieve each other on the wall. 


Nigh were the foes, their utmoſt guards advance 


| To watch the gate, was warlike Niſus* chance. 


His father 5 ot noble blood; 

His mother was a huntreſs of the wood; 

And ſent him to the wars; well could he bear 
His lance in ficht, and dart the flying (pear : 
But, better ſkill'd uneri ing ſhaſts to ſend, 
Beſide him ſtood Euryalus his friend. 

Euryalus, than whom the Trojan hoſt 

No fairer face, or ſweeter air could boaſt. 
Scarce had the down to ſhade his cheeks begun; 
One was their care, and their delight was one. 
One common hazard in the w ar they ſhar'd; 
And now were both, by choice, upon the guard 
| Then Niſus, thus: Or do the gods inſpire 
This warmth, or make we gods of our defire * 
A generous ardour boils within my breaſt, 
Lager of action, enemy to reſt; 
This urges me to fight, and fires my mind, 
* leave a memorable name behind. 

ou ſeeſt the ſoe ſecure : how faintly ſhine 
the moſt in ſleep ſupine 
Along the ground, an eaſy conqueſt lie; 
[The wakeſol few the flaming flaggon ply: 


your valiant hands, All hufh around. Now hear what 1 revoive; 


A thought unripe, and ſcarcely yet reſolve. 
Our abſent prince both camp: and . ae mourn 
By meſſage both would haſten his retur 
If they conſer what 1 demand on thee 
j ror fame is recompenſe enougi for 
{ Merhinks beneath yon hill, I have eſp) y'd 
[A way that ſaſely will my paſſage guide. 
| Ear yalus ſtood liftening while he f ſpoke 3 
With love of praife, and noble envy itruck; 
Then to his ardent friend exp . * his mid: 
All this alone, and leaving me behind, 
Am I unworthy, Niſus, to be join'd ? 
Think thou I can my ſhare of glory yield, 
Ir ſend thee unaMiſted to the field? 
Not fo my father taught my child! d Arms 3 
Born in a ſiege, and bred among alarms ; 
Nor is my youth unworthy of my fr end, 
Nor of the heaven-born hero I attend. _ 
"he thing call'd life, with eaſe can ciſclaim; 
d think it over-ſold to purchaſe lame. 
Then Niſus, thus: Alas! thy tender * 
Would miniſter ge matter to m? : 
So may the gods, who vie this ſrien' aly ſtrite, 
| Reſtore me to thy lov'd emb: Fen 
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Condemn'd to pay my vows (as ſure I truſt) 


This thy requeſt is cruel and unjuſt. 

But if fome chance, as many chances are, 

And doubtful hazards in the deeds of war ; 

If one ſhould reach my head, there let it fall, 

And ſpare thy life; 1 would not periſh all. 

Thy bloomy youth deſerves a longer date ; 

Live thou to mourn thy love's unhappy fate: 

To bear my mangled body from tne foe ; 

Or buy it back, and funeral rites beſtow, 

Or, if hard fortune ſhall thoſe dues deny, 

Thou canſt at leaſt an empty tomb ſupply. 

O let me not the widow's tears renew; 

Nor let a mother's curſe my name purſue ; 

Thy pious parent, who, for love of thee, 

Forſook the coaſts of friendly Sicily, 

Her age committing to the ſeas and wind, 

When every weary matron ſtaid behind. 

To this Euryalus : You plead in vain, 

And hut protract the cauſe you cannot gain: 

No more delays, but haſte. With that he wakes 

Tue nodding watch; each to his office takes. 

The guard reliev'd, the generous couple went 

To find the council at the royal tent. 

All creatures elſe forgot their daily care; 

And fleep, the common gift of nature, ſhare : 

Except the Trojan peers, who wakeful ſate 

In nightly council for th endanger'd ſtate. 

They vote a meſſage to their abſent chief; 

dhew their diſtreſs, and beg a ſwift relief. 

Amid the camp a filent ſeat they choſe, 

Remote their clamour, and ſecure trom foes, 

On their left arms their ample ſhields they bear, 

Their right reclin'd upon the bending ſpear. 

Now Niſus and his friend res the guard, 

and beg admiſſion, eager to be heard; 

Tr affair important, not to be deferr'd. 

Aſcanius bids them be conducted in; 

Ordering the more experienc 'd to begin. 

Then Niſus thus: Ye fathers, lend your ears, 

Nor judge our h old attempt beyon d our years, 

The toe, ſecurely drench'd in fleep and wine, 

Neglect their watch; the fires hut thinly ſhine: 
And wh ere the ſmoke in cloudy Vapown's ſtics, 

Covering the plain, and curling to the ſkies, 

Berwixt two paths, which at the gate divice, 

Cloſe by the ſea, a paſſage we have ſpy'd, 

nch will our way to great /Eneas guide. 

ect each hour to ſee him ſafe again, 

A ſpoils of foes in battle lain. 

baten we the lucky minute while we may: 

dor can we be miſtaken in the way; 

07, hunting in the vales, we both have ſeen 
ung turrets, and the ſtream between: 

know the winding courſe, with every ford. 

*cea8'd: and old Alethes took the word. 

2 country gods, in whom our truſt we place 

et rom ruin ſave the Trojan race: 

e w e behold ſuch dauntleſs worth _ ar 

ning N h, and ſouls ſo void ot fe: 

n into tears of joy the father broke; 

Aach in his "ROS. arms by turns he took : 

Panted, and paus'd; and thus again he ſpoke : 

3 0 Ad. Pore . 
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[The reſt our grateful general will beſtow ; 

Aud young Aſcanius till his manhood owe, 

And I, whoſe welfare in my father lies, 
Aſcanius adds, by the great deities, 

By my dear country, by my houſheld-gods, 
By hoary Veſta's rites, and dark abodes, 
Adjure you both (on you my fortune ſtands, 
That and my faith I plight into your hands) ; 

Make me but happy in his ſafe return, 

| Whoſe wonted preſence | can only mourn, 

Y our common gitt ſhall two large goblers be, 
Of filver, wrought with curious imavery ; 
And high emboſfs'd, which, when: old Priam reigu'd 

My conquering tire at ſack'd Ariſba gain'd. 

| And more, two tripo:'s caſt in antique mould, 
With two great talents of the fineſt gold: 

| Beſide a coſtly bowl, ingrav'd with art, 

Which Dido gave when firſt the gave her heart. 

But if In conquer'd Italy we reign, 

When ſpoils by lot the victor ſhall obtain, 

Thou ſaw*ſt the courſer by proud Turnus prefs*d, 

That, Niſus, and his arms, and nodding creſt, 

And ſhield, from chance exempt, ſhall be thy 

; ſhare ; 

To, elve labouring flaves, twelve handmaids 

young and fair, 

And clad in rich attire, and train'd with care. 

And laft, a Latian field with fruitful plains, 
And a large portion ot-tae king's domains. 

But thou, whoſe yezrs are more to mine ally'd, 

No fate my vow'd affection ſhall divide 

From thee, keroic youth ; be wholly mine: 

Take full poſi ſition ; all my foul is thine. 

One faith, one lame, one fate, ſhall both attend; 

My lite's companion. and my boſom friend 

My peace thall be committed to thy care, 

And to thy conduct my concerns in war. 

Then thus the young Euryalus reply'd: 

Whatever fortune, good « or bad, betide, 

The ſame ſhall be my age, as now my youth ; - 

No time ſhall find me wanting to my truth. 

This only from your goodneſs let me gain 

(And this ungranted, all rewards are vain) ; 

Of Priam's royal race my mother came, 

| And ſure the heſt that ever bore the name: 

| Whom neither Troy, nor Sicily could hald 
From me departing, but, 0'erſpent, and old, 
My fate the $ollow'd ; ignorant of this, 

Whatever danger, neither parting kiſs, 

Nor pious bleſſing taken, her I leave; 

! And, in this only act of all my life deceive. 

By this right hand, and conſcious night, 1 ſwear, 
My foul fo ſad a farewell could not bear. 

Be you her comfort ; fill my vacant place 
(Permit me to preſume ſo great a grace). 
Support her age, forſaken and diſtreſs'd; 

That hope alone will fertify my breaſt 
| Againſt the worſt of fortunes, and of fears, 

He ſaid: the mov'd aſſiſtants melt in tears. 

Then thus Aſcanius (vwonder-ſtruck to tee 
That image of his filial piety :) 

So great beginnings, in fo green an age, 

Exact the faith, Which I again engag 

Thy mother all the dues ſhall juſtly claim 

| Creuſa had ; and only want the name. 

e er event thy bold attempt ſhall have, 

. Tis merit to have borne a ſon fo brave. 
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Now by my head, a ſacred oath, I ſwear, 

(My father us'd it) what returning here 
Crown'd with ſucceſs, | for thyſelf prepare, 
That, if thou fail, ſhall thy lov*d mother ſhare. 

He faid ; and, weeping while he ſpoke the word, 
From his broad helt he drew a thining ſword, 
Magnificent with gold. Lycaon made, 

And in an ivory ſcabba:d ſheath'd the blade: 

This was his gift: great Mneſtheus gave his ſriend 
A lion's hide, his body to defend : : 
And good Alethes furniſh'd him beſide, 

With his own truſty helm, of temper try'd. 

Thus arm'd they went. The noble Trojans wait 
Their iſſuing forth, and follow to the gate. 

With prayers and vows, above the reft appears 
Aſcanius, maaly far beyond his years. 

And metiages committed to their cate, 

Which all in winds were lo, and flitting air 
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For, as he roſe, it pierc'd his naked fide, 

And, recking, thence return'd in crimſon dy'd. 

The wound pours out a ſtream of wine and blood 

The purple fov! comes floating in the flood. 
Now where Metſapus quarter'd they arrive ; 

The nres were fainti'g there, and zuſt alive. 

Tac warrior-horſes tied in order fed; 

Niſus obſerv d the difcipline, and ſaid, 

Our eager thirſt ot blood may both betray; 

And ſee the ſcatter'd ſtreaks of dawning day, 

Foe to nocturnal thefts : no more, my friend, 

Here let our glutted execution end: 

A lane through ſlaughter'd bodies we have made: 

The bold Euryalus, though loth, obey'd. 

Of arms, and arras, and of plate they find 

A precious load; but theſe they leave hehind. 

Yet, tond of gaudy ſpoils, the boy would ſtay 

To make the rich capariſon his prey, 


The trenches firſt they paſs'd ; then took their Which on the ſteed of conquer'd Rhamnes lay. 


way 
Where their proud foes in pitch'd pavilions lay; 
To many fatal, ere themſelves were lain : 
They found the careleſs hoſt difpers*d upon the plain. 
Who, gore'd, and drunk with wine, ſupinely ſnore ; 
Unharnaſs'd chariots ttand along the thore : 
Amidit the wheels and reins, the goblet by, 
A meGticy of debauch and war they lie. 
biet ving Niſus ſhew'd his friend the fight 
Fenold a cor queſt gain'd without a nght. 
ceaſion offers, and I land prepar'd; 
here lies our way; be thou upon the guard, 
And look around, while I ſecurely go, 
And hew a paſſage through the ſlerping foe. 
Sottly he ſpoke ; then, ſtriding, took his way, 
With his drawn ſword, where haughty Rhamucs lay 
His head rais'd high, on tapeſtry beneath, 
And heaving from his breaſt, he drew his breath: 
A king and prophet by king Turnus lov'd; 
But fate by preſcience cannot be remov*'d ; 
Him, and his ſlec ping flaves, he flew. Then ſpies 
Where Rhenus, with his rich retinue, lies: 
His armour-bearer firſt, and next he kills 
His charioteer, intrench'd hetwixt the wheels : 
And his lov'd horſes : laſt invades their lord; 
Full on his neck: he drives the fatal ſword : 
The gaſping head flies off ; a purple flood 
Flows from the trunk, that welters in the blood : 
Which, by the ſpurning heels, diſpers'd a ound, 
The bed beſprinkles, and bedews the ground. 
Lamus the bold, and Lamyrus the strong, 
He few : and then Serranus fair and young. 
From dice and wine the vouth retir'd to refit, 


\ \ - _—_ ox * 1 1 J ' | 
And puff'd the fumy god from out his kreatt ; 
Ev'n then he dreamt of drink and lucky Play; 


More lucky had it laſted till the day. 
The famiſh'd lion thus, with hunger bold, 
O'erleaps the fences of the nightly fold ; 
And tears the peaceful flocks ; with fiient awe 
Trembling ti:ey lie, and pant beneath his paw. 
Nor with leis rage Euryalus employs 
Thie wratl;ful ſword, or fewer ſoes cettrov* : 
ut on th' ignoble crowd his fury flew : 
ie Facus, Hebeſus, and Rhwivs flew. 
Oppreſs'd with heavy ſlecp the former fall, 
But Rhetus, wakeful, and obfcrving all, 
Behind a ſpacious jar hz flink'd for fear: 
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Nor did his eyes leſs longing!y beliotd 

The gu dle belt, with nails of burniſh'd gold, 

Tius preſent Cedicus the rich beſtow'd 

On Remvlus, when friendſhip firlt they vow'd: 
And abſent, join'd in hoſpitable ties; 

He dying, to his heir bequeath'd the prize: 

[Til by the conquering Ardean troops opprefs'd, 
He fell; and they the glorious gilt poſſeſs'd. 
Theſe glittering ſpoils (now made the victor's gain} 
He to his body ſuits ; but ſuits in vain, 

| Meflapus? helm he finds among the reſt, 

And laces on, and wears the waving cre. 

| Proud of their conqueſt, prouder of their prey, 
[They leave the camp, and take the ready way. 
But far they had not paſs'd, before they ſpy'd 
| 
' 


Tinee hundred horſe with Volſcens for their guide. 
The queen a legion to king Turnus ſent, 
But the ſwift horſe the ſlower toot prevent: 
| And now, advancing, ſought the leader's tent. 
| They ſaw rhe pair; for through the coubrtul 
, ſhade 
His ſhining helm Euryalus betray'd, 
On which the moon with full reflection play'd. 
Tis not for nought, cry'd Volſceus, from te 
crowd, 
| Theſe men go there; then 1ais'd his voice aloud : 
Stand, ſtand: why thus in arms, and whither bent! 
From whence, to whom, and on what errand ent * 
Silent they ſcud away, and haſte their flight 
To neighbouring woods, and truſt themſelves to 


8 
| night. 

| The ſpeedy horſe all paſſages belay. | 
And ſpur their ſmoking ſteeds to croſs ther way; 
| And watch each entrance of the winding Wood; 
' Black Was the foreit, thick with becch it ſtood 3 
and intricate with thom, 
 Fevr paths of human feet or tracks of beaſts W 
| worn. 

The darkneſs of the ſhades, his heavy prey, 
And fear-mitfled the younger trom his way. 
Bot dus hit the turns with happier haſte, 
and, rhoughtiefs of his friend, the foreſt pals 
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Aud Alban plains, from Alha's name fo call'd, 
Ankory eine Latinus then his oxen ſtali'd. : 
Till. turning at the length. he Nood Ins pen 
? 


Ard mif;'d his friend. and caſt his eyes around: 
240 » 3 ; 3 : 5 4 - 0 1 }þ 7 4 
u wretch, he cry'd, where have I leit befun 


. ud *{; © 
e prbapyy vouth : where thall J hope to fine 


4M 


1 pow ox 
# N 


gain 


were 


7 


r 


Or what way take ! Again he ventures hack: 
and treads the mazes of his former track. 
ge winds the wood, and liſtening hears the noiſe 
0i tr r-pling courſers, and the rider's voice. 
ou wproach*d, and ſuddenly he view'd 
e foes ir cl of g, and his friend purſu'd : 
taken, while tic ſtrove in vain, 
* friendly ſhades to gain. 
ne next attempt? What arms employ ? 
What fruit! 7 force to tree the captive boy: 
Or defperate ſhould he ruth and loſe his lite, 
With odds oppreit, in ſuch unequal ſtriſe? 
Neſolv'd at length, his pointed (pear he took ; 
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ly we: won, Iffing from the grove, 
Impxtoous on the back of Sulmo drove; 

\erc'd 1 t thin armour, drank his vital blood, 
1 hi, body left the broken wood. 

re Hlaggers round; his eye-balls roll in death, 
with thort ſobs he gaſps away his breath. 


. 415 5 
{Then quiet on his bleeding boſom fell ; 
Content in death to be reveng'd fo well. 14 
O happy friends! ſor, if my verſe can give 
| immortal life, your fame ſhall ever live: 

Fix'd as the capitol's foundation lies; 

And ſpread where'er the Roman eagle flies 

The conquering party firſt divide the prey, 

Then their flain leader to the camp convey. 

{Wit th wonder, as they went, the troops were fuld, 
70 fee ſuch numbers whom fo tew had kill'd. 

Serranus, Rhamnes, and the reſt they tound : 

| Vaſt crowds the dying and the dead ſurround : K. 
And the yet reet.ing blood oerflows the ground. 
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nd caſting on the moon a mournful look, All knew the helmet which Me tfapus loſt ; 5 
Guarcian Ct groves, and goddeſs of the night, But mourn'd a purchaſe that fo dear had coſt. 
Far queen, hie ſaid, direct my dart aright; Neo roſe the ruc idy morn from Tithon's bed; 3 
N piovs Father for my ſake, | And, with the dawn of day, the jkies o 'erſpread. 5 

Did oflerinęs on thy altars make; Nor long the fun his daily courſe withheld, 4 

igcreas'd them with my ſylvan toils, But added colours to the world reveal'd. . 

ung the holy roots with ſavage ſpoils, ; When e: arly Turnus, wakening with the light, . 

7 me to ſcatter theſe, Then from his ear All clad in armour, calls his troops to fight. 

Ke pois'd, and aim'd, and launch'd the _ is martial men with fierce harangues he fir'd ; . 
ſpear. 5 \nd his own ardour in their fouls inſpir'd. 


Thi us done, to give new terror to his toes, 9 
Phe heads of Niſus, and his friend he ſhows, 5 
Rais'd high on point 2 ghaſtly figat ; 
Lo d peals of oed enſue, and barbarous delight. 

Mean time the "Trojans run, where danger calls : 
þ They line their trenches, and they man t their walls: 


ed ipears : 


F 
4 
' 
| 


Wind amaz'd ; a ſecond javelin flies In front extended to the left they itood: 30 
"ih equal ftrength, and quivers through thei Safe was the right ſurrounded by the flood. "nv 
ſkies : | But caſting from their towers a frightful view, is 
couch thy temples, Tagus, ſorc'd the way, | They ſaw the faces which too well they knew; 3 
in the brain- pan warmly buried lay. | : hough then disguiy'd in death, and ſmear d all o'er 3 
© Voiſcens fo ams with rage, and gazing round, With filth obſcene, and d roppiny: putrid gore 1 
Pel.ry'd not him who gave the fatal wound: Soon haſty fame, through the fad city bears 5 
0 knew to fix revenge : But thou, he cries, he monrntul metTage to the mother's ears: : 
tor both, and at the priſoner flies An icy cold benumbs her limbs: ſhe ſhakes : ; 
Wan ts drawn ſword. Then ſtruck with deep Her cieeks the blood, her band the web forfakes 
deſpair, She runs the rampires round amidit the war, 7 } 
Tit cruel fight the lover could not bear: Nor Ree | the flying darts: ſhe rencs her hair, 546 
u its covert ruſh'd in open view, And fiils with loud 3 nts the liquid air. ( A 
AG lent his voice before him as he flew : Thus then, my lov*d Kuryalus appears! *Y 
*%, mic, he cry'd, turn all your ſwords alone hus looks the prop of my declming years' | 
"me; tae ad contels'd, the fault my own. Was't on this tace my famiſh'd eyes 1 ted! % 
Nc Neither could nor durſt, the guiltleſs youth: ; Ih how unlike the living is the dead! 4 
don and ſtars, bear witneſs to the truth! | ind could'tt thou leave me, cruel, thus alone, 7 
Als Only crime (if fi encilup can offend) Not one kind kiſs from a departing ſon ! | 
” i love to his unhap PY triend. {No look, no laſt adieu before he went, 
10 « ſp Es ; the tword, which fury guides, In an ill boding hour to laughter ſent ! q 
tall force, had pierc'd his tender tides. Cold on the ground, and preſſing foreign clay, 
WD KH the beavtcons youth; the yawning u ound o Latian dogs and towls he lies a prey! 
5+ 6 07 4 purple ſtream, and ftain'd the ground. | Nor was I near to cloſe his dying eyes, | 
e deck reclines upon his breaſt, | To waſh his wounds, to weep his obſcquies:; 4 
bur lower by the keen ſhare oppreſs'd: {To call about his corpſe his crying iriends, ; 
1 lite po ppy ſinking on the plain, Or ſpread the mantle (made for other ends) 
Aer heavy head is overcharg 'd with rain. On his dear body, which I wove with care, 
3 rage, and vengeance juſtly vow'd, Nor did my daily pains, or nightly labour ſpare. H 
v . : 5 ong on the hoſtile crowd ; V here tha!l I find his corple ? What earth ſuſtains 7 
, "> he leeks: on him alone he bends ; His trunk diſmember'd, and his cold remains? | 
P =; dack, and bor'd, by his ſurrounding friends, For this, alas! i left my needful cafe, i 
"Var he preſs'd ; and kept him ſtill in fight; | Expos'd my life to winds, and winter ſeas 1 
enn hirk'd aiolt his ſword with all his might : 1 any pity touch Rutulian hearts, ; 
* ey Te tteel deſcended while he poke, Here empty all your quivers, all your darts * 
his wide mouth, and through his weazen Or if they tail, thou, Jove, conclude my woe, f 
da troke : And fend me thunder-ftruck to ſhades below 
Wir fo de flew; and, ſtaggering on the plain, Her ſhrieks and claniours pierce the b e ea 


aming eyes he ſought his lover ſlain ; 


Unman their courage, and augment their fear; 
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Nor young Aſcanius could the fight ſuſtain, 
Nor old jhoneus his tears reſtrain: 

But Actor and Idæus, jointly ſent, 

To bear the madding mother to her tent. 
And now the trumpets, terribly ſrom far, | 
With rattling clangor, rouſe the ſleepy war. | 
The ſoldiers ſhouts ſucceerl the brazen ſounds, 

And heaven, from pole to pole, their noiſe rebounds. | 
The Volſcians bear their thields upon their head, 
And, ruſhing forward, fern a moving ſhed ; 


, 
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| Helenor, elder of the two; by birth, 


On one fide rayal, one a ſon of earth, 


| Whom, to the Lydiar king, Lycimnia bare, 
And ſent her boaſted baſtard to the war. 


A privilege which none but freemen ſhare). 


'Slight were his arms, a ſword and filver ſhield, 
No marks of honour charg'd its empty field. 
Light as he fell, fo light the youth aroſe, 
And, rifing, foune himſelf amidſt his joes. 


Nor fl iht was left, nor hopes to force his way; 


Theſe fill the ditch ; thoſe pull the bulwarks down: | Embolden'd by defpair, he ſtood at hay: 


Some raiſe the ladders; others ſcale the town. 
But where void ſpaces on the waits appear, 
Or thin defence, they pour their forces there. 
With poles and miffive weapons, from atar 
The Trojans kcep aloof the riſing war. 
Taught by their ten years ſiege deſenſive fight, 
They roll down ribs of rocks, and uncetifted weight: 
To break the penthouſe with the ponderous blow ; | 
Which yet the patient Volſcians undere 
But could not bear th* unequal combat long; 
For where the "Trojans find the thickeſt throng, 
The ruin falls: their ſhatrer'd ſhields give way, 
And their cruſmn'd heads became an eaſy prey. 
They ſhrink for fear, abated of their rage, 
Nor longer dare in a blind fight engage; 
Contented now to gall them from below 
With darts and flings, and with the dittant how, 
Elſewhere Merentius, tcrrihie to view, 
A blazing pine within the trenches threw, 


| And like a tap, whom all the troop ſurrounds 


Of Eager huntſmen, and invading hounds, 


[* 20 es 


But brave —_ Neptune's w arlike ſon, 
Broke down the palifades, the trenches wor, 
And loud for ladders c:t!s to ſcale the town. 
Calliope begin: ye facre:! nine, 
Inſpire your poet in his high detign; 
Jo ting what ſlaughter m anly Turnus made: 
What ſouls he ſent bclow the Stygian ſhade : 
What fame the ſoldiers with their captain thare, 
And the vaſt circuit of the fetal war, 
For you in finging martial fa: As excel; 
You beſt remember; and alone can tell. 
There ſtood a tower, amazing to the ſiglit. 
Built up ot beams; and of ſtupendous heixlit; 
Art, and the nature of the place. conſpir'd 
To turniſh all the ſtrength that war requir'd. 
Lo level this, the bold Italians Join ; 
„ne wary Trojans obviate their defign ; 
WW ith weighty ſtones o' erwhelm'd their troopsbelow, 
:hoot through the loop-holes, and ſharp javelins 
throw, 
urnus, the chick, toſs'd from his thundering 
gainſt the wooden walls, a flaming brand: 
't ſtuck, the fiery plague : the winds were high; 
he plans! were ſeaſon'd, and the timber dry. 
Contagion cusglit the poſts; it spread alone, 


hand, 


Reiolv'd 6 n death, he diſſipates his fears, 

An d hounds aloft 2gainſt the pointed ſpears: 
the youth, ſecure of death, and throws 
His dying body on his thickeſt toes. 


But Ly cus, ſwiſter of his feet by far, 
coubles, 


IÞ as 8 
Is Unis, 


ind ſnatches at the beam he fit can find. 
Hooks up, and leaps aloft at all the ſtretch, 
$1 


reach. 


Gut F'urnus followed hard his hunted prey 


is ſpear nad almoſt reach'd him in the way, 
Hort of his reins, and ſcarce a ſpan behind): 
ool, 
ouldſt thou P reſume to ſcape when J purſue! 
ie faid, and downward by the feet he drew 
[te trembling daſtard: at the tug he falls, 


Thus on fome filver ſwan, or timorous hare, 


| 


Scorch'd, and to 9 ce drove the ſcatte i'd | throng 


T 5 Trofans fied; the fire pogu'd amain, 


Sill gathering 1: "Y pon the trembling train; he ic co ſnaſt came ſwift and uneſpy d. 
Till, crowding to the corners of the wall, And pierc o his hand, and nail'd it to his ſide: 
Down the deirnce, and the defenders fall. 1 2 d his breathing lungs, and beat ing heart 
The mighty flaw make; ven itſclt refound, The fo ad” came iſſuing out, and hiſſ'd again 


e dead and dying Trojans ſtrew the ground. 


75 crapp'd 


the tower that followed on the ſallen crew, 


ove's bird comes ſouſing down from upper air; 


Her crooked talons truſs the ear ſul fray, 


Then out of fight ſhe ſoars, and wings her way. 


So ſeizes the grim wolf the tender lamb, 
In vain lamented by the hleating dam. 
Then ruſhing onward, with a barharous cry, 

The troops of Turnvs to the combat fly. 

he ditch with faggots fill'd, the daring ſoe 
Voſs'd firchrands to the ſteepy turrets throw. 

Hilioneus, as hold Lucetius came 

Co force the gate, à d feed the kindling _ 
Rotl'd down the fragment of à rock ſo rig! 
t cruſh'd him double underneath the weight 
Two more young Liger and Aſylas ſlew; 
Fo bend the bow young Liger better new: 
\ſylas beſt the pointed javelin threw. 
Brave C — laid Ortygius on the plain; 
he victor Ceneas was by Turnus lain. 
y the _ hand, Clonius and Itys fall, 
Sagar and Ida, ſtanding on the wall. 

om Capysꝰ arms his fate Privernus found 3 
Hurt by Themilla fuſt; but flight the wour d; 
is thie!d thrown by, to mitigate the ſmart, 
his hand upon the wounded b irt: 


dart. 
The ſon of Arcens ſhone amid the reſt, 


Whelm'd o'er their heads, and bury'd who: 8 it flew: In glittering armour and a purple ve ſt. 


Some ſtuck upon the darts themſelves had ſent; 
n the ſame equal ruin underwent. 
Young Lvcus and Helenor edly ae; 

Sav d how th ey know not, from t 4 cepy leap. 


| Fair was his face, his eyes inſpiring love, 
| Rred by his father in tne Martian grove : 

| Where the fat altars of Palicus flame, 
And ſent in arms to purchaſe car ſame. 


ſaid the chief, thougli fleeter than the wind, 


ſt U 


winds. and turns amidſt the war: 
Springs to the walls, and leaves his foes behind, 


pes the helping hand of ſome kind ſriend to 


N. 4 
Vaſt rums come along, rent from the ſmoking wats, 


3 
e 
Z 


Ws 
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way. 


Thrice whirl'd the thong around his head, 


DAT DE 


Him when he ſpy'd from far, the Thuſcan king 
Laid by the lance, and took him to the fling : 


threw : 
The heated lead half melted as it flew : 
[t pierc'd his hollow temples and his brain; 


[he youth came tumbling down, and ſpurn'd the And 


ain. 

Then young Aſcanius, who before this day 
Was wont in woods to ſhoot the ſavage prey, 
Fit bent in martial ſtrife the twanging bow; 
And exercis*d againſt a human foe. 

With this bereft Numanus of his life, 

Turnus' younger ſiſter took to wife. 

Proud of his realm, and of his royal bride, 


Y;unting before his troops, and lengthened with 


a ſtride, 
In theſe infulting terms the Trojans he defy*d : 


ſhown, 
Coop'd up a ſecond time within your town 
Whodare not iffue forth in open field, 
But hold your walls before you for a ſhield. 
Thus threat you war, thus our alliance force ! 


You ſhall not find the ſons of Atreus here, 
need the frauds of ſly Ulyſſes fear. 

Strong from the cradle, of a ſturdy brood, 

We bear our new korn infants to the flood ; 


With winter harden'd, and inur'd to cold. 

They wake before the day to range the wood, 

Kill ere they eat, nor taſte unconquer' d food. 

No ſports but what belong to war they know, 

break the ſtubborn colt, to bend the bow. 

Our youth, of labour patient, earn their biead; 

Hardly they work, with frugal diet fed. 

trom ploughs and harrows ſent to ſeek renown, 

They fight in fields, and ſtorm the ſhaken town. 

No part of life from toils of war is free; 

No change in age, or difference in degree. 

We plough, and till in arms; our oxen feel, 

Init: ad of goads, the ſpur, and pointe d ſteel: 
inverted lance makes furrows in the plain 3 ; 


To 


Th 
Fr 


The 
ae body, not the mind: 
Ti immortal vi gour, Or a 


nor can controul 
bate the ſoul. 

Our helms defend the young, diſguiſe the grey : 
de live by — and delight in prey 

ur veits embroider*d with rich purple mine; 
lloth you glory, and in dances join. 


i 

Y _ vans underneath your chins are ty'd, 
ry&ans, to your Dindymus agen 

d, leſs th an women, in the apes of men; 

„ mix'd with eunuchs, in the morker”s rites, 

ere with unequal ſound the flute invites. 


Wh, 
Aa 

Im 
Nes 


© trade, 
" This fou! reproach Aſcanius could not hear 
n patience, or a vow'd revenge forbear. 
Ahe fufl tretch of both his hands, he drew, 
it zon'd the horns of th tough eugh. 
ek belore the throne of ſove he ſtood : 
: r- with litte4 hands invok* 41 the god + 
ban Atte. mp „ Freat ſupi ter, ſuccee 3 ; 
Amual offe; ing in thy grove ſhall blec 
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Troy is too narrow for thy name. 
* 1 93 - + [ . . 3 o | ] 
here bath*d amid the ſtream, our boys we hold, 
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A ſnow-white ſteer before thy altar led, 
| Who like his mother bears aloſt his head, 
and But with his threatening brows, and bellowing 


ſtands, 
nd dares the fight, and ſpurns the yellow ſands. 
your bow'd the heavens, and lent a gracious ear, 
| thunder'd on the left amidſt the clear. 


Sounded at once the bow ; and ſwiſtly flies 
| The ſeather'd death, anc 4 hitſes through the ſkies. 


The ſteel through both his temples forc'd the way: 


E xtended on the ground Numanus lay. 
[Go now, vain boaſter, and true valour ſcorn 
|The Phrygians, twice ſubdued," yet make this third 


return, 


Aſcanĩus ſaid no more: the Trojans ſhake 
The heavens with ſhouting, and new vigour take. 


Apollo then beſtrode a golden cloud, 


To view the feats of arms, and fighting crowd; 
Twice e conguer'd cowards, now your thame is And thus the beardleſs victor, he beſpoke aloug: 


! Advan i” illuſtrious youth; increaſe in fame, 
And wide from eaſt to weſt extend thy name. 
| Offspring of gods thyſelf; and Rome ſhall owe 
To thee a race of demigods below. 
| This is the way to heaven: the powers divine, 


Whit gods, what madneſs hither ſteer d your courſe From this beginning date the Julian line. 


o thee, to them, and their victorious heirs, 
| The conquer*d war is dus: and the vaſt world is 
theirs. 
He faid, 
And, plunging downward, ſhot his radiant head; 
Diſpel| d the breathing air that broke his flight, 


"n time, that changes all, yet changes us in vain : 


Your veſts have ſv ecping ſleeves: with female pride! 


d. nce, and ho vl, by turns, in Ida's ſhade; 
"gn the war to men, Wo know the martial Or bellowing clouds burſt with a ſtormy ſaund. 


Shorn of lus beams, a man to mortal fight. 


Old Butes' form he took, Anchiſes' ſquire, 


Now left to rule Aſcanius, by his fire ; 

| His wrinkled viſage, and his hoary hairs, 

His mien, his habit, and his arms he wears; 

22 thus ſalutes the boy, too forward for his 

years : 

[Suffice it thee, thy father's worthy ſon, 

The warlike prize thou haft already won : 

The god of archers gives thy youth a part 

Ot huis own praiſe ; nor envies equal art. 

{Now tempt the war no more. He ſaid, and flew 

Obſcure in air, and vaniſh'd from their view. 

The "Trojans, by his arms, their patron know; 

And hear the twanging of his heavenly bow. 

Then duteous force they uſe, and Phoebus? name, 
Lo keep from fight the youth too fond of fame. 
Undaunted they themfelves no danger ſhu 

From wall to wall the ſhouts and clamours run: 

They bend tlie bows ; they whirl their — 

around: 

Heaps of ſpent arrows fall, and ſtrew the ground; 0 
And helms, and ſhields, and rattling arms reſound. 
Ihe combat thickens like the ſtorm that flies 
From weſtw:rd, when ths ſhowery kids ariſe: 
Or pattering hail comes pouring on the main, 
When Topiter defcencs in hardened rain: 


| And with an arm'd winter ſtrew the ground. 
| Pand'rus and Bitias, thunder-bolts of War, 
0 Whom Hiera to bold Alcanor bare 

0 Yn ida's ton, two youths of height anc ſize, 
firs that © on their NE - mountain rife ; 
e gates unbar, 


Wi ith "Ho averſe, againſt tl heir 1 command. 
Arm'ẽd on the: ard on the left they ſtand, 
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And flank the paſſage : ſhining ſteel they wear, Fool as he was, and frantic in his care, 
And waving creſts above their heads appear. T* admit young Turnus, and include the war, m4 
Thus two tall oaks, that Padus* banks adorn, He thruſt amid the crowd, ſecurely bold ; Po 
Lift up to heaven their leafy heads unſhorn ; Like a fierce tiger pent amid the ſold. W. 
And overpreſs'd with nature's heavy load, Too late his blazing buckler they deſcry; To 
Dance to the whiſtling wincs, and at each other nod. And ſparkling fires that ſhot from either eye: ge 
In flows a tide of Latians, when they ſee | His mighty members, and his ample breaſt, ; "Y 
The gate ſet open, and the paſlage free. His rattling armour, and his crimſon creſt. WI 
Bold Quercens, with raſh H marus ruſhing on, | Far from that hated face the Trojans fly; Al 
Equicolas, who in bright armour ſhone, | All but the fool who fought his deſtiny, One 
And Hæmon firit, but ſoon repuls'd they fly, Mad Pandarus ſteps forth, with vengeance vow's } Shal 
Or in the well- de ended paſs they die. For Bitias* death, and threatens thus aloud : Ang 
Theſe with ſucceſs are fir'd, and thoſe with rage; Theſe are not Ardea's walls, nor this the town | for 
And each, on equal terms at length, engage. A mata profters with Lavinia's crown : ST You 
Drawn ſrom their lines, and iffuing on the plain, "Tis hoſtile earth you tread ; of hope bereft, 
The Trojans hand to hand the fight maintain. No means of ſaſe return by flight are left. | T 
Fierce Turnus in another quarter fought, To whom, with countenance calm, and foul ſedate, } The) 
When ſuddenly th* unhop'd- for news was brought; Thus Turnus: Then begin; and try thy fate : | N. 
The foes had leſt the faſtneſs of their place, My meſſage to the ghoſt of Priam bear, But 1 
Prevail'd in nght, and had his men in chace. Tell him a new Achilles ſent thee there. And 
He quits th' attack, and, to prevent their fate, A lance of tough ground- aſh the Trojan threu, Wat 
Runs, where the giant brothers guard the gate. Rough in the rind, and knotted as it grew ; The 1 
The firſt he met, Antiphates the brave, With his full force he whirPd it firſt around; And! 
But baſe begotten on a Theban flave ; a But the ſoſt yielding air receiv'd the wound: They 
Sarpedon's fon he flew : the deadly dart Imperial Juno turn'd the courſe before, 
Found paſſage through his breaſt, and pierc'd his And fix'd the wandering weapon in the door, They 
heart. But hope not thou, ſaid Turnus, when I ſtrike, As, 
Fix*d in the wound th' Italian cornel ſtood ; To ſhun thy fate; our force is not alike : The l. 
Warm'd in his lungs, and in his vital blood. Nor thy ſteel temper*d by the Lemnian god: Grin 
Aphidnus next, and Erymanthus dies, Then, riting, on his.utmoſt ſtretch he ſtood ; Threa 
And Meropes, and the gigantic fize And aim'd from high ; the full deſcending blow Ne loſ 
Of Bitias, threatening with his ardent eyes, Cleaves the broad front, and beardleſs cheeks in two Nor w 
Not by the feeble dart he fell opprefs'd, Down finks the giant, with a thundering found, 0 Ty 
A dart were loſt within that roomy breaſt, His ponderous limbs oppreſs the trembling} loves 
But from a knotted lance, large, heavy, ſtrong ; ground; ; Tet ty 
Which roar'd like thunder as it whirl'd along: Blood, brains, and foam, guih from the gaping} I Twice 
Not two bull-hides th* impetuous force withhold ; wound, : but n. 
Nor coat of double mail, with ſcales of gold. Scalp, face, and ſhoulders, the keen ſteel divide, 
Down ſunk the monſter-bulk, and preis'd the And the ſhar'd viſage hangs on equal ſides Lome x 
ground : The Trojans fly from their approaching fate Ng ſu 
His arms and clattering ſhield on the vaſt body And had the victor then ſecur'd the gate, ares v 
ſound. And to his troops without unclos'd tke bars, tor Joi 
Not with leſs ruin, than the Bajin mole One lucky day had ended all his wars. Jo fore 
(Raid on the ſeas the ſurges to control), But boiling youth, and blind deſire ot blood, - With 
At once comes tumbling down the rocky wall, Puſh on his fury to purſue the crowd; e he 
None to the deep the ſtones disjointed fall Hamſtring'd behind; unhappy Gyges dy'd ; Uerwh, 
Of the vaſt pile; the ſcatter'd ocean flies; | Then Phalaris is added to his fide : . 
Black ſands, diſcolour'd froth, and mingled mud | The pointed javelins from the dead he dre w, The we 
ariſe. And their friends arms againſt their fellows threw vc 
The frighted billows roll, and ſeek the ſhores : Strong Halys ſtands in vain; weak Phlegys flies; Wter'd 
Then trembles Prochyta, then Iſchia roars : — urnia, ſtill at hand, new force and fire ſupplies . 
Typhœus thrown beneath, by Jove's command, Then Halius, Prytanis, Alcander fall "la 
Aſtoniſh'd at the flaw that ſhakes the land, (Enxgag'd againit the foes, who ſcal'd the wall 2 le 
Soon ſhifts his weary fide, and, ſcarce awake, But whom they fear'd without, they found wWülun I \ 
With wonder feels the weight preſs lighter on his At laſt, though late, by Linceus he was teen: Kt fur 
back. | He calls new ſuccours, and aſſaults the prince; en er. 
The warrior-god the Latian troops inſpir'd; But weak his force, and vain is their defence. 4 tere 
New ſtrung their finews, and their courage fir'd, | Turn'd to the right, his {word the hero drew, W ait 
But chills the Trojan hearts with cold affright: And at one blow the bold aggretloi flew. 3 ably 
Then black deſpair precipitates their flight. He joints the neck; and with a ſtroke P ſtrong, "g's 
When Pandarus beheld his hrother kill'd. The helm flies off; and bears the he id along. Ye 
The town with fear, and wild confuſion fill'd, Next him, the huntſman Amycus ne kill'd, Ate win 
He turns the hinges of the heavy gate n darts envenom'd, ard in po ſon {kill'd. = der 
With both his hands; and adds his ſhoulders to the | Then Clytius fell beneath his fatal ſpear, = A"! feng 
weight. And Cretus, whom the Muſes held fo deat | 
b wy! 


Some happier friends within the walls inclos'd ; 
The reſt ſhut out, to certain death expos'd. 


[ f - - za of! 
| He ſouglit with courage, and he ſung the fight 
| I 12 88 1 onal ao his del he, 

| Arms were his buſineſs, veries his dcuglne 
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The Trojan chiefs behold, with rage and grief, 
Their laughter*d friends, and haſten their reliet. THE 
bold Macſtheus rallies firſt the broken train, 
Whom brave Sereithvs and his troop ſuſtain, 
To fave the living, and revenge the dead, 
Azainſt one warrior's arm all Troy they led, 
(), void of ſenſe and courage, Mneſtheus cry'd, BB EE 
Where can you hope your coward heads to hide? 
A where beyond theſe rampires can you run! 
One man, and in your camp inclos*d, you ſhun ! E N E 1 8. 
9 dall then a fingle ſword ſuch ſlaughter boaſt, 
And paſs unpuniſh*d from a numerous hoſt ? 
Forſaking honour, and renouncing fame, e 
Your $065, your country, and your king, yeu 
mame. 
This juſt reproach their virtue does excite, THE” Aa 
date, | They ſtand, they join, they thicken to the fight, 
| Now Turnus doubts, and yet diſdains to yield; upiter, calling a council of the gods, forbids them te 
| But with flow paces meaſures back the field ; ergagv in either tarty. " At FEneas's return, there 
And inches to the walls, where Tiber's tide, is a bloedy 1 Turnus killing Pallas; ueas, 
W. Waſhing the camp, detends the weaker fide. Lauſus, and Mezentiuss Mezentius is deſcribed as 
The more he loſes, they advance the more; 21 atheiſt ; Lauſus as a pious and wirtuous youth 2 
and tread in every ſtep he trod before : | ; 


| the different actions and death of theſe two are the 
Tiey ſhout, they bear him back, and whom by ſabject of a noble epiſode. 


1 12 T H „ 


might 
They cannot conquer, they oppreſs with weight, | 
rike, As, compaſs'd with a wood of ſpears around, HE gates of heaven unſold ; Jove ſummons all 
The lordly lion ſtill maintains his ground; The gods to council in the common hall. 
Grins horrible, retires, and turns again; Sublimely ſeated, he ſurveys from far 
ö Threats his diſtended paws, and ſhakes his mane: The fields, the camp, the fortune of the war 8 
ow te loſes while in vain he preſſes on, And all tl inferior world: from firſt to laſt 
n two Nor will his courage let him dare to run The ſovereign ſenate in degrees are plac'd. 
nd, o Turnus fares, and, unreſolv'd of flight, Then thus th' almighty fire began: Ye gods, 
ling \loves tardy back, and juſt recedes from fight. Natives, or denizens, of bleſt abodes; : 
ler wice, enrag'd, the combat he renews, From whence theſe murmurs, and this change ef 
ping wie breaks, and twice his broken foes purſues: mind, : 
but now they ſwarm; and, with freſh t oops! This backward fate from what was firſt deſign'd? 
vides ; ſupply'd, | W hy this protracted war When my commands 
Gone rolling on, and ruſh from every fide, 'Pronounc'd a peace, and gave the Latian lands. 
No juno, who ſuſtain'd bis arms before, What fear or hopes on either part divides 
wes with new flrength ſuffice th? exhauſted ſtore. Our heavens, and arms our powers on different 
: ore, with four commands, ſent Iris down, ſides ? 
i ſofce th” invader from th* affrighted town. A lawful time of war at length will come 
Vith labour ſpent, no longer can he wield (Nor need your haſte anticipate the doom) _ 
| de heavy faulchion, or ſuſtain the ſhield: When Carthage ſhall contend the world with 
ö __ nd with darts, which from afar they Rome: : 
2 fling, Shall force the rigid rocks, and Alpine chains; 
v, . de weapons round his hollow temples ring: And like a flood come pouring on the plans? 
threw "i golden helm gives way . with ſtony blows Then is your time for faction and debate, 
s flies; | 3 5 and flat, and beaten to his krows, For partial favour, and permitted hate. 
ſupplies. Þ r deldis raſh'd away; his ample ſhield Let now your immature diſſenſion ceaſe: 
bug 'd, and round with javelins fill'd. Sit quiet, and compoſe yeur ſouls to peace. 
vall, 3 e de now faint; the Trojans overwhelm : Thus Jupiter in few unfolds the charge: 
nun Ard »nettneus lays hard load upon his helm. But lovely Venus thus replies at large: 
en: f _ lu eat ſucceeds, he drops at every pore, O power immenſe, eternal energy - 
ince u Giving duſt his cheeks are paſted o'er, (For to what elſe protection can we fly?) 
ice. wer and ſhorter every gaſp he takes, Seeſt thou the proud Rutulians, how they dare 
rew, 5 ag efforts and hurtleſs blows he makes. In fields, unpuniſh'd, and intuit my Care ? 
FI. | g N op he was, at length, he leap'd from high; Ho lofty Turnus vaunts amidſt his train, 
ſtrong. i the flood, and made the waters fly. In ſhining arms triumphant on the plain? 
ong. 5 bo god the welcome burden bore, | Ev'n in their lines and trenches tlie) contend C 
0, ee the wer, and waſh'd away the gore: | And ſcarce their walls the Trojan troops defend: 
5 "7 gently wafts him to the farther coaſt ; [The town is fill'd with ſlaughter, and o' er floats, 
Al fends him ſafe to chear his anxious hoſt, Wich a red deluge, their encreating moats 
ar 
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ZEneas, ignorant, and (ar from thence, 


s PORMS$. 


Confeſs the truth; by mad Caffandra, more 


84 
Has leit a camp expo3'd, without defence, Than Heaven, inſpir'd, he fought a foreigt there ' I . 
This endleſs outrage ſhall they til! ſuſtain ? Did I perſuade to truſt his ſecond Troy and 
Shall Troy renew'd be forc'd, and fu'd again? To the raw conduct of a beardleſs boy ? An | 
A ſecond ſiege my hanith'd iſſue tears, With walls unfiniſh'd, which himſelf torſakes, 4nd 
And a new Diomede in arms appears. And through the waves a wandeiing Voyage takes Tren 
One more audacious mortal will be found ; When have I urg'd him meanly to demand 
And I thy davghter wait another wound. The Tuſcan aid, and arm a quiet Jand ? This 
Yet if, with fates averſe, without thy leave, Did I or Iris give this mad advice? And 
The Latian lands my progeny reccive, Or made the fool himſelf the fatal choice? 
Bear they the pains of violated law, You think it hard, the Latians ſhould deſtroy ; A 
And thy protection from their aid withdraw ? With ſwords your Trojans, and with fires your Tross Wit! 
But if the gods their ſore ſueceſs ſoretell, Hard and urjuſt indeed, for men to draw be 
If thoſe of heaven conſent with thoſe of hell, Their native air, nor take a foreign law: Rene 
To promiſe Italy; who dare debate That Turnus is permitted till to live, : Ti 
The power of ſove, or fix another fate ? To whom his birth a god and goddeſs give: Hope 
What ſhould I tell of tempeſts on the main, But yet 'tis juſt and lawful for your line, Thin « 
Of CEolus uſurping Neptune's reign ? To drive their fields, and force with fraud to jour A foot 
Of Iris ſent, with Bacchanalian heat, Realms not your Own, among your Aans divide, Vet in 
I' inſpire tlie matrons, and deſtroy rhe fleet. And from the bridegroom tear the promis'd bride The ty 
Now juno to the Stygian ſky deſcends, Petition, while you public arms prepare avs 
Sol.cits hell for aid, and arms the fiends. Pretend a peace, and yet provoke a war. | ound 
That new example wanted yet above: "Twas given to you, your darling fon to 1 | With t 
An act that well became the wife of Jove. To draw the daſtard from the fighting crowd; f Ti 
Alecto, rais'd by her, with rage inflames And for a man obtend an empty cloud. ly From 
The peaceful boſoms of the Latian dames. From flaming fleets you turn'd the hre away, H [are 
Imperial ſway no more exalts my mind And chang'd the ſhips to daughters ot the fra. ne 
(Such hopes I had indeed, while heaven was kind ) But tis my crime, the Queen of Heaven oftench, Rs; bro 
Now let my happier foes poſſeis my place, If ſhe preſume to ſave her ſuffering friends. | 
Whom Jove preters before the Trojan race Your ſon, not knowing what his foes decree, dome f 
And conquer they, whom you with conqueſt ( You ſay is abſent: abſent let him be. n1 for 
grace, 2 | Yours is Cythera, yours the Cyprian towers, Amid tl 
Since you can ſpare, from all your wide command, | The ſoft recetſes, and the facie bowers. Tie cat 
No ſpot of carth, no hoſpitable land, Why do you then theſe needlet arms prepate, His love 
Witch may my wanderirg fugitives receive ; Avd thus provoke a people prone to war ? ge 
(Since hauglty Juno will not give you leave) Did I with fire the Trojan town delace, Mis f 
Then, father (if I ſtill may uſe that name) | Or hinder from return your exii'd race? Lillingy 
Py rvin'd Troy, yet ſmoking from the flame, Was 1 the cauſe of miſchief, or the man, Lrchas 
beg you, let Aſcanius, by my care, Whoſe lawleſs luſt the fatal war began * | am.alt 
Be freed f om danger, and diſmifs'd the war: [hink on whoſe faith th adulterous youth reh⁵ Nor | 
Taplorious ict him live, without a crown; Who promis'd, who procur'd, the Spartan bride redting 
"The father may be caſt on coaſts unknown, When all tli united ſtates of Greece combin d, and dea 
Struggiing with fate; but let me ſave the ſon, Fo purge the world of the perfidious kind ; Vere p 
Mine is Cythera, mine the Cyprian towers; hen was your time to fear the Trojan tate: "here p 
In thofe receſſes, and thoſe ſacred Lowers, Your quarrels and complaints are now too late Aud leay 
Obſcurely let him reſt ; his right reſign Thus Juno. Murmurs riſe, with mix'd app" rec. 
o promis'd empire, and his [ulian line. Juſt as they favour, or diſlike, the caule ET an ther 
Then Carthage may th' Auſonian towns deſtroy, So winds, when yet unfledg*d in woods the) ty ee Ty 
Nor fear the race of a rejected boy. in whiſpers firſt their tender voices u! 12 
What profits it my ſon, to ſcape the fire. Then iſſue on the main with bellow ing rage, tin 
Armed with his gods, and loaded with his fire And ſtorms to trembling Mariners preſage, : 4 TX; 
Jo paſ: the perils of the ſeas and wind; Then thus to both reply'd th imperial k, ee 
Evade the Greeks, and leave the war behind; Who ſhakes Heaven's axles with his awful nc- %, 
to reach ti Italian ſhores : if, after all, (When he begins, the ſilent ſenate ſtand eme 
Our ſecond Pergamus is doom'd to fall ? =| With reverence, liſtening to the dread comm" op 
loch better had he curb'd his high defires, Tie clouds diſpel; the winds their breat! i = el 
and hover'd o'er his ill-extinyuiſh'd fires. ſtrain; = i 
To Simois* banks the fugitives reſtore, And the huſh'd waves lie flatted on the * e 
And give them back to war, and all the woes| . Cceleſtials | your attentive cars incline ; in bad to þ 
before. Since, ſaid the god, the Trojans muſt _ Jo! 3 ni 
Deep indignation ſwell'd Saturnia's heart: In wiſh'd alliance with the Latian * E 382 
And muſt I own, the ſaid, my ſecret ſmart ? Since endleſs jarrings, and immortal _ Ie th 
Wat with more decence were in ſilence kept, Tend but to diſcompoſe our happy 1 3 1 ! 0 
fn bur for this unjuſt reproach had let. [The war hencetorward be reſigned 3 , N 
Did god, or man, „our favourite fon adviſe, Each to his proper fortune ſtand — OY 3 l 
With war unload the Latians to ſurpriſe ? Equal and unconcern'd : look on all. . . a 
ly fre jou boat, and by ile god; decree, Rutullans, Trojans, are the ſame to " "WS 5 do y 
Lee leit is native land tor italy : end both ſhali draw the lots the lates de. 
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ler thefe aſſaukt, if Fortune he their friend; 

gedit (be favours thoſe, let thoſe defend: 

The fates will find their way. The Thunderer ſaid: 
and hook the ſacred honours of his head: 


Atefting Styx, tl inviolable flood, 
And the black 
T 


regions of his brother god: 
ſrembled the poles of Heav'n; and earth con- 
ſeſs'd the nod: 


This end the ſeſſions had : the ſenate riſe, 


And to his palace wait their ſovereign through the 


ſkies. 
\[can time, intent upon their ficge, the foes 
Within their walls the Trojan hoſt incloſe : 
They wound, they Kill, they watch at every gate: 
Renew the fires, and urge their happy fate. 
' Fneans wiſh in vain their wonted chief, 
Ropeieſs of flight, more hopeleſs of relief; 


Thin on the towers they ſtand ; and ev'n thoſe few, 


a beble, fainting, and dejected crew : 

Yet in the face of danger ſome there ſtood : 
vo hold brothers of Sarpedon's blood, 

ahvs and Acmon : both th' Aſſaraci; 


ng Hæmon, and, though young, reſolv'd to die. 


With theſe were Clarus and Thymetes join'd; 
and Caſtor, both of Lycian kind, 

From b omon's hands a rolling ſtore there came, 

vo larre, it half deſerv'd a mountain's name 

wng-fnew'd was the youth, and big of bone, 

nz brother Mneſtheus could not more have done; 

[tae great father of th' intrepid fon. 


an! ſome with darts, and ſome with ſtones defend. 
the preſs appears the beauteous boy, 

care of Venus, and the hope of Troy. 

Hs lovely face unarm'd, his head was bare, 

lets oer his ſhoulders hung his hair; 

borchead circled with a diadem; 

vinguiſh'd from the crowd he ſhines a gem, 

0138'd in gold, or poliſh'd ivory ſet, 

alt the meaner ſoil of ſable jet. 

Nor Iſmarus was wanting to the way, 

pointed arrows from afar, 

vith poiſon arm'd : in Lydia born 

” teous harveits the fat fields adorn : 

N proud Pactolus floats the fruitful lands, 

leaves a rich manure of golden ſands, 

lire 0 t pys, author of the Capuan name : 

e was Mneſtheus too increas'd in fame, 
Turnus from the c :amp he caſt with ſhame, 
mortal war was way d on either fide, 
time the hero cuts the nightly tide : 

Nous, tom Evander when he went, 
t the Tyrrhenc camp, and Tarchon's t 
the cauſe of coming to the * if ; 

me and country told, and atk'd relief: 

e the terms; his own (mall ſwength declar'd 
engeance proud Mezentius had prepar'd : 

rande bold and violent, deſign'd; 

7 a th ſhew'd the ſlippery ſtate of human kind, 

CO e Fortune; warn'd him to beware: 
nd 10 Ni $ wholefo: me counſel added prayer. 

on, without delay, the treaty ſigns: 

o the Trojan troops the l uſcan joins. 
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Under their grateſul ſhade Æneas ſate, 
Revolving war's events, and various fate. 

lis left young Pallas kept, fixed to his fide, 

And oft* of winds inquir'd,- and of the tide : 

oy * of the ſtars, and of their watery way 

nd what he ſuffer'd both by land and ſea. 
"RN v, facred ſiſters, open all your ſpring : 

The Tuſcan leaders, and their army ſing ; 
Which ſollow'd great ZEneas to the war: 

Their arms, their numbers, and their names, declare. 
A thouiand youths brave Maſſicus obey, 
Boin in the Tiger, through the foaming ſea z 
From Afium brought, and Coſa, by his care 
For arms, light quivers, bows and ſhafts tbey bear, 
Fi-rce Abas next, his men briglit armour wore 
His ſtern, Apollo's golden ſtatue bor 
Six hundred Populonea ſent along, 
All ſkilPd in martial exercife, and ſtrong. 
Three hundred more for battle Ilva Joins, 
An ifle renown'd for ſteel, and unexhauited mines. 
Aſy lis on his prov the third appears, 
Who heaven interprets, and the wandering ſtars 3 
From offer'd entrails prodigies expounds, 
ö And peals of thunder, with preſaging ſounds. 


Py 
Y 


A thouſand ſpᷣcars in warlike order ftand, 
Sent by the Piſans under his command. 
Fair Auſtur follows in the watery field, 


Proud of his manag'd horſe, and painted thield, 
' Graviſca, roifom trom the neighbouring ten, 


Ind his own Cœre, ſent three hundred men: 


dome firebrands throw, ſome flights of arrows ſend J With thoſe which Minio's fields, and Pyrgi gave 
All bred in arms, urnimous and brave. 


Thou, Muſe, the name of Cinyras renew; 
Ani! brave Cupavo follow'd but by tew : 
Whoſe helm conſeſs*d the lineage of the man, 
And bore, with wings diſplay'd, a filver ſwan. 
Love was the fault gf his fam'd anceſtry, 

Tag hoſe forms and fo: rune s in his enſigns fly. 
For C;cnus lov'd unhappy Pliaeton, 

| Ans a ſunz ; his loſs in poplar groves alone; 

Bencath the ſiſter ſhades to footh his grief: 

Heaven heard his ſong, and haſten'd his relief; 

and chang'd to ſnowy plumes his hoary hair, 

And wing'd his flight, to chant aloft in air. 

His fon Cupavo bruſh'd the briny flood: 

Upon his ſtern a brawny Centaur ſtood, 

Who heav'd a rock, and threatening till to throw, 

With lifted hands, alarm'd the ſeas below: 
hey ſeem to tear the formidable tight, 

And roll'd their billows on, to ſpeed his flight, 

Ocnus was next, who led his native train 
Of hardy warriors through the watery plain, 


tent; The ſon of Manto, by the Tuſcan ſtream, 


| From whence the Mantuan town derives the name, 
an ancient city, but of mix*d deſcent, 


d, Three ſeveral tribes compoſe the government: 


Four towns are under each; but all obey 
The Mantuan laws, and own the Tuſcan ſway. 
Hate to Mezentius arm'd five hundred niore, 
Whom Mincius from his fire Benacus bore ; 
Mincius with wrcaths of reeds his forehead 
cover*d o'er 
Theſe grave Auletes leads. 


A hundred ſweep, 


bon let fail ; nor now the Fates withſtand With ſtretching oars, at once the glaſſy deep: 


| Him, and his martial train, the Triton be ats, 
| High on his poop the ſea-green god appears; 
row ning he ſcems his crooked f el to ſound 
And at the blaſt the billows dane a on. 
31 1 
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A hairy man above the waſte he ſhows, 

A porpoiſe tail bencath his belly grows; 

And ends a fiſh : his breaſt the waves divides, 
And froth and foam augment the murmuring tides. 

Full thirty ſhips tranſport the choſen train, 
For Troy's relief, and ſcour the briny main, 
Now was the world forſaken by the ſun, 

And Phcebec half her nightly race had run. 

The careful chief, who never clos'd his eyes, 
Himſelf the rudder holds, the ſail ſupplies. 

A choir of Nereids meet him on the food, 

Once his own gallies, hewn from Ida's wood: 

But now as many nymphs the ſea they ſweep, 

As rode before tall veſſels on the deep. 

They know him from afar ; and in a ring 

Incloſe the ſhip that bore the Trojan king. 
Cymodoce, whoſe voice excell'd the relt, 

Above the waves advanc'd her ſnowy breaſt. 

Her right hand ſtops the ſtern, her leſt divides 
The curling ocean, and corrects the tides : 

She ſpoke tor all the choir ; and thus began 

With piealing words to warn th' unknowing man: 
Sleeps our lov'd lord? O goddefs-boin ! awake, 
Spread cvery ſail, purſue your watery track; 

And haſte your courſe. Your navy once were we, 
From Ida's lietght deſcending to the ſea + 

Till Turnus, as at anchor fix'd we ſtood, 
Preſunt'd to violate our holy wood. 

Then loos'd from ſhore we fled his fires profane 
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His b'azing ſhield embrac'd, he held on high; 
The camp receive the ſign, and with loud ſhouts 


reply. 


throw 
Their darts with double force, and drive the ce. 
Thus, at the ſignal given, the cranes ariſe 
Before the ſtormy ſouth, and blacken all the ſkies 
King Turnus wondered at the fight renew'd ; 
Till, looking back, the 'Trojan fleet he view'd; 
The feas with ſwelling canvaſs cover'd o'er ; 
And the ſwift ſhips deſcending on the ſhore, 
The Latians ſaw from far, with dazzled eyes, 
The radiant creſt that ſeem'd in flames to iſe, 
And dart diffuſive fires around the field; 
And the keen glittering of the golden ſhield. 
Thus threatening comets, when by niglit they rife 
Shoot ſanguine ſtreams, and ſadden all the ſcies 
So Sirius, flaſhing forth ni iter lights, 

fright 


1418. 


Yet Turnus, with undaunted mind, is bent 
Jo man the ſhores, and hinder their deſcent: 
And thus awakes the courage of his friends, 
What you ſo long have wiſh'd, kind fortune (ens 
In ardent arms to meet th' invading foe: 

You find, and find him at advantage now. 
Yours is the day, you need but only dare 
Your ſwords will make you maſters of the war 


(Unwillingly we broke our maſter's chain); 
And fince have ſouglit ou through the Toy 
main, 
The mighty mother chang'd our forms to tlicſe, 
And gave us life immortal in the ſeas. 
But young Aſcanius, in his camp diſtreſs'd, 
By your inſulting foes is hardly preſ d; 
TY Arcadian horſemen, and Etrurian hoſt, 
Advance in order on the Latian coaſt: 
To cut their way the Daunian chief defiens, 
Before their troops can reach the Trojan lines, 
"Thou, when the roſy morn reſtores the light, 
Firſt arm thy ſoldiers for t!* enſuing frght ; 
Thyſelf the fated ſword of Vulcan wield, 
And hear aloft th* impenetrable ſhield. 
To-morrow's ſun, unleſs my {kill be vain, 
Shall ſee huge heaps of foes in battle ſlain. 
Parting, ſhe ſpoke; and, with immortal force, 
Puſh'd on the veſſel in her watery courſe, 
(For well ſhe knew the way) impell'd behind, 
The ſhip fle forward, and outſtript the ind. 
The reſt make up: unknowing of the cauſe, 
The chief admires their ſpeed, and happy omens 
draws. 
Then thus he pray'd, and fix'd on heaven his 
eyes: 
Mear thou, great mother of the deities, 
With turrets crown'*d, (on Ida's holy hill, 
Fierce Tigers, rein'd and curb'd, obey thy will.) 
Firm thy own omens, lead us on to tight, 
And let thy Phrygians conquer in thy right. 
He ſaid no more. And now renewing day 
Had chac'd the ſhadows of the night away 
le charg'd the ſoldiers with preventing cate, 
Their flags to follow, and their arms prepare; 
Warn'd of th' enſuing fight, and bade tem hope 
the war. 
Now, from his lofty poop, he view'd below, 
Mis camp cncompaſs d, and th' incloiing for, 


Your fires, your tons, your houſes, and your land. 
| And deareft wives, are all within your hands. 
Be mindful of the race trom whence you came; 
And emulate in arms your father's fame. 


With fect unfirm ; and prepotliefs the ſtrand: 
Fortune betriends the bold. No more he ſaid, 
But balanc'd whom to leave, and whom to lead 
Then theie clects, the landing to prevent 
Arid thoſe he Jeaves to keep the city pent. 
Mean time the Trojan ſends his troops aſhore 
Some are by boats expos'd, by bridges more. 


C With labouring oars they bear along the ſtrand, 


Where the tide languiſtics, and leap a-land. 
[archon obſerves the coaſt with careful eyes, 

| And where no ford he nds, no water fries, 
Nor billows with unequal! murmur roar, 

But ſmoothily ſlide along, and ſwell the ſhore : 


Here ply your oars, and at all hazard land : 

| Force on the veſſel, that her keel may wound 
This hated ſoil, and furrow hoſtile ground. 
Let me ſecurely land, I atk no more, 

Then fink my chips, or ſhatter on the ſore. 


] 


This fiery ſpeech inflames his feartul friends, 


They run their ſhips azround, the veſſels knock, 
(Thus forc'd aſhore) and tremble with the ſocks 
Carchon's alone was loſt, and ftranded flood, 
Stuck on a bank, and beaten hy the flood, 
She breaks her back, the looſen'd tices give Ways 
And plunge the Tuſcan ſoldiers in the fea. . 
Their broken oars and floating planks withi:ane 
Their paſſage, while they labour to the land 1 
And ebbing tides bear back upon th uncertain anc 
Now Turnus leads his troops, Without dciah; 
Agvancing to the margin of the fea, _ 
Che trumpets ſound : Aneas fi. ft affaii'd 


* ey | 
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Hope arms their courage : from their towers they 


Pale human-kind with plagues and with dry fam.nc 


Now take the time, while ſtaggering yet they Rant 


That couiſe he fteer'd, and thus he gave commancy 


They tug at every oar; and every ftretcnel benc's : 


% 4 
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Crest Theron tell, an omen of the fight: 
Creat Theron large of lim! ' of giant height, 
He © by in cen fields dety'd the prince, 

But armour ical'd with gold was no defence 
Auel the fated ſword, w hich open'd wide 


H; ed ſhield, and pierc'd his nated fide, 
, Lycas t, who, not like others born, 
U m his v 


©: mother ripp*d and torn : 
trom his birth to thee, 

e from viting ſteel was free. 
om him was Gyas laid along, 


Sac d, 0 ; hebhus | 
Fo 15 hes inning 
No 121 


O0fn nonltrous bulk; with Ciffeus fierce and ſtrong ; 
Vain alk and ftrength ; for when the chief aflail'd 


Nor vatour, nor Herculean arms, avail d ; 
Nor their ſam'd father, wont In war to go 
With great Alcides, while he toil'd below. 


0 


eno.ly Pharos next receiv*d his death, 


Anas writh'd his dart, and ſtopp'd his bawling 


breath. . 

Then wretched Cydon had reccin'd his doom, 
Who courted Clytius in his beardlefs doom, 
1 fought with love obſcene polluted Joys : 
Ir jan ſword liad cur'd his love of boys, 
Had not his (even bold brethren lap d the courſe 
the fierce champion, with united force, 
even carts are thrown at once, and ſome rehound 

is bright thield, ſome. on his helmet ſound : 

ereft had reach'd him, hut his mother's care 

vented thoſe, an Id 8 daſide in air. 
ne Price th en 


„ 
: 
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| Achates, to tupply 
[ie fpears that knew 2 * way to victory. 
Hose a weapons, which, inur'd to blood, 


| cia. under Ilium ſtood: 
N tivſe my hand ſhall toſs in vai 

TY * 117 and al O1iS in Vain 
Agunit Our does, on this contended plain, 
ne laid: then ſeiz's a mighty pe: 15 and threw ; 
W. na 


4 * n' d Witi 1 late, th, Tou gh NI Iæon' , 
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| all the brazen pl ney, and reach'd his heart: 
He d with into;crable ſmart. 
Ac mor faw ; and read wi but reach'd in vain, 
* ing hand, his brother to ſuſtain. 
A KCONG pear, Which: kept the lormer courſe, 
$ ne tame han y and {ent with equal Orce, 
4 um p.crc'd, and, holding on, bereft 
As uſe of both. and binion'd down his left. 
f N Nut tor, from his dead brot ther, drew 
I . on fſpcar, and at the Trojan threw ; 
| ; e (Girects the lance awry, 

Wong, only mark'd Achates? thigh, 
T Pride Of auth the Sabine Clauſus Came 5 
„ em ata at D. yops took his aim. 
; new hiffing touch the middle ſpace, 
XxX 


- CU ms tiroat, directed at his face 


' It once tlie | Hage of his wind, 
A r. TTY 2 n 
: ec 1Oul to flitting air reſign'd: 
3 a e ſtruck the ground; 
* 7 1 +» aw al 
a ute ruſh'd mingled through the 
WWnd 
Ty o 5 1 
ne lis Try 7 ay are Pal Ty "4 — 
IC TR OTICTS O! tlie Bore an race, I 
"ph tz, hom Iſmarus, their native place, 
u. war, but all the ſons of Thrace, \ 
ale Nr Me hal 4 18 
Den ON, the b d Arunci leads; 
( l & DLUNE to his aid ſucce eds, 
., Fus ON us horſe: on either hand 
1 CE K en! 11 mw. pt 9 
W. Wo KEEP, An thoſe to win the land, 
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buckler The ſea behind, our enemies 
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As wintery winds, contending in the fy, 
With equal force of lungs their titles try, 
They rage, they roar ; the doubtſul rack of heaven 
Stands without motion, and the tide undriven: 
Each bent to conquer, reither fide to yield; 
They long ſuſpend the tortune of the field. 
Beth armies thus perform what courage can: 
Foot ſet to foot, and mingled man to man. 
Put in another part, th' Arcadian horſe, 
With il ſucceſs engage the Latian ſorce, 
For were th' impetuous torrent, ruſhing down, 
Huge craggy ſtones, and rooted trees had Rs 
| They left their courſers, and, unus'd to figlit 
On foot, were ſcatter'd in a ſhameful fight . 
pallas, who with diſdain and grief had view'd 
His foes purſu; ng, anc his friends purſu'd, 
Us'd threatnings 'mix'd with prayers, his laſt re- 
fource ; 


| With theſe to nove their minds, with thoſe to fire 
their force, 
| Which way, cempanions! whither would yau run? 
| By you youricives, and mielity battles won; 
By my grear fire, by his eftabliſh'd name, 
And early promiſe of my future fame ; 
By niy youth emulous of «qual right, 
o ſhape his honours, ſhun ignoble flight. 
Fruit not your feet ; your hands mult liew your 
way 
hrongh yon black body, and that thick array: 
Fis through that forward path that we muft 
come : 
here lies our way, and that our paſſage home. 
| Nor powers 5 e, nor deſtir s below, 
Opprels ur arms; with eq — en we go; 
0 ith mortal hands to meet a mortal ſoe. 
{Ste on What foot we ſtand : a ſcanty ſhore; 
hetore : 
No paſſage left, unlefs we fwim the main; 
Or, torcing theſe, the Trojan trenches gain. 
This ſaid, he ſtrode with eager haſte along, 
And bore amidf the thuckeft of the throng, 
Lagus, the firſt te met, with fate to ſoe, 
Had heav'd a ſtone of mighty weight to throw 
8 the he. ir de ſcended on hi 5 W 
Juſt whe £ bone diſtinguiſh'd either loin: 
it ſtuck io 7 ſo deeply but ied _ 
That ſcarce the victor 8 
z RUBY came on, but 
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d the ſtce! away. 
wine he mov'd too flow 
| n'd revenge, the prince prevents his blow; 
For, warding his at once, at once he preſs'd; 
id plung'd the fatal weapon in his breaſt. 
hen lewd Anchemolus he laid in duſt, 
Who ſtain'd his ſtepdam's bed with unp! ous luſt. 
And after him the Daunian twins wcte ſlain, 
Laris and Thimbrus, on the Latian plain : 
So wondrous like in feature, ſhape, and ſize, 
As caus'd an error in their parents” eyes. 
Grateſul miſtake ! but ſoon the ſword decides 
| The nice diſtinction, and their fate divides. 
| For Thimbrus' head was . d: and Laris* hand, 
| Piſmember”d, ſouglit its owner on the ſtrand : 
The trembling fingers yet the fauckion ſtrain, 
And threaten fill th' intended ſtroke in vain. 
Now, to renew the charge, th" Arcadians 
came: 


Sight of ſuch acts, and ſenſe of honeſt ſham 
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And grief, with anger mix'd, theu 
nome: 
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Then with a caſual blow was Rheteus lain, 
Who chanc'd, as Pallas threw, to croſs the plain! 
The flying ſpear was after Ilus ſent, 
But Rhæteus happen'd on a death unmeant : 
From Teuthras and from Tytus while he fled, 
The lance, athwart his body, laid him dead. 
Roll'd from his chariot with a mortal wound, 
And intercepted fate, he ſpurn'q the ground. 

As, when in ſummer welcome winds ariſe, 
The watchful ſhepherd to the foreſt flies, 
And fires the midmoſt plants; contagion ſpreads, 
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j From the forbidden ſpace his men retir'd, 
Pallas their awe and his tern words admir'd, 
{Survey d him o'er and o'er with wondering fight, 
Struck with his haughty mien, and towering height. 
Then to the king; your empty vaunts forbear : 
Succeſs I nope, and Fate I cannot ſear. 
Alive or dead, I ſhall deſerve a name: 

| Jove is impartial, and to both the ſame, 

He faid, and to the void advanc'd his pace; 

| Pale horror ſate on each Arcadian face. 

Then Turnus, from his chariot leaping light, 


And catching flames infect the neighbouring heads; , Addrefs'd himſelf on foot to fingle tight, 


Around the foreſt flies the furious blaſt, 
And all the leafy nation finks at laſt ; 
And Vulcan rides in triumph o'er the waſte ; 
The paſtor, pleas'd with his dire victory, 
Beholds the ſatiate flames in ſheets aſcend the ſæy: 
So Pallas“ troops their ſcatter'd ſtrength unite; 
And, pouring on their foes, their prince delight, 
Haleſus came, fierce with detire of blood 

(But firſt collected in his arms he ttood ;) 
Advancing then he ply'd the ſpear ſo well, 
Ladon, Demodochus, and Pheres, fell : 
Around his head he toſs'd his glittering brand, 
And from Strymonius hew'd his better hand, 
Held up to guard his throat: then hurl'd a ftone 
At Thoas? ample front, and pierc'd the bone: 
It ftruck beneath the ſpace of Zither eye, 
And blood, and mingled brains, together fly, 
Deep ſkill'd in future faves, Haleſus' fire 
Did with the youth to lonely groves retire : 
But, when the father's mortal race was run, 
Dire Deſtiny laid hold upon the ſon, | 
And haul'd him to the war: to find beneath 
'Th* Evandrian ſpear a memorabl- death. 
Pallas th' encounter ſeeks ; but, ere he throws, 
To Tuſcan Liber thus addreſs'd his vows : 
Y ſacred ſtream, direct my flying dart, 
And give to paſs the proud Haleſus' heart: 

Iis arms and ſpoils thy holy oak fail hear. 


Pleus'd with the bribe, the god received h's prayer; 


For, while his ſhield protects a friend diſtreſs'd, 

Tue dart came driving on, and picrc'd his breaſt. 
zut Lauſus, no ſmall portion of the war, 

Permits not panick fear to reign too far, 

Caus'd by the death of fo renown'd a knight; 

But by his own example chears the fight. 

Fierce Abas firſt he flew ; Ahas, the Nay 

Of Trojan hopes, and hindrance of the day, 

The Phrygian troops eſca;,*d the Greeks in vain, 

They, and their mix'd allies, now load the plafn. 

To the rude ſhock of war both armies came, 

The leaders equal, and their ſtrength t'.c ſams. 

The rear ſo preſs'd the fiont, they could not wield 

Their angry we2pons, to diſpute the geld. 


Here Pallas urges on, and Lauſus there, ? 


Of equal youth and beauty both appear, 


But both by Fate forhid ro breathe their native air. \ 


Their congreſs in the field great Jove withitands, 

Both doom'd to fall, but fall by greazer hands 
Mean time Juturna warns the Daunian chief 

Of Lauſus' danger, urging ſwift relief. 

With his driven chariot he divides the crowd, 

And, making to his friends, thus calls aloud ; 

Let none preſume hb needleſs aid to join 

Retire, and clear the field, the fight is mine: 

To this richt hand is Pallas only dus: 

Cn were his Gather here my juſt revenze to view |! 


And, as a lion, when he ſpies from far 
A bull that ſcems to meditate the war, n 
Bending is neck, and (purning back the ſand, 


Runs roaring downward from his hilly ſtand : 


Imagine eager Turnus not more ſlow, 
To ruth from high on his ur equal foe. 
Young Pallas, when he ſaw the chief advance 
Within due diſtance of his flying lance, 
{Prepares to charge him firſt, reſolv'd to try 
It Fortune would his want of force ſupply ; 
And thus to Heaven an1 Hercules addrefs'd : 
pps 
Alcides, once on earth Evander's gueſt, 
His fon adjures you by thoſ holy rites, 
That hoſpitable board, thoſe genial nights; 
Aſſiſt my great attempt to gain this prize, 
| And let proud Turnus vicw, with dying eves, 
| His raviſh'd ſpoils. Twas heard, the vain requeſt; 
Alcides mourn'd ; and ſtifled fighs within lis 
breaſt. 
Then Tove, to ſooth his ſorrow, thus began: / 


Short bounds of life are ſet to mortal man; 


," Tis virtue's work alone to ſtretch the _— 
ſpan, 
So many ſons of gods in bloody fight, 
Around the walls of Troy, have loſt the light: 
My own Sarpedon fell beneath his foe, 

Nor I, his mighty fire, could ward the blow. 
Ev*n Turnus ſhortly ſhall refign his breath; 

And ſtands already on the verge of death. 

This ſaid, the god permits the fatal fight, 

But ſrom the Latian fields averts his fizht, 
Now with full force bis ſpear young Pallat 
| threw ; 
And, having thrown, his ſhining fauchion drew: 
The ſteel juſt graz'd along the ſhoulder joint, 
And marked it ſlightly with the glancing point. 
Fierce Turnus firſt to nearer diſtance drew, 
And pois'd his pointed ſpear before he thre'v : 
\Taen, as the winged weapon whizz'd along, 

Sce now, ſaid he, whoſe arm is better ſtrung. 
The ſpear kept on the fatal courſe, unſtay d 
'By plates of iron, which o'er the ſhield were laid 3 
Through folded braſs and tough bull-hides it pals d, 
His corſlet pierc'd, and reach'd his heart at laſt. 
In vain the youth tugs at the broken wood, 

The ſoul comes ifſuing with rhe vital blood: 

He falls ; his arms upon his body ſound ; 

And with his bloody teeth he bites the ground. 
Turnus beftrode the corpſe : Arcadians hear, 
Said he; my meſſage to your maſter bear: 

Such as the fire deſerved, the fon I ſend : 

It cots lim dear to be the Phrygians' friend, 
The lifeleſs body, tell him, I beſtow, 

Unaſk'd, to reſt his wandering ghoſt below. 

He ſaid, and trampled down with all the foree 

| Of his left ſoot, and ſpurn'd the wretehed core: 


| 
' 
| 
| 
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Then ſnatel'd the ſhining belt, with gold inlaid; ; Vulcanian Cæculus renews the fight ; 
The belt Eurytion's artful hands had made : | And U mbro born upon the mountain's height 
Where fifty fatal brides, expreſs'd to fight, 7 The cl hampion chears his troops t' encounter thoſe; 
All, in the compaſs of one mourntul night, | And iceks revenge hiniſelf on other toes. 
Depriv'd their bridegrooms of returning light. ; [At Anxur's ſhield he drove, and at the hiow 
in an ill hour inſulting Turnus tore Loth ſhictd aud arm to ground together go. 
Thoſe golden f 0:1S, and ina woile he wore, | Anxur had boalled much of magic charms, 
O mortals ! bli nd in fate, who never know | and tl: ouglit he wore impenctrable arms; 
To hear high fortune, or endure the low ! So mace by muttet'd ſpells: and from the ſp pheres 
[he time ſhall come, When Turnus, but in vain, Had lite ſecur'd in vain, for length of years. 
| with untouch'd the trophies of the flain : [Then Farquitus ths field in triumph trod; 
dall with the fatal belt were far away; A nymph his mat! ner, and luis ſire a god. 
And curſe the dire remembrance of the day. | Exulting in bright arms, he braves the prin ce: 
c ſad Arcadians from th* unhappy field, With his protended lance he makes defence: 
Pexr back the breathleſs body on a ſhield. Ee irs back his feeble ioe; then, prefling on, 
(0) #12ce and grief of war! at once reftor'd | Arreſts his hetter hand, and drags him doven. 
With ** to thy fire, at once deplor'd, Stands o'er the proſtiale wretch, and as he lay, 
Ode day firſt ſont thee to the fighting field, I Vain tales inventing, and prep dar“! tO pray, 
beheld whole ſeaps of foes in battle Kills d; Mos oft his head; the trunk a moment flood, 


One day beheld thee dead, and borne upon thy [hen ſunk, and rol!'d along the ſand in blood. 
thield The vengeful victor thus uphraids the flain ; 


This diſmal news, not from uncertain fame, (Lie there, proud man, unpity*d on the plain: 

Fut ſad ſpeGators, to the hero came: Lie there, inglorious, aad without a tomb, 

His friends upon the brink of ruin ſtand, Far from thy mother, and thy native home: 

Unleſs reliev'd by his victorious hand. |Expos' d to ſavage beaſts, aud birds of prey; 

He whirls his ſword around, without delay, 2 thrown for food to moniters of the fea. 

And hews through adverſe toes an ample way; On Lycas and Ant:eus next he ran, 

To find fierce Turnus, of his conqueſt proud: Two chiefs of 'Turnus, and who led his van, 

Evander, Pa'las, all that friendſhip ow*'d They fied for fear; with theſe he chac'd along, 

To large deſerts, are preſent to his eyes; Camers the yellow-lock'd, and Numa ſtrong, 

His plighted hand, and hoſpitable ties. Both great in arms, and both were fair and 
Four ſons of Sulmo, tour whom Ufens bred, young: 

He took in fight, and living victims led, Camers was ſon to Volſcens lately flain, 

To pleaſe the ghoſt of Pallas ; and expire In wealth ſorpafting all the Latian train, 

In ſacrifice before his funeral fire. And in a mycla fix'd his ſilent cafy reign. 

At Magnus next he threw : he itoop'd below And as /Egeon, wien with heaven he ſtrove, 


The flying ſpear, and ſhun” d the promis'd blow. Stood oppoſite in arms to mighty ſore ; 


Then, crezping, claſp'd the hero's knees, and pray d: Mov'd all his hundred hands, provok'd the war, 


Ly young lulus, by thy father's ſhade, Def y*d the forky lightning from afar 
0 ſpare "ny life, and ſend me back to ſee At fiſty mouths his flaming breath expires, 
\f ' 


1y longing fire and tender progeny. 
A loſty houſe 1 have, and wealth 3 
in fily er 7 ingots, and in bars of po! 


And flaſh for flaſh returns, and fires for fires : 
In his right hand as many ſwords he Wield, 
And takes the thunder on as mai 1y ſhields: 


All theſe, and ſu 15 beſfides. which ſes e no day, | With ſtrength like his the Trojan hero {too 

The arfon of t'iis one poor life ſhall pay. | And 2 the e fields with ſalling crops were ed, 
If 1 ſurvive, hall Troy the lets prevai il? W hen © e his fauchion found the taſte of bicod 

A fi ol ſoul's too light to turn the ſcale. Wich fury ＋ arce to he conceiv'd he flew 

He aid. The hero ſtern ly thus reply'd : 'Agairft Niphæus, whom four courfers drew. 

ay bars, and inzots, and the ſums beſide, They, when they fee the fiery chief advance, 

Leave for thy chiidrer,'s lot. Thy Turnus broke And | puſhipg ar t. eir ben 3 his pointed lance, 

Al rules of wat 1 hb one re icnticts ſtroke, WW! Re 'd with fo ſwift a mo tion, mad with fear, 

| 'allas fell ; ſo deems, nor deems alone, They drew hel matter head'onz from the chair: 

K es hadow, but my living ſon. [They far e, they Fwy nor ſtop their courſe, before 
J wing faid, of kind remorſe bereft, They bear the bounding chariot to the ſhore 

He ſelz huis helm, and &:azg'd bim with his left: | Now Lucagus and Liger "_ the Hains, 2 
50 1. 4 80 111 10 £ 5 | 

Len With his right-hand, whilſt kis neck he With two white ſteeès, but Liger holds the reins, 
Vreatind, And Lucagus the lofty ſeat mair tains, ) 
Up to the halte us ſhining faucluon ſheath'd, Bold brethren hoth, the former way'd in air 
„pollo's prieit, Hem onides, was near, His flaming ſword ; /Incas couch'd his fear, 

: holy fille; z On [11s front apprar ; Unus'd to threats, and more unus'd to fear. 

t "mg in arms he hone amidit the crowd; | Then Liger thus. 7 hy confidence is vain 

u ot bus gol, more of his purple proud: To 'ſcape from hence, as from the 2 wht n plain: 

» Ache fie ce Trojan follow'd through the field, Nor theſe the ſteeds which Viomede heitrode, 

e Boy coward ell: a0. forc'd to yield, Hay this the chariot where Achilles rode} 

=, ce ſto oder the prieſt ; and at one blow N or Venus veil is here, nor Neptun e's ſhield 

ot cn an offering to the ſhades below, | Thy fatal hour is come; and this the field. 

"a dereſhus on his ſhoulders bears, Thus Liger vainly \ aunts: the Tro12n peer 

dn d atrophy to the god of wars Return'd bis anſer with his fiving ſpear. 


_— 


But the ſtein hero turn'd aſide ! 
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As Lucagus to laſh his liorſes bends, 

Prone to the wheels, and his left foot protends, 
Prepar'd for flight, the fatal dart arrives, 

And through the border of his buckler drives; 
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Your heart ſhould grant ; and not a ſhort reprieve, 
But length of certain life to 'Turnus give? 

Now fpcedy death attends the guiltleſs youth, 
If my preſaging ſoul divines with truth, 


Paſs'd through, and pierc'd his groin ; the deadly Which, O! 1 with might err through cauſcleſs ſears 


wound, 
Caſt from his chariot, roll'd him on the ground. 


And you (for you bave power) prolong his years. 
Thus having ſaid, involv'd in clouds ſhe flies, 


Whom thus the chief upbraids with ſcornſul ſpiglit; And drives a ſtorm betore her through the ſkies, 


Blame not the ſlowneſs of your Reeds in flight; 
Vain ſhadows did not force their ſwift retreat ; 
But you yourſelf forſake your empty ſeat. 

He laid, and ſeiz'd at once che looſen'd rein 
{For Liger. lay already on the plain 


Swift ſhe deſcends, alighting on the plain, 
| Where the fierce foes a dubious fizht maintain, 
| Of air condens'd, a ſpectre ſoon ſhe made, 
| And what ZEneas was, ſuch ſeem'd the ſhade, 
Adorn'd with Dardan arms, the phantom bore 


By the ſame ſhock); then, ſtretching out his hands, | His head aloft, a plumy creſt he wore: 


'The recreant thus his wretched life demands: 
Now by thyſelf, O more than mor: al man ! 

By her and him from wtom thy breath began, 
Who ſorm'd thee thus d:vine, I beg thee ſpare 
This forfeit life, and hear thy ſuppliant's prayer. 


This hand appear'd a ſhining ſword to wield, 
And that ſuſtain'd an imitated ſhield : 

With manly mien he ſtalk'd along the ground; 
Nor wanted voice bely*d, nor vaunting found. 
(Thus haunting ghoſts appear to waking fight, 


Thus much he ſpoke 3 and more he would have Or dreadful vifions in our dreams by night.) 


Aid, 

18 head, 

And cut him ſhort : 1 hear another man, 

You talk'd not thus before the fight began 
Now take-your turn: and, as a brother ſhould, 
Attend your brother to the Stygian flood: 

Then through his breaſt his fatal ſword he ſent, 
And the ſoul iſſued at the gaping vent. 

As ſtorms the ſkies, and torrents tear the ground, 


| The ſpectre ſeems the Daunian chief to dare, 
And flouriſhes lis empty ſword in air: 

At this advancing Turnus hurl'd his ſpear 

The phantom wheel'd, and ſeem'd to fly for fear 
Deluded Turnus thought the Trojan fled, 

And with vain hopes his haughty fancy fed. 
Een O coward, (thus he calls aloud, 

Nor found he ſpoke to wind, and chac'd a cloud; 
Why thus forſake your bride ' Receive from me 


Thus rag'd the prince, and ſcattet'd deaths around: The fated land you ſought ſo long by ſea. 


At length Aſcanius, and the Trojan train, 
Broke from the camp, ſo long beſieg'd in vain, 
Meantime the king of gods and mortal man 
Held conference with his queen, and thus began: 
My filter. goddeſs, and well-plealing wife, 

Still think you Venus” aid ſupports the ſtrife ; 
Suſtains her Trojans, or themſelves alone 

With inborn valour force their fortune on ? 
How nerce in fight, with courage undecay*'d * 
fudge if ſuch warriors want immortal aid. 

to whom the goddeſs with the charming eyes, 
Soſt in her tone, ſubmiſſively replies. 

hy, O my.ſovereign lord, whoſe frown I fear, 
And cannot, unconcern'd, your anger bear; 
Why urge you thus my grief? when if I till 
(As once | was) were miſtreſs of your will, 
From your almighty will, your pleaſing wife 
Might gain the grace of lengthening Turnus' life ; 
Securely inatch him from the fatal fight; 

And give him to his aged ſather's ſight. 

Now let him periſh, fince you hold it good, 
And glut the "Trojans with his pious blood, 

Yet from our lintage he derives his name, 


He ſaid, and, brandiſhing at once his blade, 
| With eager pace purſu'd the flying ſhade. 
| By chance a ſhip was faſten'd to the ſhore, 
Which from old Cluſium king Ofinius bore ; 
The plank was ready laid for ſafe aſcent ; 

For ſhelter there the trembling ſhadow bent, 
And ſkipp'd, and ſculk'd, and under hatches went. 
Exulting Turnus, with regardleſs haſte, 
Aſcends the plank, and to the galley paſs'd. 
Scarce had he reach'd the prow, Saturnia's hand 
The haulſers cuts, and ſhoots the ſhip from land. 
With wind in poop, the veſſel plows the fea, 
And meaſures back with ſpeed her former way. 
{Meantime ZEneas ſeeks his abſent foe, 

| And ſends his ſlaughter'd troops to ſhades below. 
| The guileful phantom now forſook the ſhrowe, 
And flew ſublime, and vani{h'd in a cloud. 

Too late young Turnus the delufion found, 

| Far on the ſea, ſtill making from the ground. 
| Then, thankleſs for a life redeem'd by ſhame, 
| With ſenſe of honour ſtung, and forteit fame, 
| Fearful beſides of what in fight had paſs'd, 
His hands and haggard eyes to heaven he caſt, 


— 


And in the fourth degree from god Pilumnus came ! © Jove ! he cry'd for what offence have 


Yet he devoutly pays you rites divine, 
And offers daily incenſe at your ſhrine. 
Then ſhortly thus the ſovereign god reply'd; 
Since in my power and goodneſs you confide 
If for a lilttle ſpace, a lengthen'd ſpan, 
You beg reprieve for this expiring man : 
I grant you leave to take your Turnus hence, 
From inſtant fate, and can fo far diſpenſe, 
Put if ſome ſecret meaning lies beneath, 
To ſave the ſhort- liv'd youth from deſtin'd death: 
Or if a farther thought you entertain, 
To change the fates; you feed your hopes in vain. 
To whom the goddeſs thus, with weeping eyes: 
And what if that requeſt your tongue demes, 


Deſerv'd to bear this endleſs infamy ? 

| Whence am I forc'd, and whither am I borne, 
How, and with what reproach ſhall I return! 
Shall ever I behold the Latian plain, 

Or ſee Laurentum's lofty towers again 

| What will they ſay of their deferting chiet ? 
The war was mine, I fly from their rehet : 
led to laughter, and in ſlaughter leave; 
And ev'n from hence their dying groans receive. 
Here, over-match'd in fight, in heaps they lie, 
There ſcatter'd o'er the fields ignobly fl. 
Gape wide, O earth! and draw me down alive, 
Or, oh, ye pitying winds ! a wretch relieve ; 
On fands or thelves the ſplitting veſſel drive ; 
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Or ſet me ſnipwreck'd on ſome deſert ſhore, 
Where no Rutulian eyes may ſce me more; 
Unknown t friends, or foes, or conſcious Fame, 
Leſt he ſhould follow, and my flight proclaim ! 

chus Turnus rav'd, and various fates revolv'd, 
The choice was doubtful, but the death reſolved. 
And now the ſword, aud now the ſea took place : 
That to revenge, and this to purge diſgrace. 

Sometime: he thought to ſwim the ſtormy main, 
By ſtretch of arms the dittant ſhore to gain: 

Thrice he the ſword aſſay d, and thrice the flood; 
But ſuno, mov'd with pity, both withſtood : 

And thrice repreſs*d his rage: ſtrong galæs ſupply d 
And puſh'd the veſſel o'er the ſwelling tide. 
Atlength the lands him on his native ſhores, 

And to his father's longing arms reſtores. 

Meantime, by Jove's impulſe, Mezentius arm'd, 

Succeeding Turnus, with his ardor warm'd 
His fainting friends, reproach'd their ſhameſu 

flight, 

Repell'd the victors, and renew'd the fight. 

Againſt their king the Tuſcan troops conſpire, 

Such is their hate, and ſuch their fierce deſire 
Of wiſhed revenge: on h'm, and him alone, 

All hands employ'd, and all their darts are thrown. 
He, like a ſolid rock by ſeas inclos'd, 

Toraging winds and roaring waves oppos d; 
from his proud ſummit looking down, diſdains 

Their empty menace, and unmov'd remains. 

Beneath his feet fell haughty Hebrus dead, 

Then Latagus ; and Palmus as he fled ; 

At Latagus a weighty ſtone he flung, * 

His face was flatted, and his helmet rung. 

But Palmus from behind receives his wound, 

Hamſtring'd he falls, and grovels on the ground: 

His creſt and armour, from his body torn, 

iy ſhoulders, Lauſus, and thy head adorn. 

Lvas and Mymas, both of Troy, he flew, 

mas his birth from fair Theano drew : 

Born on that fatal night, when, big with fire, 

The queen produc*d young Paris to his fire. 

but Paris in the Phrygian fields was flain ; 

Unthinking Mymas, on the Latian plain 

And as a ſavage boar on mountains bred, 
4 toreſt maſt and fattening marſhes ſed; 
den once he ſets himſelf in toils inclos'd, 
buntimen and their eager hounds oppos'd, 

He whets his tuſxs, and turns, and dares the war; 

vn invaders cart their javelins from afar ; 

All keep aloof, and {ſafely ſhout around, 

0g none preſumes to give a ncacer wound, 
'ctrets and ſroths, ere cis his briftled hide, 
ad makes a grove of lances from his fide : 
do erwiſe the troops, with hate inſpir'd 
= 1 againſt the tyrant firs ; 
has ga i BY Mour at a Ciitance drive, 

keep the languiſh'd war alive. 
Wi, n Coritus came Acron to the tight, 

o it his fpouſe betroth'd, and unconſummate 
Mezentius 5 8 ; 
1 es him through the ſquadrons ride, 

x ar purple favours Gf his bride. 

, —_— wngry lion, who beholds : 

8 ro m=_ who triſks about the folds, 

ara, * at grazes on the plain; 

le pine 3 mY he ſhakes his :1fing mane; 

The n 20 Opens wide his greedy jaws, 

Prey lies panting underneath his paws ; 
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So proud Mezentius ruſhes on his foes, 

And firſt unhappy Acron overthrows : 
ground, 


the wound. 


Orodes flying, nor the wretch purſu'd : 


To give his victory the better grace. 
Orodes falls, in equal fight oppreſs' d: 
Mezentius fix'd his foot upon his breaft, 


Lo here the champion of my rebels lies. 
The fields around with io Pæan ring, 


Like death attends thee on this fatal plain. 


And feal'd his eyes in everlaſting night. 
By Cadicus, Alcathevs was flain 3 
Sacrator laid Rydaſpes on the plain: 


Then brave Meſſapus Fiicetes flew, 


Wo from Lycaon's blood his lineage drew. 


And reſted lance : and thus aloud he cries, 


Then, ſourly ſmiling, thus the king reply'd ; 
For what belongs to me, let ſove provide; 

But die thou firſt, whatever chance enſue. 

Je ſaid, and from the wound the weapon drew: 
A hovering miſt came ſwimming o'er his fight, 


Orſes the ſtrong to greater ſtrength muſt yield 
He, with Parthenius, were by Rapo kill'd. 
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He fills his famiſh'd maw, his mouth runs o'er 
With unchew'd morſels, while he churns the 


Stretch'd at his length, he ſpurns the ſwarthy 
The lance, beſmear'd with blood, lies broken in 
Then with diſdain the haughty victor vie w'd 


Nor thought the daſtard's back deſerv'd a wound, 
But running gain'd th' advantage of the ground, 
Then, turning ſhort, he met him face to face, 


And peals of ſhouts applaud the conquering king. 
At this the vanquiſh'd, with his dying breath, 
Thus faintly ſpoke, and propheſy'd in death: 
Nor thou, proud man, unpuniſh'd ſhale remain; 


7 
- 


But from his headſtrong horſe, his fate he ſound, 


To ſingle fight the boldeſt toe defy*d ; 


Salius to death the great Antronius ſent, 
But the fame fate the victor vnderwent ; 


Nor wholly overcome, nor wholly yield. 


| 

And mourn the miſeries of human lite. 
[Conc the reſt two goddeſſes appear 
| 


Concern'd for cach: here Venus, Juno there; 


Amidit the crowd infernal Ate ſhakes 


Her ſcourge aloft, and creſt of hiſſing ſnakes. 
Once more the proud Mezentius with diſdain 

Brandiſh'd his ſpear, and ruſn'd into the plain: 

Where toweering in the midmoſt ranks he ſtood, 


Like tall Orion ſtalking o'er the flood: 
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Who threw his maſter as he made a bound ; 
The chief, alighting, ſtuck him to the ground. 
Then Clonius hand to hand, on foot atſails, 
he Trojan finks, and Neptune's fon prevails, 
Azis the Lycian, ſtepping forth with pride, 


Whom Tuſcan Valerus by force o'ercame, 
And not bely'd his mighty father's fame. ' 


Slain by Nealces' hand, well ſkilFd to throw 

The flying dart, and draw the far deceiving bow. 
Thus equal deaths are dealt with equal chance ; 

By turns they quit their ground, by turns advance: 

Victors, and vanquith'd, in the various field, 


The gods from heaven ſurvey the faral ſtrife, 


When with his brawny breat? le cuts the waves, 
His ſhoulders ſcarce the topmoſt billow laves. 

Or like a mountain-aſh, whoſe roots are ſpread, 
Deep fix'd in earth, in clouds he hides kis bead. 
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The Trojan prince beheld him from afar, 
And dauntleſs undertobk the doubttul war. 
Collected in his ſtrength, and like a rock, 
Pois'd on his baſe, Mezentius ſtood the ſhock. 
He ſtood, and, meaſuring firſt with careful eyes 
The ſpace his ſpear could reach, aloud he cries ; 
My firong right hand, and ſword, aſſiſt my ſtroke ; 
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For now the Fates prepar'd their ſhirpen'd hers ; 


And liſted high the flaming ſwerd appears, 

W hich full deſcending, with a frightful tway, 

Through ſhield and corſlet forc'd th impetuous 
way, 


And buried deep in his fair boſom lay. 


The purple ſtreams through the thin armour ſtrove,” 


(Thoſe only gods Mezentivs will invoke) {And drench'd th' embroider'd coat his mothe! 


His armour, irom the Trojan pirate torn, 

By my triumphant Lauſus ſhall be worn. 

He ſaid, and with his utmoſt force he threw 

The maſly ſpear, which; hiſling as it flew, 

Reach'd the celeſtial ſhield that ſtopp'd the courſe ; 

But glancing thence, the yet-unbroken force 

Took a new bent obliquely, and betwixt 

The tides and bowels fam'd Anthores fix d. 

Anthores had from Argos travell'd far, 

Alcides' friend, and brother of the war: 

Till. tir'd with toils, fair Italy he choſe, 

And in Evander's palace ſought repoſe: 

Now falling by another wound, his eyes 

Me caſt to heaven, on Argos thinks, and dies, 
The pious Trojan then his javelin ſent. 

The ſhield gave way: through treble plates it went 

Or ſolid braſs, of linen trebly rolled, 


And three bull-hides which round the buckler roll'd., 


Al theſe it paſs'd, reſiſtleſs in the coutſe, 
Tranſpierc'd his thigh, and ſpent its dying force. 
Tie gaping wound guth'd out a crimſon flood ; 
The Trojan, glad with fight of hoſtile blood, 
His fauchion drew, to cloſer fight addreſs'd, 
And with new force his fainting foe oppreſs'd. 
His father's pecil Lauſus view'd with grief, 

He ſighed, he wept, he ran to his relief: 

And here, heroic youth, *tis here I muſt 

To thy immortal memory be juſt ; 

And ing an act ſo noble and ſo new, 

Poſterity will ſcarce believe tis true. 

Pained with his wound, and uſeleſs for the fight, 
The father ſought to ſave himſelf by flight : 
Incumber'd, flow he dragg'd the ſpear along, 
Which pierc'd his thigh, and in his buckler hung, 
The pious youth, refolv'd on death, below 

The lifted ſword ſprings forth, to face the foe ; 
Protects his parent, and prevents the blow. 
Shouts of applauſe ran ringing through the field, 
To ice the fon the vanquiſh'd father ſhield: 

All fir'd with generous indignation ſtrive ; 

And, with a {torm of darts, at diſtance drive 
The Trojan chief: who, held at bay from far, 
On his Vulcanian orb fuſtain'd the war. 

As when thick hail comes rattling in the wind, 
The ploughman, patſenger, and labouring hind, 
For ſheirer to the neighbouring covert fiy ; 

Or lious' d, or fafe in liollow caverns lie; 


wove ; | 

And life at length forſook his heaving heart, 

Loth from ſo ſweet a manſion to depart, 
But, when with blood and paleneſs all Oer. 
5 ſpread, 

The pious prince beheld young Lauſus dead; 

He griev'd, he wept, the fight an image brought 

Of his own filial love; a ſadly pleaſing thought: 


Then ſtretch'd his hand to hold him up, and faid, 


poor hapleſs youth! what praiſes can be paid 
To love ſo great, to ſuch tranſcendent ſtore 
Of early worth, and ſure preſage of more 
Accept whate'er Æneas can afford: 
Untouch'd thy arms, untaken be thy ſwore! 
And all that pleas'd thee living, ſtill remain 


Inviolate, and facred to the lain ! « 
Thy body on thy parents I beſtow, 

To reſt thy ſoul, at leaſt if ſhadows know, 
Or have a fenſe of human things below, 


There to thy fellow-ghoſts with glory tell, 

"Twas by the great AEneas' hand I fell. 

With this his diſtant friends he beckons ncar, 

Provokes their duty, and prevents their ſear: 

Himſelf aſſiſts to lift him from the ground, 

With clotted locks, and blood that well'd from ot 
the wound. 

Mean time his father, now no father, ſtood, 
And watſh'd his wounds by Tiber's yellow flood: 
Oppreſs'd with anguiſh, panting, and o'erſpent, 
His fainting limbs againſt an oak he leant. 

A bough his brazen helmet did ſuſtain, 

His heavier arms lay ſcatter'd on the plain: 
A choſen train of youth around him ſtand, 
His drooping head was reed on his hand! 
His griſly beard his penſive boſom ſought, 

| And all on Lauſus ran his reſtleſs thought, 

| Careful, concern'd his danger to prevent, 
He much enquir'd, and many a meſſage ſent 
To warn him from the field: alas! in van; 
Bchold his mournſul followers bear him ſlain: 


wound, 
And drew a bloody trail along the ground. 
Far off he heard their cries, far of divin'd 
The dire event with a forcheding mind. 
With duſt he ſprinkled firſt his hoary head, 
Then both his lifted hands to hcaven he ſpread; ( 


But, that o'erblown, when heaven above them Laſt the dear corpſe embracing, thus he fad: 


ſmiles, 

Return to travel, and renew their toils; 

ZEneas, thus o'erwhelm'd on every fide, 

The form of darts, undaunted, did abide ; 

And thus to Lauſus loud with friendly threatening 
cry'd: 

Why wilt thou ruſh to certain death, and rage 

In raſh attempts, beyond thy tender age, 

Bet ay'd by pious love? Nor thus fortorn 

The youth deſiſts, but with inſulting fcorn 
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Provokes the lingering prince, whoſe patience, tir'd, C hñac'd om A throne, abandon'd, an 


Gave place, and all lus breaſt with fury nr d 


| What joys, alas! could this frail being give 

hat I have been ſo covetous to live? 

To fee my ſon, and ſuch a ſon, refign 

His life a ranſom for preſerving mine? ; 
And am 1 then preſerv'd, and art thou loſt * | 
How much too dear has that redenipt ion cot 
»Tis now my bitter baniſhment feel ; 
bis is a wound too deep for time to heal. 
My guilt thy growing virtucs did detame, 

| My blackneſs blotted thy unblemiſh'd _ 
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{ ow'd my people theſe, and from their hate | 

With leſs reſentnagent could have born my fate, 

And yet I live, and yet ſuſtain the fight 

Of hated men, and of more hated light: 

But will not long. With that he rais'd from 
ground 

His fainting limbs, that ſtagger'd with his wound, 

Yet with a mind reſolv'd, and unappal'd 

With pains or perils, for his courſer call'd : 

Well-mouth'd, well-manaz'd, whom himſelf 
did dreſs ; 

With daily care, and mounted with ſucceſs ; ( 

His aid in arms, his ornament in peace. 

Soothing his courage with a gentle ſtroke, 

The feed ſeemed ſenſible, while thus he ſpoke : 

0 Rhæbus, we have liv'd too long for me 

(H life and long were terms that could agree ;) 

This day thou either ſhalt bring back the head 

And bloody trophies of the Trojan dead; 

This day thou either ſhalt revenge my woe 

For murder'd Lauſus, on his cruel toe ; 

Or, if inexorable Fate deny | 

Our conqueſt, with thy conquer'd maſter die: | 

For, after ſuch a lord, I reſt ſecure, 

Thou wilt no foreign reins, or Trojan load, endure. 

He ſaid: and ſtraight th* officious courſer kneels 

To take his wonted weight, 

With pointed javelins : on his head he lac'd 

His glittering helm, which terribly was grac'd 

With waving horſe-hair, nodding from afar : | 
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Down comes the rider heallong from his height, 

His horſe came after with unwieldy weight ; 

And, floundering forward, pitching on his head, 

His lord's incumber'd ſhoulder overlaid, 

From either hoſt the mingled ſhouts and cries 

Of Trojans and Rutulians rend the ſkies, 

ZEneas, haſtening, wav'd his fatal ſword 

High o'er his head, with this reproackful word: 

Now, where ate now thy vaunts, the fierce diſdain 

Of proud Mezentiuz, and the loity ſtrain ? 
Struggling, and wildly ſtaring on the ſkies, 

With ſcarce recover'd tight, he thus replies; 

Why theſe infulting words, this waſte of breath, 

To ſouls undaunted, and ſecure of death ? 

Tis no diſhonour for the brave to die, 

Nor came | here with hope of victory. 

Nor atk I life, nor fought with that deſign : 

As I] had us'd my fortune, uſe thou thine. 

My dying ſon contracted no ſuch band; 

The gift is hateful from his murderer's hand. 

For this, this only favour let me ſue : 

If pity can to conquer'd ſoes be due, 

Refule it not : but let my body have 

The laſt retreat of human- kind, a grave. 

Too well I know th” inſulting people's hate; 

Protect me trom their vengeance after fate: 


His hand he fills This refuge for my poor remains provide, 


And lay my much-lov'd Lauſus by my fide. 
He ſaid, and to the throat his ſword apply'd. 
The crimſon ſtream diſtain'd his arms around, 


Then ſpurr'd his thundering ſteed amidſt the war. oY the diſdainful ſoul came ruſhing through the 


Love, anguiſh, wrath, and grief, to madneſs wrought, } 
Veſpair, and ſecret ſhame, and conſcious thought þ 
Of inborn worth, his lahouring ſoul oppreſs'd, 
Roll d in his eyes, and rag'd within his breaſt. 
Then loud he call'd ZEneas thrice by name, 

The loud repeated voice to glad Æneas came. | 
Great Jove, he ſaid, and the far-ſhooting god, | 


Inſpire thy mind to make thy challenge good. * 


He ſpoke no more, but haſten'd void of fear, 

And threaten'd with his long protended ſpear. | 
To whom Mezentius thus: Thy vaunts are vain, ) 

My Lauſus lies extended on the plain: 


wound. 
——— 
THE 


ELEVENTH HOUK 


OF, THE 


He'sloſt ! thy conqueſt is already won, 

The wretch'd fire is murder'd in the ſon. K N * l * 
Nor fate I fear, but all the gods defy, Ii 

torhear thy threats, my buſineſs is to die; } — ; 


on firſt receive this parting legacy. 
He laid : and ſtraight a whirling dart he ſent : 
Arother after, and another went. 


d 
N 
ound in a ſpacious ring he rides the field, | 


and vainly plies th impenetrable ſhield : 
Tirice 10de he round, and thrice ZEncas wheel'd 
Turn'd as he turn'd ; the golden orb withſtood 
The ſtrokes ; and bore about an iron oO. 
mpatient of delay, and weary grown, 
dell to defend, and to defend alone: 
To Wrench the darts which in his buckler light, 
Urg'd and 0erlabour'd in unequal fight: 
Om reſolv'd, he throws with all his force 
A te temples of the warrior-liorſe. 
H where the ſtroke was aim'd, the unerring ſpear 
Kd wet ſtood transfix'd through either ear. 
mg er 22 pain, ſurpriz d with fright, 
X ed ſteed curvets ; and, rais'd upright, 
— on his feet beſore; his hoofs behind 
"FINS up in air aloſt, and lach the wind. 


IIS 
—— "IO" I n — 


— — 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Treat erifts a treply of the ſpeils of Megentias; 
grants à truce fer burying the dead; and ſends home 
the Lady of Pallas <oith great ſolemnity. Latinus 
calls a courcil to propoſe offers of peace to Aneas, 
Wick eccaſys 25 great a”: moſity betWixt Turnus and 
Drances: in de mean time there is a arp engage- 
ment of the ſerſe; whercin Camilla fignalizes her - 

* Ls 


: is Lilied : and the Latins t cg are intire.y 


A — 
4 * 


C AH CF had the roſy morning raid her head 
Above the waves, and leſt her watery bed 
The pious chief whom doutlꝭ cares attend 
For his urbury'd ſoldiers, ard his friend: 
Yet firſt to heaven perform” a victor's vows ; 
He bai'd an ancient oak o! all her boughs; 
2 ; A 
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Then on a riſing ground the trunk he plac'd; 
Which with the ſpoils of his dead foe he grac'd. 
The coat of arms by proud Mezentius worn, 
Now on a naked ſhag in triumph borne, 

Was hung on high ; and glittering from aſar : 

A trophy ſacred to the god of war. 

Above his arms, fixed on the leafleſs wood, 
Appear'd his plumy creſt, beſmear*d with blood; 
His brazen buckler on the left was ſeen ; 
Truncheons of ſhiver'd lances hung between: 
And on the right was plac'd his corſlet, bor d; 
And to the neck was ty'd his unavailing ſword. 
A crowd of chiets incloſe the godlike man: 
Who thus, conſpicuous in the mid, began: 


Our toils, my friends, are crown'd with ſure 


ſucceſs : 
The greater part perſorm'd, atchieve the leſs. 
Now follow cheartul to the trembling town; 
Preſs but an entrance, and preſume it won. 
Fear is no more: for fierce Mezentius lies, 
As the firſt fruits of war, a ſacrifice. 
Turnus*thall ſtand extended on the plain; 
And in this omen is already lain. : 
Prepar'd in arms, purſue your happy chance: 
That none unwarn'd, may plead his ignorance : 
And I, at heaven's appointed hour, may find 
Your warlike enſigns waving in the wind. 
Meantime the rites and funcral pomps prepare, 
Due to your dead companions of the war: 
The laſt reſpect the living can beſtow, 
To ſhield their ſhadows from contempt below, 


That conquer'd earth be theirs for which they 


tought ; 


An wich for us with their own blood they bought 


But firit the corpſe of our unhappy friend, 
To the ſad city of Evander ſend : 

Who not inglorious ih his age's bloom 
Was hurry'd hence by too ſevere a doom. 

Thus weeping while he ſpoke, he took his way, 
Where, now in death, lamented Pallas lay : 
Acœtes watch'd the corpſe ; whoſe youth deſerv'd 
The father's truſt, and now the ſon he ſerv'd 
With equal faith, but lefs auſpicious care: 
TH? attendants of the lain his ſorrow thare. 
A troop of Trojans mix'd with theſe appear, 
And mourning matrons with diſhevel'd hair. 
Soon as the prince appears they raiſe a cry ; 
All beat their breaſts, and echoes rend the ſky. 
They rear his drooping forehead from the ground 
But when Eneas view'd the grieſly wound 
Which Pallas in his manly boſom bore, 

And the fair fleſh diſtain'd with purple gore: 
Firſt, melting into tea s, the pious man 
Peplor*d fo fad a fight, then thus began: 

Unhappy youth! when fortune gave the reſt 
Of my full wiſhes, ſhe reſus'd the beſt ! 

She came; but brought not thee along, to bleſs 
My longing eyes, and ſhare in my ſucceſs ; 
She grudg'd thy ſafe return, the triumpl:s due 
To proſperous valour, in the public view. 

Not thus I promis'd,, when thy father lent 

I uy ne cdleſs ſuccour with a ſad conſent ; 
Fmbrac'd me parting ior tt Etzurian-land, 
And fort mc to potleſs a large command. 

tle warn'd, av ftom his own experience told, 
Our ſoes were wari.ke diſciplin'd and bold: 
And 1 ow pertaps, in hopes of thy return, 
TC! GUOUTS on ius aded Altars burn 
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While we, with vain officious pomp, prepare 
To ſend him back his portion of the war; 

A bloody breathleſs body ; which can owe 

No farther debt, but to the powers below, 

The wretched father, ere his race is run, 

Shall view the funeral honours of his ſon. 

Theſe are my triumphs of the Latian war; 
Fruits of my plighted faith, and boaſted care. 
And yet, unhappy Sire, thou thalt not ſee 

A ſon, whoſe death diſgrac'd his anceſtry ; 

Thou ſhalt not bluſh, old man, however griev'd; 
Thy Pallas no diſhoneſt wound receiv'd, 

He dy'd no death to make thee wiſh, too late, 
Thou had'ſt not liv'd to ſee his ſhameful fate, 
But what a champion has th* Auſonian coaſt, 
And what a friend haſt thou, Aſcanius, loſt ! 
Thus having mourn'd, he gave the word around, 
To raiſe the breathleſs body from the ground; 
And choſe a thouſand horſe, the flower of all 
His warlike troops, to wait the funeral: 

To bear him hack and ſhare Evander's grief 

( A well-becoming, but a weak relief.) 

Of oaken twigs they twiſt an eaſy bier ; 

Then on their ſhoulders the ſad burden rear, 
The body on this rural herſe is born, 

Strew'd leaves and funeral greens the bier adorn, 
All pale he lies, and looks a lovely flower, 

New cropt by virgin hands, to dreſs the bower : 
Unfaded yet, but yet unfed below. 

No more to mother earth or the green ſtem ſhall 
owe. 

Then two fair veſts, of wondrous work and coſt, 
Of purple woven, and with gold emboſs'd, 

For ornament the Trojan hero brought, 

Which with her hands Sidonian Dido wrought. 
One veſt array'd the corpſe, and one they ſpread 
Over his clos'd eyes, and wrap'd around his head: 
That when the yellow hair in flame ſhould fall, 
The catching fire might burn the golden caul. 
Befides the ſpoils of foes in battle flain, 

When he deſcended on the Latian plain: 


| Arms, trappings, horſes, by the herſe he led 
In long array (ti atchievements of the dead.) 
Then, pinion'd with their hands behind, appear 
Th' unhappy captives, marching in the rear: 
Appointed offerings in the victor's name, 

To ſprinkle with their blood, the funeral flame. 
Inferior trophies by the chieſs are born; 
Gauntlets and helms, their loaded hands aden; 
And fair inſcriptions fix'd, and titles read 

Of Latian leaders conquer'd by the dead. 
Accetes on his pupil's corpſe attends, _ 
With feeble ſteps ; ſupported by his friends: 
Pauſing at every pace, in ſorrow drown'd, 
Betwixt their arms he finks upon the ground. 
Where groveling, while he lies in deep deſpair, 
He beats his breaſt, and rends his hoary har. 


. . o 5 
The champion's chariot next is ſcen to roll, 


Beſmear'd with hoſtile blood, and honourably foul. 

To cloſe the pomp, Æthon, the ſteed of ſtate, 

Is led, the funerals of his lord to wait. | 

Stripp'd of his trappings, with a ſullen pace 

He walks, and the big tears run rolling down 
face. 

The lance of Pallas, and the crimſon creſt, 

' Are korne behind ; the victor ſeiz'd the reſt, 

he march begins: the trumpets koarſely ſound, 

Tue pikes and lances-trail along the ground, 

} 
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Thus while the Trojan and Arcadian horfe, 
To Pailantean towers direct their courſe, 


In long proceſſion rank'd ; the pious chief 
Stopp'd in the rear, and gave a vent to grief. 


The public care, he ſaid, which war attends, 
werte our preſent woes, at leaſt ſuſpends ; 
Peace with the manes of great Pallas dwell ; 
Hai! holy relicks, and a laſt farewell 

He no more, but inly though he mourn'd, 


5 
| 


Reſtrain'd his tears, and to the camp return'd. 


Now ſupplianis, from Laurentum ſent, demand 


A truce, with olive branches in their hand. 
bteſt his clemency, and from the plain 
Beg leave to draw the bodies of their Main. 
They plead, that none thofe common rites deny 
To conquer*d foes, that in fair battle die. 
Al cauſe of hate was ended in their death; 
Nor could ne war with bodies void of breath. 
A king, they hop'd, would hear a king's requeſt: 
ole fon he once was call'd, and once his gueſt. 
Their fuit, which was too juſt to be deny'd, 
Tie hero grants, and farther thus reply'd : 
U Latian princes, how ſevere a fate 


n cauſcieſs quarre!s has involy'd your tate ! 


ard and againſt an unoffending man, 

Who ſought your friendſhip ere the war began 
You beg a truce, which I would gladly give, 
Not only for the ſlain, but thoſe who live. 

came not hither but by heaven's command, 
and lent by Fate to ſhare the Latian land. 

Ko wage wars unjuſt; your king deny'd 

ay protter'd friendſhip, and my promis'd bride. 
Left me for Turnus | Turnus then ſhould try 

Ris cauſe in arms, to conquer or to die. 

Might and his are in diſpute : the ſlain 

tell without fault, our quarrel to maintain. 

In equal arms let us alone contend ; 

Aung let him vanquiſh, whom his Fates befriend, 
ls tne way, fo tell him, to poſſeſs 

4 reyal virgin, and reſtore the peace. 

dus my meſiage back; with ample leave 

o Hain friends may funeral rites receive. 


; us ng faid. t ambaſſadors amaz'd, 

0 da mute a Wine, and on ech other gaz'd: 
ame- 1 ; . Ä . 
ances, their glei, who harbour'd in his breaſt 


Leng hate to tl uinus, as ls foe profeſs d, 
drohe filenc: 'irit, and to he godlike man, 

an racetiui action bowing, thus began: 
Aut; 10 "Mince, in arms a mie! ty name, 

pet Whole actions far tranſcer.4 your fame : 

Ut your)uyitice or your force c:prefs, 
ent can but equal ; and all words are leſs: 
Your anfver e ſhe! hankfully relate, 
* ours granted o the Latian Nate : 
* Ih'4 fucceſs you labour ſhall attend, 
OP peace conciud 
hos cus leave the realm to your command 
2 allance in ſome other land: 

ou the city which your ates aſſign: 

Ade proud in the great work to join. 
3 ö and his word ſo well perſuade 
Twelve Pug 2 a 2 th wy ſoon a fruc 1 15 made 

de days the term allow'd: and during thoſe, 
170 ee e e Jes prepare, 
r ira ch | N na 101 * tlie War. 
arough the groaning yroves reſound: 
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{Firs fall from high: and ſome the trunks receive, 
In loaden wains, with wedges ſome they cleave. 
| And now the fatal news by Fame is blown 
Through the ſhort circuit of th* Arcadian town, 
Ot Pallas ſlain: by Fame, which juſt before 
is triumphs on diſtended pinions bore. 

Ruſhing from out the gate, the people ſtand, 
Each with a funeral flambeau in his hand: 
Wildly they ſtare, diſtracted with amaze :; 

The fields are lighten'd with a fiery blaze, 

That caſt a ſullen ſplendor on their friends 

(The marching troop which their dead prince 
attends.) 

Both parties meet: they raite a doleful cry: 
The matrons from the walls with ſhrieks reply: 
And their mĩix' d mourning rends the vaulted ſky, 
The town is fill'd with tumult and with tears, 
Till the loud clamours reach Evander's ears; 
Forgetſul of his flate, he runs along, 

With a diſorder'd pace, and cleaves the throng ; 
Falls on the corpſe, and groaning there he lies, 
With filent grief, that ſpeaks but at his eyes: 
Short ſighs and ſobs ſucceed : till ſorrow breaks 
A paſſage, and at once he weeps and ſpeaks. 

© Pallas ! thou haſt fail'd thy plighted word 
To fight with caution, not to tempt the ſword, 
{1 warn'd thee, but in vain; for well I knew 
What perils youthful ardour would purſue : 
That boiling blood would carry thee too far ; 
Young as chou wert in dangers, raw to war! 
©) curſt eſſay of arms, diſaſtrous doom, 
Prelude of bloody fields, and fights to come! 
Hard elements of inauſpicious war, 
Vain vows to heaven, and unavailing care! 
Thrice happy thou, dear partner of my bed, 

Whoſe holy ſoul the ſtroke of fortune fled ; 
| Prezſcious of ills, and leaving me behind, 

To drink the dregs of life by fate aſſign'd. 
[Beyond the goal of nature | have gone; 

My Pallas late ſet out, but reach'd too ſoon. 
If, from my league againſt th' Auſonian ſtate, 
Amid their weapons I had found my fate, 
Deſerv'd from them) then I had been return'd 
A breathleſs victot, and my ſon had mourn'd. 
Vet will not I my Trojan friend upbraid, 

Nor grudge th” alliance I ſo gladly made. 
"Twas not his fault my Pallas fell ſo young, 
But my own crime for having liv'd too long, 
Yet, fince the gods had deſtin'd him to die, 
At leaſt he led the way to victory. 

Firſt for his friends he won the fatal ſhore, 

And ſent whole herds of ſlaughter'd foes before : 
A death too great, too glorious to deplore. 
Nor will 1 add new honours to thy grave 
Content with thoſe the Trojan hero gave. 


— 


and the king your friend : [Thar ſuneral pomp thy Phrygian triends defign'd ; 


In which the Tuſcan chiefs and army join'd ; 

Great ſpoils, and trophies gain'd by thee, they bear: 

Then let thy own atchievements be thy ſhare, 

Ev*n thou, O Turnus, hadſt a trophy ſtood, 

Whoſe miglity trunk had better grac'd the wood, 

Pallas had arriv'd, with equal length 

Of years, to match thy bulk with equal ſtrength, 

Put why, unhappy man, doſt thou detain 

Theſe troops to view the tears thou ſhed'ſt in 
vain |! 

(Go, friends, this meſſage to your lord relate; 


a mountain-aſh, and poplar, ſpread the ground. Tell him, that if I bear my bitter fate, 
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And after Pallas“ death, live lingering on, 

*Tis to behold his vengeance for my ſon, 

I ſtay for Turnus; whoſe devoted head 

Is owing to the living and the dead : 

My ſon and I expect it from his hand; 

Tis all that he can give, or we demand, 

Joy is no more: but I would gladly go, | 

To greet my Pallas with ſuch news below, 

The moin had now diſpell'd the ſhaces of night; 

Reſtoring toils, when the rceſtor'd the light: 

The Trojan king and Tuſcan chief, command 

To raiſe the piles along the winding ftrand : 

Their frierds convey the dead to funeral fires ; 

Black ſmouldering ſmoke from the green wood 
expires; 

The light of heaven is chok'd, and the new day 
retires. 

Then thrice around the kindled piles they go 

{For ancient cuſtom had o dain'd it ſo.) 


S POEMS. 


Theſe are the crimes, with which they load the 
name | 
Of Turnus, and on him alone exclaim. 


{Let him, who lords it o'er the Auſonian land, 


Engage the Trojan hero hand to hand: 

His is the gain, our lot is but to ſerie : 

'Tis juſt, the ſway he ſeeks, he ſhould deſerve, 

This Drances aggravates; and adds, with ſpight, 

His foe expects, and dares him to the fight, : 

Nor Turnus wants a party, to ſupport 

His cauſe and credit, in the Latian court. 

His former acts ſecure his preſert fame; 

And the queen ſhades him with her mighty name. 
While thus their factious minds with tury burn 

The legates from th* /Etolian prince return : 

Sad news they bring, that, after all the coſt, 

And care employ*d, their embally is loſt : 

That Diomede refus'd his aid in war; 

Unmov'd with preſents, and as deaf to prayer. 


Thrice horſe and foot about the fires are led, 

And thrice with loud laments they hail the dead. 

Tears trickling down their breaſt; bedew the 
ground ; 

And drums and trumpets mix their mournful 
ſound, 

Amid the blaze, their pious brethren throw 

The ſpoils, in battle taken from the foe ; _ 

Helms, bitts emboſs'd, and ſwords of ſhining ſteel, 

One caſts a target, one a chariot- Wheel: 

Some to their fellows their own arms reſtore : 

The fauchions which in luckleſs fight they bore : 

Their bucklers pierc'd, their darts beſtow'd in vain, 

And ſhiver'd lances gather'd from the plain, 

Whole herds of offer*d bulls about the fire, 

And briſtled Eoars, and woolly ſheep expire. 

Around the piles a careful troop attends, 


Some new alliance muſt elſewhere be tought ; 

Or peace with Troy on hard conditions bouglit. 
Latinus, ſunk in ſorrow, finds too late 

A foreign ſon is pointed out by fate: 

And till ZEneas ſhall Lavinia wed, 

The wrath of heaven is hovering o'er his head, 

The gods, he ſaw, eſpous'd the juſter fide, 

When late their titles in the field were try'd: 

Witneſs the freſh laments, and funeral tears 

undry'd. F 

Thus, full of anxious thought, he ſummons all } 

The Latian ſenate to the council-hall : 

The princes come, commanded by their head, 

And crowd the paths that to the palace lead. 

Supreme in power, and reverenc'd for his years, 

He takes the throne, and in the midſt appears: 

Majeſtically ſad, he fits in ftate, 


To watch the waſting flames, and weep their 
burning friends. 
Lingering along the ſhore, till dewy night 
New decks the face of hcaven with ſtarry light. 
The conquer'd Latians, with like pious care, 
Piles without number for their dead prepare; 
Part, in the places where they fell, are laid ; 
And part are to the neighbouring fields convey'd. 
The corpſe of kings, and captains of renown, 
Borne off in ſtate, are bury'd in the town : 
The reſt unhonour'd, and without a name, 
Are caſt a common heap to feed the flame, 
Trojans and Latians vie with like deſires 
To make the field of battle ſhine with fires ; 
And the promiſcuous blaze to heaven aſpires. 
Now had the morning thrice renew'd the light, 
And thrice diſpell'd the ſhadows of the night ; 
When thoſe who round the waſted fires remain, 
Perform the laſt ſad office to the lain : 
They rake the yet warm aſhes, from below ; 
Theſe, and the bones uaburn'd, in earth beſtow : 
Theſe relicks with their country rites they grace; 
And raiſe a mount of turf to mark the place. 
But in the palace of the king, appears 
A ſcene more ſolemn, and a pomp of tears. 
Maids, matrons, widows, mix their common 
moans : 
Orphans their fires, and ſoes lament their ſons. 
All in that univerſal ſorrow ſhare, 
And curſe the cauſe of this unhappy war, 
A broken league, a bride unjuſtly ſought, 
A crown uſurp'd, which with their blood is bought 
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And bids his envoys their ſucceſs relate. 

When Venulus began, the murmuring ſound 
Was huſh'd, and ſacred filence reign'd around. 
We have, ſaid he, perſorm'd your high command: 
And paſs'd with peril a long tract of land: 
Wereach'd the place defir'd, with wonder fill'd 
The Grecian tents and riſing towers beheld. 

Great Diomede has compaſs'd round with walls 
The city, which Argyripa he calls ; = 
From his own Argos nam'd : we touch'd, wih 


Joy, 
The royal hand that raz*'d unhappy Troy. 
When introduc'd, our preſents firſt we bring, 
Then crave an inſtant audience from the king: 
His leave obtain'd, our native foil we name; 
And tell th' important cauſe for which we came. 
Attentively he heard us, while we ſpoke; 
Then, with ſoft accents, and a pleaſing look, 
Made this return: Auſonian race, of old 
Renown'd for peace, and for an age of gold, 
What madneſs has your alter*d minds poſſeſs 
To change for war hereditary reſt ? 
Solicit arms unknown, and tempt the ſword 
(A needleſs ill your anceſtors abhort'd.) 
We (for myſelf I ſpeak, and all the name 
Of Grecians, who to Troy's deſtruction came} 
Omitting thoſe who were in battle ſlain, 
Or borne by rolling Simois to the main: 
Not one but ſuffer'd, and too dearly bought 
The prize of honour which in arms he ſought, 
Some doom'd to death, and ſome in exile driven, 


Out- caſts, ahandon d by the care of heaven: 
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worn, ſo wretched, ſo deſpis'd a crew, 
a5 ev'n old Priam might with pity view. 
Witneſs the ve ſſels by Minerva toſs'd 
In ſtorms, che vengeful Capharæan coaſt ; 
Th' Eubzan rocks; the prince, whoſe brother led 
Our armie to revenge his injur'd bed, 
In teypt loſt 3 Ulyſtes, with his men, 
Have ſeen Charybeis, and the Cyclops den: 
Why mob I name Idomeneus, in vain, 
Reſtor'd to ſceptres, and expell'd again? 
Or young Ach..;es, by his rival flain ? 
den he, the King ot men, the foremoſt name 
Jf all tne Greeks, and moit :enown'd by fame, 
e proud revenger of another's wife, 
{ct by his on adultereſs loſt his life ; 
Feat his threthold, and the ſpoils of Troy 
[lie foul polluters of tis bed enjoy. 
ſie Gods have envy'd me the ſweets of life, 
My much-lov d country, and my more lov'd wiſe : 
Dana from both, I mourn ; while in the (ky, 
iransforn'd to birds, my loſt companions fly: 
hovering about the coaſts they make their moan z 
and cutt the cuuffs with pinions not their own. 
What iq aud ſpectres, in the dead of night, 
beck my hor Nleep, and ſkim before my fight ! 
I might have prom:s'd to myſelt thoſe harms, 
3 as vas, hen 1 with mortal arms 
elo aanlt immortal powers to move, 
a vol2te with wounds the queen of love. 
due stens hand ſhall never more employ z 
No te remains with me to ruin'd Troy, 
ly ot with, ts uſt ; nor am i glad 
1011.70 palt events, or good or bad. 
lor pretents I return ; whate'er you bring 
1027 .cendilip, ſend the Trojan king. 
We net in fight, I know him to my coſt ; 
With what a wlurling force his lance he toſs'd: 
vers! chat a ſpring was in his arm, to throw! 
09 ig ne eld his thield, and roſe at every blow 
Fa! ſroy produc'd two more, his match in might, 
ey wou have chang'd the fortune of the fight: 
iinvaton of the Greeks had been return'd ; 
5 wr empire waſted, and our cities burn'd. 
| Le long defence the Trojan people made, 
de war protracted, and the fiege delay'd, 
"re due to Hector's and this hero's hand; 
© brave alike, and equal in command: 
i043 not inferior in the field, 
"1085 reverence to the gods excell'd., 
peace, ye Latians, and avoid with care 
. ending dangers of a fatal war. 
1. do more; but, with this cold excuſe, 
— ach alliance, and advis'd a truce, 
dus Venulus concluded his report. 
* murmur fill'd the factious court: 
* 1.4 torrent rolls wich rapid force, 
ky ihes o'er the ſtones that ſtop the courſe ; 
ris ce within a ſcanty ſpace, 
Vie = le along th* uneaſy race: 
The ry ” gathering eddies floats around: 
pat ores rebellowy to the ſound. 
ek TO d: then from his loſty throne 
Init pl "i d the gods, and thus begun: 
»” 5 —_ what we now debate 
Mack "gs hy before it was too late : 
. ad it been for you and me, 
eh us our laſt neceſſity, 
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To have been earlier wite; than now to call 

A council, when the foe ſurrounds the wall. 

O citizens ! we wage unequal war, 

With men, not only heaven's peculiar care, 

But heaven's own race: unconquer'd in the field, 

Or, conquer*'d, yet unknowing how to yield. 

What hopes you had in Diomede, lay down: 

Our hopes muſt center on ourſelves alone. 

| Yet thoſe how f. eble, and indeed, how vain, 

You ſee too well ; nor need my words explain. 

Vanquiſh'd without reſource ; laid flat by fate, 

Factions within, a foe without the gate; 

Not but I grant, that all perform'd their parts, 

With manly force, and with undaunted hearts: 

With our united ſtrength the war we wag' d; 

With equal numbers, equal arms, engag'd : 

You ſee th* event—Now hear what I propoſe; 

To ſave our friends, and ſatisfy our foes : 

A tract of land the Latins have pofſeſs'd 

Along the Tiber, ſtretching to the Weſt, 

Which now Rutulians and Auruncans till : 

And their mix'd cattle graze the fruitful hill; 

Thoſe mountains fill'd with firs, that lower land, 

If you conſent, the Trojan ſhall command; 

Call'd into part of what is ours; and there, 

On terms agreed, the common country ſhare. 

There let them build, and ſettle, if they pleaſe; 

Unleſs they chooſe once more to croſs the ſeas, 

In ſearch of ſeats remote of Italy; 

And from unwelcome inmates ſet us free. 

Then twice ten gallies let us build with ſpeed, 

Or twice as many more, if more they need ; 

Materials are at hand : a well grown wood 

Runs equal with the margin of the flood: 

Let them the number, and the form aflign ; 

The care and coſt of all the ſtores be mine. 

To treat the peace, a hundred ſenators 

Shall be commiſſion'd hence with ample powers: 

With olive crown'd : the preſents they ſhall bear, 

A purple robe, a royal ivory chair; 

And all the marks of ſway that Latian monarchs 

wear; 

And ſums of gold. Among yourſelves debate 

This great affair, and ſave the ſinking Nate. 

Then Drances took the word; who grudg'd, long 

fince, 

The riſing glories of the Daunian prince. 

Factious and rich, bold at the council-board, 

But cautious in the field, he ſhur'd the ſword ; 

A cloſe caballer, and tongue-valiant lord. 

Noble his mother was, and near the throne, 

But what his father's parentage, unknown. 

He roſe, and took th advantage of the times, 

To load young Turnus with invidious crimes. : 
Such truths, O king! (aid he, your words 

contain, 

As ſtrike the ſenſe, and all replies are vain : 

Nor are your loyal ſubjects now to ſeck 

What common needs require ; but fear to ſpeak. 

Let him give leave of ſpeech, that haughty man, 

Whoſe pride that inauſpicious war began: 

For whoſe ambition (let me dare to ſay, 

Fear ſet apart, though death is in my way) 

The plains of Latium run with blood around; 

So many valiant heroes bite the ground: 

Dejected grief in every face appears; 

A town in mourning, and a land in tearg, 
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While he, th* undoubted author of our harms, 
The man who menaces the gods with arms, 
Yet, after all his boaſts, forſook the fight, 
And fought his ſafety in ignoble flight. 

Now, beſt of kings, ſince you propoſe to ſend 
Such bounteous preſents to your Trojan friend; 
Add yet a greater at our joint requeſt, 

One which he values more than all the reſt ; 
Give him the fair Lavinia for his bride : 
With that alliance let the league be ty'd ; 
And far the bleeding land a laſting peace provide. 
Let inſolence no longer awe the throne, 
But with a father's right beſtow your own. 
For this maligner of the general good, 
If ſtill we fear his force, he muſt be woov'd : 
His haughty godhead we with prayers implore, 
Your ſceptre to releaſe, and our juſt rights reſtore. 
O curſed cauſe of all our ills, muſt we 
Wage wars unjuſt, and fall in fight for thee ! 
What right haſt thou to rule the Latian ſtate, 
And fend us out to meet our certain fate? 
"Tis a deſtructive war: from Turnus' hand 
Our peace and public ſafety we demand. 
Let the fair britle to the brave chief remain; 
If not, the peace without the pledge is vain. 
Turnus, I know, you think me not your friend, 
Nor will I much with your belief contend : 
I beg your greatneſs not to give the law 
In other realms, but, beaten, to withdraw. 
Pity your own, or pity our eſtate; 
Nor twiſt our fortunes with your tinking fate. 
Your intereſt is, the war ſhould never ceaſe ; 
But we have felt enough to with the peace: 
A land exhauited to the laſt remains, 
Depopulated towns, and driven plains. 
Yes, it deſirt of fame, and thirſt of power, 
A beauteous princeſs, with a crown in dower, 
So fire your mind, in arms aſſert your right; 
And meet your foe, who dares you to the fight, 
Mankind, it ſeems, is made for you alone; 
We, but the flaves who mount you to the throne : 
A baſe ignoble crowd, without a name : | 
Unwept, unworthy of the funeral flame: 
Ry duty bound to forfeit eact his life, 
That Turnus may poſſeſs a royal wife. 
Permit not, mighty man, fo mean a crew 
S Hhould ſhare ſuch triumps; and detain from you 
The poſt of hor.our, your undoubted due: 
Rather alone your matchlefs force employ z 
To merit, what alone you muſt enjoy. 

Theſe words, fo full of malice, mix'd with art, 
Inflam'd with rage the youthful hero's heart. 
Then, groaning from the bottom of his breaſt, 
He heav'd for wind, and thus his wrath expreſs'd. 
You, Drances, never want a ſtream of words, 
Tien, when the public need requires gur ſwords, 

* Firit in the councit-hall to Neer the ſtate; 
And ever foremoſt in a tongue-dehate. 
While our ſtrong walls ſecure us ſrom the toe, 
Fre yet with blood our ditches overflow : 
Put let the potent orator declaim, 
And with the brand of coward blot my name ; 
Free leave is given him, when his fatal hand 
Has cover'd with more corpſe the ſanguine 

ſtrand ; | 

And high as mine his towering trophies ſtand, 
If any doubt remains who dares the moſt, 


{ot ps decide it at the Trojans' colt : 
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And iſſue both a- breaſt, where honour calls ; 
Foes are not far to ſeek without the walls, 
Unleſs his noiſy tongue can only fight: 

And feet were given him but to ſpeed his flight, 


| I beaten from the field! I forc'd away 


Who, but ſo known a daſtard, dares to ſay ? 
Had he but ev'n beheld the fight, his eyes 

Had witneſs'd for me what his tongue denies: 
What heaps of Trojans by this hand were ſlain, 
And how the bloody Liber ſwell'd the main. 

All ſaw, but he, th* Arcadian troops retire, 

In ſcatter'd ſquadrons, and their prince expire. 
The giant brothers, in their camp, have found, 

I was not ſorc'd with eaſe to quit my ground. 
Not ſuch the Trojan try'd me, when, inclos'd, 

| fingly their united arms oppos'd : 

Firſt forc'd an entrance through their thick array; 
Then, glutted with their ſlaughter, freed my way. 
is a deſtructive war! So let it be, 

But to the Phrygian pirate and to thee, 

Mean time proceed to fill the people's ears 

With falſe reports, their minds with panick fears : 
Extol the ſtrength of a twice conquer'd race, 
Qur foes encourage, and our friends debaſe, 
Believe thy fables, and the Trojan town 
Triumphant ſtands, the Grecians are o'erthrown : 
Suppliant at Hector's feet Achilles lies; 

And Diomede from fierce neas flies. 

Say rapid Aufidus with awfu! dread, _ 

Runs backward from the ſea, and hides his head, 
When the great Trojan on his bank appears : 
For that's as true as thy diſſembled fears 

Of my revenge: diſmiſs that vanity, 

Thou, Drances, art below a death from me. 

Let that vile ſoul in that vile body reſt: 


The lodging is well worthy of the gueſt. 


Now, royal father, to the preſent ſtate 
Of our affairs, and of this high debate; 
If in your arms thus early you decide, 
And think your fortune is already try'd; 
If one defeat has brought us down ſo low ; 
As never more in fields to meet the foe 
Tien I conclude for peace: *tis time to treat 
And lie like vaſſals at the viAor's feet. 
Burt oh, if any ancient blood remains, 
One drop of all our fathers in our veins ! 
That man would I prefer before the reſt, 
Who dar'd his death with an undaunted breaſt: 
Who comely fell by no diſhoneſt wound, 4 
To ſhun that ſight; and dying gnaw'd the grou 


But, if we (till have freſh recruits in ſtore, 

If our confederates can afford us more; 

If the contended field we bravely fought : 

And not a bloodleſs victory was bought: 
Their loſſes equal'd ours; and for their ſlain, 
With equal fires they fill'd the ſhining plain; : 
Why thus unforc'd ſhould we fo tamcely yo j 
And, ere the trumpet ſounds, reſign the field * 
Good unexpected, evils unforeſeen, ; 
Appear by turns, as Fortune ſhifts the ſcene: i 
Some rais'd aloft, come tumbling down amainy 
Then fall ſo hard, they bound and rife again. 

If Diomede refuſe his aid to lend, : 

The great Meſſapus yet remains our friend: 
Tolumnius, who ſoretels events, is ours: 5 
Th Italian chiefs, and princes, join their poW 
Nor leaſt in number, nor in name the la 4 
Your own brave ſubjects have our cauſe embras 
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above the reſt, the Volſcian Amazon 
Contains an army in herſelf alone: 

And heads a ſquadron, terrible to ſight, 

With glittering ſhields, in brazon armour bright. 
Yet if tlie foe a ſingle fight demand, 

And I alone the public peace withſtand ; 

If you conſent, he ſhall not be refus'd, 

Nor find a hand to victory unus'd. 

Tis new Achilles let him take the field. 

With fated armour, and Vulcanian ſhield ; 
For you, my royal father, and my ame, 

|, Tyrnus, not the leaſt of all my name, 
Note my foul. He calls me hand to hand, 
alone will anſwer his demand. 
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His faith'ul fauchion fits upon his fide 

Nor caſque, nor creſt, his manly features hide: 
But bare to view amid ſurrounding friends, 
With codlike grace, he from the tower deicends. 
Exulting in his ſtrength, he ſeerns to Gare 

His abſent rival, and to promiſe war. 

Freed from hus keepers, thus, with broken reins, 
The wantcn coutſer prances o'er the plains : 
Or in the pride of youti: o'erleaps the mounds: 
And ſnuffs the females in forb:icden grounds 

Pr ſeeks his watering in the well-known flood, 
To euench his turit, and cool his fiery loo; 
He ſwims loxut ant in the lquid plain, 

Ard 0% his ſhouicer jlows his waving mane : 


Jrauces hall reſt ſecure, and neither ſhare 
The danger, nor divide the prize of war. 

V he they debate; nor theſe nor thote will yield; 
Fneas draws his forces to the field; 
Ac moves his camp. The ſcouts with flying ſpeed 
deturn, and through the frighted city ſpread 
7!" unpleafing news, the Trojans are deſcry'd 
I battle marching by the river's fide ; 
and Lending to the town. They take tl alarm, 
Some tremble, ſome are bold, all in contufion arm. 
I impetuous youth preſs forward to the field; 
They claſh the ſword, and clatter on the ſhield ; 


Tie fearful matrons raiſe a ſcreaming cry; 

Vid teeble men with fainter groans reply; 

A jarring found reſults, and mingles in the ſky, 
Like that ot ſwans remurmuring to the floods, 
Urbircs of differing kinds in hollow woods, 
Temus th* occafion takes, and cries aloud, 

Talk on, ye quaint haranguers of the crowd; 
beclam in praiſe of peace, when danger calls; 
ans the fierce foes in arms approach the walls. 
fie ſaid, and, turning ſhort, with ſpeedy pace, 
Cats back a ſcornful glance, and quits the place. 

Thou, Voluſus, the Volſcian troops command 

10 mount; and lead thyſelf our Ardean band. 
Nefapus, and Catillus, poſt your force 
dong the fields, and cl:arge the Trojan hor ſe. 
we guard the paſſes, others man the wall. 
daun up in arms, the reſt attend my call. 

They fwarm from ev'ry quarter of the town; 
ind with diforder'd haſte the rampires crown. 
God old Latinus, when he ſaw, too late 
Ve zhering ſtorm, juſt breaking on the ſtate, 
».mils'd the council, till a fitter time, 
v0wn'd his eaſy temper as his crime; 
ore d againſt his reaſon, had comply'd 
woreax the treaty for the promis'd bride. 
onde help to ſink new trenches, others aid 
: — the tones, or raiſe the paliſade. 

3 CIO ſound th” alarm: around the walls 
105 a raced crew, whom their laſt labour calls. 
Vf « proceſſion in the ſtreets is ſecn, 

* that attend the mother- queen: 

* er chair the fits, and at her fide, 

„ © *WN-calt eyes, appears the fatal bride. 


wu cenſers, firſt they fume the ſacred ſhrine ; 
this common ſupplication join: 

Mines of arms, unſpotted maid, 

" nous hear, and lend thy Latins ald: 

"ak mh the pirate's lance : pronounce his fate, 
"ak Phrygian low before the gate. 

q — arms for fight his back and breaſt: 

Th 8 d ſteel and ſcaly braſs inveſt : 

bandes which his brawny thighs intel, 

1 metal damatk'd o'er with gold. 


ey 1 , 
22 the cliff, where Pallas temple ſtands; 
A their mouths, and preſents in their hands; 


He reighs, he ſnorts, he bears huis head on high; 
| Betore his ample chef the flochy waters fly. 

| £odn as the prince appears without the gate, 
Ine Volſcians, and their virzin-leader, wait 
His laſt commands. Then, w:th a gracetul mien, 
Lights from Ler lofty ſtecd the warrior queen : 
Her ſquadron imitates, and each deicends 

; Whoje common tuit Camilla th 's commends: 
If ſenſe of honour, if a foul ſecure 

Ot inborn worth, that can ali teſts endure, 
Can promiſe aught; or on itfelt rely, 

[Greatly to date, to conquer, or to die: 

Then, 1 alone, ſuſtain'd by theſe, will meet 
The I'yrriicne troops, and promiſe their defeat. 
Ours be tuc danger, ours the ſole renown 3 

; You, general, (tay behind, and guard the ton. 
Turnus a while ttood mute, with glad ſurprize, 
|And on the fierce virago fix'd his eyes: 

Then thus return'd: O grace ot Italy, 

With what becoming thanks can I reply ! 

Not only words lie labouring in my breaſt; 

But thought itſelf is by thy praiſe oppreſt; 

Vet rob me not of all, but let me join 

My toils, my hazard, and my fame, with thine, 
hs Trojan (not in ſtratagem un{kill'd) 

iSends his light horſe before, to ſcour the field : 
Himſclf, through Ntcep aſcents and thorny brakes, 
A larger compaſs to the city takes. 

This news my ſcouts confirm: and I prepare 
To toil his cunning, and his force to dae: 
With choſen foot 1s paſſage to forelay : 

And place an ambuſh in the winding way. 
Thou, with thy Voifcians, face the Tuſcan horſe : 
The brave Meſſapus thall thy troops inſorce; 
With tlioſe of Tibur; and the Latian band: 
Swbjected all to thy ſupreme command. 

This ſaid, he warns Meſſapus to the war: 
Then every chief exhorts, with cuz care, 
All thus encourag'd his own troops he joins, 
And haſtes to proſecute his deep deHι,M ws. 

Enclos'd with hills, the winding valley lies, 
By nature form'd for fraud, and fitted for ſur- 

prize; 
A narrow track by human ſteps vntrocle, 
Leads, through perplexing thorns, :0 this obſcure 
abode. 
High oe'r the vale a ſteepy mountain ſtands : 
hence the ſurveying ſight the nether ground 
commands. 
The top is level: an offenſive ſeat 
Ot war: and from the war a fate retreat. 
tor, on the right and leit, a room to preſs 
The foes at hand, or from atar diſtreſs: 
To drive then headlong downward ; and to pour, 
On their deſcending backs, a ſtony ſrower. 
Thither young Turnus took the well-known Way 
 Pofſeſs'd the paſs, and in blind ambuch lay, 
1 K 


434 


Mean time, Latonian Pliicbe, from the ſxies, 
Beheld ti approactin; war with hatciul eycs, 
An Called the lignt-toor Opis to her aid, 
Her mott beiov'd, and wer uuſty aid. 
Then with a gl. bean: Camilla goes 
To mett her death, amidit her tatal foes. 
The nyniph I lov' of all my mortal train; 
Inveſted with D:2na's arms, in vain. 

Nor is my kin fs for the virgin, new, 
Tas born witl: tr, and with br years it grew: 
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Her facher NMet abe, when torc* | away 

From ol Pr.verrum, for tytansic ſway, 
Snares df, ad ſav'd fiom bis prevailing foes, 
Ts tende babe, companion of his woes. 
Catnith was lat motiier ; but he drown'd 

One lutfing "iter in à ſoſter ſound, 
And called Cam.. Fhrough the woods he flies; 
Wra in hs robe the royal iniart lies. 

B:; cs in ien, hen ds his weary pace; 
Witi fiat and elt, gurs they purſue the Chace. 
The bank of Amame ne at length he gains ; 

Tue raging Boo: us farther fig! rettiains: 

Rai o'er tlie. des with Unuſual rains. 
Prepar*d to pg imo the ſtream he cars: 
Nette, nm: cit, but for the charge he bears. 
Anxious lie tops a while 3 ang thinks in haſte; 
Then, Yeipuiate in Ciitrels, reſolvts st lait. 

A 'no'ty .a2ce of well-toiid oak he Fore 1 

The :ngdle part wit i cor he cover'd o'crt 

He clos'd tie child within the hotlow ſpace: 
Witi twigs of bendin; ofier bound the caſe. 


Then pois d the ſpear, !eavy with Luman weight : !' 


And thus iwvok'd my favour for the feht: 
Accef t, gIcatggodaets of the od, lic ſaid, 
Sent by her fire, this dedicated mai: : 

Thiouyl: air ls flics a ſoppliant to thy ſhrine; 
And tte nrſt weapons thai tbe krows, ate thine. 
He ad; and with tut foice the ſprar lie threw 3 
Above the founding waves Camila tiev., 
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And oh ! I wiſh, contented with my care 

Of ſavage ſpo.':, ſhe bad not ſought tle wars: 

Ther 1-24 Te been of my celeſtial train ; 

And human d the fate that dooms ker to be ſlain. 

Pur fince, oppoling heaven's decree, ſhe gots 

To ond her dee amuag; :orhidden fors 3 

Haſte with t eſe arne, and tak tuy ſteepy flight, 

Where, with the gel; 2dverſe, the Lavins fight: 

T's bov? to thec, nll quiver, I brqueath, 

This choien arrow to revenge her death; 

y whatc'er hand Camilly ſhall be flain, 

Or of the Trojan, or lialtan train, 

Let him not paſs unpunith'd from the plain, 

| Then, in a hollow cloud, myſelt will aid, 

| To bear tlic breathleſs body of my maid : 

| Unſpuil'd ſhall be her arms, and unprophan'd ) 

Her holy limbs with any human hand: > 

And in a marble tomb laid in her native land. \ 

— laid: the ftaithiul nymph deſcends from 

ligh 

With rapid flight, and cuts the ſounding ſæy: 

Black clouds and ſtormy winds around her body 
fly. 

By this, the Trojan and the "Tuſcan horſe, 
Drawn up in iquadions, with united force, 
\pproach the Walls; the ſprigi:tly courſers bound, 
Preis rorward on theif hitts, and {hilt their ground 
Siiclds, arms, and ſpears, fiſh horribly trom lat, 
And the fields glitter with a waving war. 

Oppos'd to thefe, come on with furious force 

Mc iiapus, Coras, and the Latian horte; 

Utirfe in a body plac'd; on either land 
»UAain'd, and cios'd by fair Camilla's band. 
Advancing in a line, they couch their ſpears 

And icfs and leſs the m:ddic ſpace appears. 

Thick tmoke obſcures the field : and ſcarce ate ſeen 
he neiglürg courters{ and the ſhouting men. 

in ciſtance of their daits they Rop their courſe ; 
en man to man tizey rath, and horſe to horſe. 


Then, pref2"d by tors, le ficmun'd the ftormy tide; | The face of heaven their fly ing javelins lude: 


And gain'd by ſtreſs of arms, the farther tide, 
His ſaiben'd ſpear he pull'd ++ om out the ground ; 


And, viQor of his vov's, his infant nyinph unbound. 


Nor after that, in towns which walis incloſe, 

Would truſt his hunted life amidit his ſors. 

But rough, in open air he choſe to lie: 

Zarth was his couch, his covering was the ſky, 

Or Hals upſhorn, or in a def: rt den, 

He ſnu an tue dire ſociety of men. 

A thepiad's ſolitary life he lech: 

His daughter with the milk of mares he ſed; 

The dugs of bears, and every ſavage beait, 

He crew, and throvg}: her lip the liquor preſs'd. 

The little Amazon could ſcucely go, 

He loads lier with a quiver and a bw : 

And, that he mickt hat Nay; 

He with a lender javelin fills her Hang; 

Her flowing hair o yolden ſillat bound ; 

Nor ſwept her trailing 19/4 the dun ground, 

Inſtead of the , a tigers hide o'crfpread 

Her hack and ſhoulders, faiten'd to her head. 

The flying dart the firſt arteinipts to fling ; 

And tour her tender temples tod the fling: 

Tien, as tier ttren gth with years increas'd, began 
o p.eree wot in ait the ſoaring ſwan z 

Ane rom the clouès to 1cteu the heron and tlie 

cranc. 

The Tufrar rantions with each other vy'd, 

To Fir their rival fors with uch, bride: 

Fi a "lu „their lors; to ie with me 

Phe i, Nan favs, and e ow'd virginity, 


And deaths unſcen are dealt on either ſide. 

| Lyrracnes, and Aconteus, Void of fear, 

By mettled courſers borne in full career, 

Meet firit oppos'd : and, with a mighty ſhock, 

Their horſes heads againſt each other krock.” 

Far from his ſteed is fierce Aconteus caſt ; 

As witi an engine's force, or liglitning's blaſt: 

He rolis along in blood, and breathes his laſt. 

The [.atin {quadrons take a ſudden fright; : 

And ſling their ſhieids belund, to ſave their backs n 
flight. 

Spvrring at ſpeed to their own walls they drew 3 

Cloſe in the rear the Tuſcan trooys purſue, 

and urge their flight ; &fylas leads the chace 3 

Til! ſeiz'd with ſhame they wheel about, and face: 


gering tteps command, Ruveive their fore, and raiſe a threatening cry. 


e Tuſcans rae their turn to fear and fly. 

So ſw-1!ir:e ſurges, with a thundering roar, 
Driver. cn cach other's hacks, inſult the ſhore; 
Bound o'er the rocks, ine upon the land; 
Ard far upor the beac? eject the ſand. g 5 
Then backward, with a ſwine, U.cy take their WAY 3 
Repuls'd from upper grour., and ſcck their mo- 

ther-fea ; 
With equal hvrry quit th invaded hore ; 4 
And ſwallow back tue fans and i ones they ſpe 
b. fore. 
Twice were the Toſcans maſters of the field, 
Twice by the Latins, in their turn, repell'd. 
Aſham' at lensth, to the thire char g# they 74% 
Roth hoſts rofolv's, ard mingled man to nm} 
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Now dying groans are heard, the fields are ſtrow'd 
With falling bodies, and are drunk with blood ; 
Arms, horſes, men, on heaps together lie: 
Confus'd the nght, and more confus'd the cry. 
Orfilockus, who durſt not preſs too near 

Strong Remulus, at diſtance drove his ſpear; 

And ſtruck the ſeel bencath his horſe's ear. 


('urvets, and, ſpringing upward with a bound, 
His hopelefs lord caſt back ward on the ground. 
Catillus pierc'd Iolas firſt ; then drew 

His reeking lance, and at Herminius threw : 

The mighty champion of the Tuſcan crew. 

His neck and throat unarm'd, his head was bare, 
Bit ſhaded with a length of yellow hair: 

Secure, he fought, expos'd on every part, 


The fiery tteed, impatient of the wound, [ Yet if the ghoſts demand the conqueror's name, 


A ſpacious mark for ſwords, and for the flying dart: But in a narrower ring ſhe makes the race; 


Acroſs the ſhoulders came the feather d wound; 
Transfix'd, he fell, and doubled to the ground. 


The ſands with ſtreaming blood are ſanguine dy*d ;| She ſwings her axe, an riſes at the blow: 


And death with honour ſought on either fide. 
Refiſtleſs, througia the war, Camilla rode; 
In danger unappall'd, and p!.as'd with blood, 
One ſide was bare tor her exerted breaſt ; 
One ſhoulder with her painted quiver preſs'd. 
Now ſrom afar, her fatal javelins play; 
Now with her axe's edge the hews her way; 
Dana's arms upon her ſhoulder four. ; 
aud when, tco cloſely preſs'd, ſhe quits the 
grourd, 
From der bent how ſhe ſends a backward wound. 
Hur maids, in martial pomp, on either fide, 
Larina, Tulla, fierce '1 arpeia ride; 
Italians all: in peace, their queen's delight: 
In war, the bold companions of the fight. 
do march'd the Thracian Amazons of old, 
Wire Thermodon with bloody billows roll'd.; 
duch troops as theſe in ſhining arms were ſeen, 
Wien Ticſeus met in fight their maiden queen, 
duch to the field Penthetilea led, 
From the fierce virgin when the Grecians fled : 
With ſuch, return'd triumphant from the war; 
Her ma'ds with cries attend the loſty car : 
They clath witn manly force their moony ſhields: 
With female-fhouts reſound the Phrygian fields, 
Who toremott, and who laſt, heroic maid, 
On the cold earth were by tay courage laid? 
fly ſpear, of mountain aſh, Eumenius firſt, 
With fury driven, ſtom fide to fide tranſpierc'd; 
A purple {tream came ſpouting from the wound; 
Bad in his blood he lies, and bites the ground. 
Lyris and Pegaſus at once ſhe flew ; 
tle tormer, as the flachtened reins he drew, 
0 't bis fin; ſteed: the latter, as he ſtretched 
His arm to prop his friend, the javelin reach'd. 
Dy the ame weapon, ſent from the ſane hand, 
Both tall together, and both ſpurn the ſand, 
amaſtrus next is added to the flain : 
T he rait in rout the follows o'er the plan: 
ereus, Harpalicus Demophoon, 
And Chromys, at Yull ſpeed her fury un. 
Of all her Coadly carts, not one he loſt; 
koch was attended with a Trojan ghoit. 
Young Ornithus beſtrode a mur Hecd, 
"wife for the chace, and of Ap ulian bited : 
n, from afar, the ſpy'd in arms unknown; 
er his broad back an ox's hide was thrown : 
helm a wolf, whoſe gaping jaws were ſpread 
4 covering for his cheeks, and grinn'd around his lead, 
* Cenched within his land an iron prong ; 


. 
4. 


ud tower 'd above tlic reſt, conſpicuous in the tluorg. O brand perpetual of tl. Etrurian name 


's POEM 435 

Him ſoon ſhe fingled from the flying train, 

And flew with eaſe : then thus inſults the ſlain. 

Vain hunter, didtt thou think through woods to 
chace 

The ſavage herd, a vile and trembling race? 

Here ceale thy vaunts, and own my victory: 

A woman- warrior was too ſtiong ior thee. 


| Conteſſing great Camilla, fave thy ſhame. 

| Then Butes and Orfilochus ſhe ſtew, 

The bulkieſt bodies of he Trojan crew. 

But Butes bhreaſt to breaſt: the ſpear deſcends 0 
Above the gorget, where his helmet ends, 

And o'er the thield which his left ſide defends. 
Orſilochus, and ſhe, their courfers ply, 

He ſeems to follow, ard ſhe ſeems to fly. 


And then he flies, and ihe purſues the chace. 
Gathering at length on her deluded foe, 


Fvlt on the helm behind, wich ſuch a ſway 
The weapon falls, the riven Reel gives way: 
He groans, he roars, he ſues in vain tor grace; 
Brains, mihgled with his hlood, heſncar his face. 
Aſtoniſh'd Aunus juſt arrives by chance, 
To fee his tall, nor farther dares advance: 
But fixing on the horrid maid his eye, 
He ſtares, and ſhakes, and finds it vain to fly. 
Yet, like a trve f.igurim, born to cheat, 
(At leaſt while fortune tavour'd his deceit) 
Cries out oud, what courage have you ſhown, 
Who tro your courſer's ftrength, and not your 
own? 
Forego the vantage of your horſe, alight, 
And then on equal terms hen tue fight: 
It ſhall be ſeen, weak woman, what you can, 
When, foot to foot, you combat with 2 man. 
He ſaid : ſhe glows with anger and diſdain, 
Diſmounts with ſpeed to dare him on the plain: c 
And leaves her horſe at large amnong her train. 
With her drawn ſword defies nim to the field: 
And, marchine, Its aloft ber maiden ſhield : 
"The youth, win thougat his cunning did ſucceed, 
Reins round his horſe, and urges all his ſpeed, 
Adds the remembrance of the ſpur, and hides 
The goring rowels in his bleeding ſides. 
Vain fool, and coward, faid the lofty maid, 
Caught in the train, which thou thyſelf haſt 
Or. others practice thy Ligurian arts; 
Thin ſtratagems, and tricks of little hearts, 
{Are loit on me. Nor ih at thou fate retire, 
With vaunting les to thy fallacious fire, 
Ac th.s, fo faſt her flzing feet ſhe ſped, 
Ti.at ſoon (he ftrain'd heyond his horſe's head: 
Then turning ſort, at once ſhe ſciz'd the rein, 
And laid the boaſter groveling on the plain. 
Not with more «aſe the al on from above 
Truſſes, in middie air, the trembling dove: 
Then plumes the prey, in her tirong pounces bound; 
The teathers foul with Hood come tumbling to the 
round. 

Now mienty Jove, from his ſuperior height, 
Wich his broad oye ſurveys the nnequal fight. 
He fires the kreatt of Tarchon with diſdain; 
Ard ſends him to redeem tit” abandoned plain. 
Between the broken ranks the Tuſcan rides, 
And theſe encourages, and theſe he chices : 
Recalls cach leader, by his name, from flight; 
Renews their ardour, and reſtores the fight. 
What panic fear has ſeiz*d your ſouls ? © ſhame, 
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Cowards, incurable ' a woman's hand 

Prives, breaks, and ſcatters, your ignoble hand 
Now caſt away the ſword, and quit the ſhield: 
What uſc of weapons which you dare not wield ? 
Not thus you fly your temale tors by night, 

Nor ſhun the feaſt, when the full how!s invite: 

hon to fat offerings the glad augur calls, 

And tie ſhrill horn- pipe ſounds to bacchianals. 
Theſe are your ſtudy'd cares; your lewd delight: 
Swiſt in debauch; bur Now to manly fight, | 
Thu having faid, he ſpurs anud the loco, 

Not managing the life he meant to lotc. 

The tirit he toun4 he ſeiz'd, with headlong haſte, 

In his ſtrong grips: and claſp'd around the watte : 
*Twas Venulus; whom trom his horſe he tore, 

And (laid athwart his own} in triumph Loc, 

Loud outs enſue ; the Latins turn their eyes, 

And view th* un, ſual ght with vaſt ſurprize. 

The flery Tarchon, flying o'er the plains, 

Pic in his arms the poadcrous prey ſuſtains: 
Then, with his ſhorten'd ſpear, explores around 
His jointed arms, to fix a deadly wound. 

Nor leſa the captive ttrugzles for his life : 

He writhes his body to prolong the ſtrife : 

And, fenc.ng for lus naked taroat, exerts 

His utmolt vigour, and tie point averts. 
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Blind in her haſte, ſhe chaces him alone, 

And ſeeks his life, regardleſs of her own. 

his lucky moment the ſly traitor choſe : 

Then, ttarting trom his ambuſh, op he roſe, 
And turcw, but firſt to heaven addrefs'd his vows. 


O patron of Soracte's high abodes, 7 


Phœbus, the ruling power among the gods; 
Whom nrit we ferve, whole woods of unctuous pine 


Are tell'd ior thee, and to tliy glory ſhine ; 5 


By thee protected, with our naked foals, ; 
i lrough flames unting'd we mach, and tread the 
riadled coals: 


The ttains of this dithonourable day: 
Nor ſpoils, nor triumph, from the fact I claim; 
But witirmy future actions truſt my fame. 


And trom the field return inglorious home. 
Apollo heard, and, granting halt his prayer, | 
Shutfied in winds the reſt, and toſs'd in empty ax. 
He gives the death deſir d; his fate return, 
By ſouthern tempelts, to the ſeas is borne. 3 
Now, when the javelin whizz'd along the ſkies, | 
Both armies on Camilla turn'd their eyes, 7 
Directed by the ſound of either hoſt, 

ru' unnappy virgin, though concern'd the moſt, 


*0 Roops the yellow eagle hom on high, 

Anu bears a #peckicd ſerpent through the tky 3 
Vaſtening his crooked taions on the prey, 
Tre pritoner h. ſſes through the liquid way: 
Retitts the royal hawk, and though opprect, 
Site Aghts in volumes, and ereats her creit; 
Turn'd to her oe, ſhe ſtiffens every ſcale, 


And thoots her forky tongue, and whitks her threat -! 


. ening tail. 
Againſt the victer ail defence is weak; 
Tir imp. tial bird fil plics her with his beak : 


Was only ucat; ſo greedy was the bent 
On goldea fpoils, and on her prey intent: bs 
'T14l if her pap the winged weapon itood | 
Infix'd ; and deeply drunk the purple blood. 
Her fad attendants haſten to ſuſtain 
Their dying lady drooping on the plain. 
Far irom uheir tight rhe trembling Aruns flies, - 
With beating heart, and tear contus d with joys; 
Nor dates hie farther to purive his blow, ; 
Or ev'n to bear the fight of his expiring foe. 14 
As when the wolf has torn a bullock's hide, ö 


Ile tears her hotels, and ger breaſ he gores ; 
Ten claps tis pinions, and tccurely ſoars. 

ſhus, through the midit of circl.ng enemies, 
Strong Tarchon ſwatelid, and bore away his prize: 


Tire Tyrriene troops, that ſhrunk before, now preſs But, {purring forward, herds among his friends. 


The Laiins, and preſume the like ſucceſs. 

then Aruns, coom'd to death, his arts eflay'd 
To murder, vneſpy'd, the Voiſcian maid : 
his way and that his winding courſe he bends, 
And, wherelvever ſhe turns, her ſteps attends. 
Vhen the retires victorious from the chace, 

He wheels about with care, and ſhitts his place: 
Wien, ruſhing on, ſhe keeps her foes in fight, 
le kt eps aloot, but keeps her ſtill in fight ; 

He threats, and trembles, trying every way 
Unſcen to kill, and ſaſely to betray. 

Choc us, the prieſt of Cybele, from ſar, 
Glittering in Phrygian arms amidſt the war, 
Was by the virgin view'd : the ſteed he preſs'd 
Was proud with trappings, and his brawny cheſt 
With ſcales of gilded brafs was cover'd o'er, 

«x robe of Tyrian dye the rider wore. 

With ocadly wounds he gaul'd the diſtant foe ; 

Gnoſſian his ſhatts, and Lycian was his how 

A golden helm ts front and head ſurrounds. 

A gilded quiver from his thoulder fonnds. 

Cob, weav'd with linen, on his thighs he wore, 

With flowers of needle. work Giſtineuiih'd o'er, 

With golden buckles bound, and gather'd up 
before. 

Him, the fierce maid beheld, with ardent eyes; 

Fond and anhitious of ſo rich a prize; 

Or that the temple might his trophies hold, 

Or elſe 10 thine herſcit m '11cjan gold 


At unawares, or ranch'd a ſhepherd's tide : 
Coufcious of his audacious deed, he flies, 
Andi claps his quivering tail between his thighs 3 
$0, ſpeeding once, the wretch no more attends 3 


She wrench'd the javelin with her dying hands; == 
But, wedg'd within her breaſt, the weapon 
ſtands ; DE 


The wood the draws, the ſteely point remains; 
She ſtaggers in her feat with agonizing pains : £1 
A gathering milt o' clouds her cheartul eyes, 75 
And from her cheeks the roſy colour flies. $5 
nen turns to her, whom, ut her temale train, 5 f 


She truſted moſt, and thus ſhe ſpeaks with pan? 
Acca, 'tis patt | he twims before my fight, 4 
Inexorable Dꝛath! and claims his right. 
Bear my laſt words to Turnus, fly with ſpecd, 
And bid lim timely to my charge ſucceed: 
Repel the Trojans, and the town relieve : E 5 
Farewell; and in this kits my parting breath e; 3 
ceive. : 5 
She ſaid ; and ſliding ſunk Le - plain 2 
Dying, her open'd hand ſorſakes the rein; 
Short, and . ſhort, the pants: by ſlow degrees 
Her mind the paſſage ſtom her body frees. - . 
She drops her ſword, ſhe nods her plumy creſt; 
Her drooping head declining on her breaſt : 
In the lait ſigh her ſtruggling ſoul <xpires 3 
And murmuring with diſdain, to Stygian ſou 
. tires. , BB 
A ſhout, that ſtruck the golden ſtars, enſu d : 
Deſpair and rage, and languith'd fight renew -. 
"The Trojan troops, and Tuſcans in a line, BE | 
Advance to charge; the miz'd Arcadians } 
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Give me, p10pitious power, to waſh away 3 


Let me, by ſtcalth, this female plague o'ercome, 4 
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But Cynthia“ maid, bigh feated, from afar 
Surveys the ftel!, and fortune of the war: 
Unmov'd a while, till proftrate on the plain, 
W'ieltering in blood, ſhe ſees Camilla ſtain; | 
And round her corpſe of friends and ſoæs a fighting; 
train. | 

Then, {rom the bottom of her breaf, ſhe Grew 
A monrnful ſieh, ad theſe fad worr's enfue : 
Too dear a five, M much Jamente maid, 
For warring with the "Trojans thou haſt paid: 
Nor oughit avail'd of this unhappy ſtriſe, 
Diana's ſacred arms to ſave thy life. 
Yet unre venggd thy goddeſs will not le we 
Ner votary's death, nor with vain ſorrow grieve. 
Wander the wretch, and he his name abltorr'd ; 
Put after-ages (all thy praiſe record. 

nich ober the fick! there ſtcod a hilly mound, 
gan ell the place, and ſpread with oaks around; 
Vie, in a marble tomb, Dercernus lay, 
A king that once in Latium bore the ſway. 
e beautcous Opis thither bent her Hlight, 
To mari the traitor Aruns from the height, 
Him, in reſulgent arms, ſhe ſoon eſpy'd, 
Swoln with ſacceſ;, and loudly rthvs ſhe cry'd : 
Thy bickward ſteps, vain hoaſter, are too late; 
Turn, like a man, at length, and meet thy fate, | 


Charg'd with my mieſſige to Camiila go; e 
And ſay I ſent thee to the ſhades helow ; 
an honour undeferv'st from CintMa's how. 5 


She ſaid + and from her quiver choſe with ſpeed 
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gUind in their fear, they bounce againſt the wall, 
Or, to the moats pu: ſu'd, precipitate their fall, 

Tae Latian virgius, valiant with deſpair, 
Arm'd on the tow'rs, the common Ganger (hare : 
So much of 72a! their country's cauſe inſpir'd; 
So much Camitla's great example fir'd. 
'oies, Marpen'd in the flames, from high they 

throw, 

With imitated darts, to gaul the ſoe; 
Their hves, for god- like freedom they hequeath, 
And crowd cach other to te firſt in death, 
Meantime to Turnus, ambuſh'd in the ſhade, 
With hea y tidings, came th* unhappy maid, 
The Volſcians overtl.,cown, Camilla kild, 
e foes entirely matters of the field, 
Like a refiltleſs flood, come rolling on: 
The cry goes off the plain, and thickens to the town. 

Inflam'd with rage, (ſor fo the furies fire 
The Dauniag's breatt, and ſo the fates require,) 
He leaves the hilly paſs, the woods in vain 
Poſtzis'd, and downward iſſues on the plain: 
Scarce was lie gone, when to the ſtraights, now 

freed 

From ſecret foes, the Trojan troops ſucceed. 
Through the black foreſt, and the ſerny brake, 
Unknowingly ſecure, their way they take, 
From the rough mountains to the plain deſcend, 
And there in order drawn, their line extend. 
Both armies, now, in open fields are ſeen: 
Nor far the diſtance of the ſpace between. 


The winged ſp3fr, predeſtin'd for the deed: 
hen, to the ſtubhorn eugh her ſtrength apply'd ; 
Till the far diſtant horns approach'd on either fide. 
The bow-ftring touch'd her breaſt, ſo ſtrong the 
drew ; 
VWhizzire in air the ſatal arrow flew. 
At once the ta arg og bow and ſounding dart 
"He traitor heard, and felt the point within his 
heart. 
Him, beating with his heels, in panes of death, 
Fi; flying frient's to. foreign fields hequeath, 
The corquering daniel. with expanded wings, 
"he welcome meſſase to her miſtreſs brings. 
Their leader lot, the Volſcians quit the feld; 
Ard unſuſtan'd, the chiefs of Turnus yield. 
Tie frirhred ſoldiers, when their captains fly, 
Mor c on their ſpeed than on their ſtrenzih 1ely. 
Cor ſus'd in flight, they hear cach other down, 
And inwr their borſes headlons to the town. 
I iren by their focs, ard to their fears reſign'd, 
Not once they turn; but take their wounds be- 
hin. 
Thefe drop the ſhield, and thoſe the lance ſorego; 
Or on their ſhoulders bear the ſtacken'd how. 
The hoofs of horſes, with a rattling found, 
Brat ſhort and thick, and ſhake the rotten ground. 
Plack clouds of duſt come rolling in the (ky, 
Ana o'er the darken'd walls and rampires fly. 
The trembling matrons, from their loity ſtands, 
Rend heaven with female ſhricks, and wiring their 
hands, 
fil prefine on, purſaers and purſued, 
Are cruſh'd in crov'ds, a mingled multitude. 
Some happy ſew eſcape : the throng, too late 
Ruth on for entrance, till they choke the gate. 
Ve in the fight of home, the wretched fire 
Looks on, and fees his helpleſs ſon expire. 
Then, in a fright, the folding gates they cloſe : 
Put leave their friends excluded with their foes, 
The vanquiit”'d crv ; the 11ors loud!y ſhout ; 
Ts terror all within{y and flaughter all without, 


Both to the city hend : ZEneas ſces, 

Through ſmoaking fields, his haſtening enemies. 
And Jurnus views the Trojans in array, 

And hears ti approaching horſes pron.'ly neigh. 
Soon had their hoſts in bloody battle join'd ; 

Put weſtward to the ſea the ſun declin'd. 
Intrench*d hefore the town, both armies lie: 
While night, with ſable wings, involves the ſky, 
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Turrus challenges FRneas to a fingle combat : articles are 
agreed on, but broten by the Rutuli, wvho wound 
FEneas : he is miraculauſiy cured by onus, forces Tur- 
nus ta a duel, and concludes the prem awith his death. 


HEN Turnus ſaw the Latins leave the field, 

Their armies broken, and their courage quell'd; 
Himſelf become the mark of public ſpight, 
lis hor our queſtion'd for the promis'd fight: 
The more he was with vulgar hate oppreſs'd, 
The more his fury boil'd within his breaſt : 
He rouz*d his vigour for the late debate; 
And rais'd his liaughty foul, to meet his fate, 

As when the ſwains the Libyan lion chase, 

He makes a ſour retreat, nor mends his pace: 
Hut if the pointed javelin pierce his fide, 
The lor4ly beaſt returns with Couble pride: 
He wrenches out the flee}, he roars for pain 
His ſides he laſhes, and erects his mane : 
So Furnus fares ; his eyeballs flaſh with fire, 
Through bis wide noſtrils clouds cf ſr," © expire. 
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Trembling with rage, around the court he ran; 
At length appreach' d the king, and thus began: 
No more excuſes or delays: I ſtand 
In arms prepar'd to combat, hand to hand, 

This baſe deſerter of his native land. 

The Trojan, by his word, is bound to take 
The ſame conditions which himfelf did make. 
Renew the truce, the ſulemn rites prepare, 
And to my ſingle virtue truſt the war. 

The Latians, unconcern'd, ſhall ſee the fight ; 
This arm, vnaided, ſhall aſſert your right: 
Then, if my proſtrate body preſs the plain, 

To him the crown and beautcovus bride remain. 

To whom the king ſedately thus reply'd : 
Brave youth, the more your valour ha: been try d, 
The more becomes it us, with due reſpect, 

To weigh the chance of war which you neglect. 
You want not wealth, or a ſucceſſive throne, 
Or cities, which your arms have made your own 
My town and treaſures are at your command ; 
And ſtor'd with blooming beauties is my land: 
Laurentum more than one Lavinia ſees, 
Unmarry'd , fair, of noble families. 
Now let me ſpeak, and you with patience hear, 
Things which perhaps may grate a lover's ear: 
But ſound advice, proceeding from a heart 
Sincerely yours, and free from ſraudful art. 

The gods, by figns, have manifeſtly ſhown, 
No prince, Italian born, ſhould heir my throne : 
Oft have our augurs, in prediction ſxill'd, 

And oſt our prieſts, a ſoreign ſon reveal'd. 

Yet, won by worth, that cannot be withſtood, 

Brib*d by my kindneſs to my kindred blood, 

Urg'd by my wife, who would not be deny'd, 

1 promis'd my Lavinia for your bride : 

Her from her plighted lord by force I took 

All ties of treaties and of honour broke: 

On your account 1 wag'd an impious war, 

With what ſucceſs. tis needleſs to declare; 

L and my — 1 fecl; and you have had your 
are 


Twice vanquith'd, while in bloody fields we ſtrive, 


Scarce in our walls we keep our hopes alive: 

The rolling flood runs warm with human gore; 

The bones of Latians glance the neighbouring ſtore : 

Why pur I not an end to this debate, 

Still unreſolv'd, and ſtill a ſlave to fate ? 

If Turnus' death a laſting peace can give, 

Why ſhould not I procure it whilſt you live? 

Should I to Coubtful arms your youth hetray, 

What would my kinſmen the Rutulians ſay ? 

And ſhould you fall in fight, (which heaven de- 
fend) 

How curſe he cauſe, which haſten'd to his end, 

The daughter's lover, and the father's triend ? 

Weigh in your mind the various chance of war, 

Pity your parent's age, and eaſe his care. 

Such talmy words he pour'd, but all in vain - 
The proffer d medicine, but provok'd the pain. 
The wrathſul youth, diſdaining the relieſ, 

With intermitting ſobs, thus vents his grief: 
Thy care, O beſt of fathers, which you take 
For my concerns, at my detire forſake. 

Permit me not to languiſh out my days; 

Eut make the beſt exchange of life for praiſe. 
"This arm, this lance, can well diſpute the prize; 
Ai. d the blood follows where the weapon flies: 
His goddr(s mother is not near, to ſnrowd 

The flying coward with an empty cloud, 

But now the queen, who ſear'd for Turnus' life, 
And loath'd the hard conditions of the trite, 
Heid. lam by force ; and, dying in his death, 
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In theſe ſad accents gave her forrow breath: by Dr 
O Turnus, I adjure thee by theſe tears; 2 H 
And whate'er price Amata's honour hears : 
Within thy breaſt, ſince thou art all my hope, 5 
My ſickly mind's repoſe, my ſin king age's prop 7 A 
Since on the ſafety of thy life alone T 50 
Depends Latinus, and the Latian throne : 2 Pre 
Refuſe me not this one, this only prayer, 1 He 
To waive the combat, and purfue the war. 1 Ar 
Whatever chance attends this ſatal ſtriſe, £ He 
'Think it includes in thine Amata's life. 2 W. 
cannot live a ſave ; or fee my throne 8 Sy 
Uturp'd by Nriagers, or a Trojan fon. 7 a 
At this a 00:1 of tears Lavinia ſhed ; y . 
A crimfon Huth her heauteous face o' erſpread, 8 2 
Varying her cliceks by turns with white and red. 2; 1 
The driving colours, never at a ſtay, | 7: N 
Run here and there; and fluſh and ſade away A Th 
Delightful change ! thus Indian ivory ſhows, Y 7 
Which, with the bordering paint of purple be. Ma 
glows; 9 — 
Or lilies damaſk'd by the neighbouring roſe. N ibs 
The lover gaz'd, and, burning with defire, = 45 
The more he look d, the more he fed the fire: £4 p 
Revenge, and jealous rage, and ſecret ſpite, 2 
Roll in his breaſt, and rouge him to the fight, 7 — 
Then fixing on the queen his ardent eyes, 10 Wh 
Firm to his firſt intent, he thus replies: wy 
O, mother, do not, by your tears, prepare 5 * 
Such boding omens, and prejudge the war. [4 1 [ 
Refolv'd on fight, J am no longer free x ge 
To ſhun my death, if heaven my death decree. 21 3 
Then, turning to the herald, thus purſues; 85 
Go, greet the Trojan with ungrateſul news. 8 "The 
Denounce from me, that when to · morrowꝰ's light *4 3 
Shall gild the heavens, he need not urge the fight: g The 
The Trojan and Rutulian troops no more W The 
Shall dye, with mutual blood, the Latian ſhore; a 
Our ſingle ſwords the quarrel ſhall decide, P 
And to the victor be the beauteous bride. i 
He ſaid, and ſtriding on, with ſpredy pace Gl 
He ſought his courſers of the Thracian race. "ig 
at his approach, they toſs their heads on high; PP 
And, proudly neighir g, promiſe victory. The 
The fires of theſe Orithia ſent from far, Fack 
To grace Pilumnus, when he went to war, Rect 


The drifts of Thracian ſnows were ſcarce ſo white, 

Nor northern winds in flectneſs match'd their 

| flight. 

Officious grooms ſtand ready by his fide ; : 

a nd ſome with corabs their flowing manes di- 
vide; 


i 


And others ftroke their cheſts, and gently ſooth 
their pride. 

He ſheatlid his limbs in arms; a temper'd maſs 

Of golden metal thoſe, and mountain braſs, 

Then to his head his glittering helm he ty'd ; 

And girt his faithful fauchion by his fide. 

In his ÆEtnean forge the god of fire 

That fauchion labour'd for the hero's fire : 

Immortal keenneſs on the blade beſtow'd, 

And plung'd it hiffing in the Stygian flood. 

Propp'd on a pillar, which the ceiling bore, 

Was plac'd the lance Auruncan Actor wore ; 

Which with ſuch force he brandiſh'd in his handy 

The tough aſh trembled like an oſier wand. 

Then cry'd, O ponderaus ſpoil of Actor flain, 

And never yet by Turnus toſs' d in vain, 

Fall not, this day, thy wonted force: but go, 

Sent hy this hand, to pierce the Trojan foe : 

Give me to tear his corſlet from his breaſt, 

Anu from that eunuch head, to tend the creſt 
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8 Dragg d in the duſt, his frizzled hair to ſoil, | No learn from me, thy near approaching grief, 
N Hot from the vexing it'n, and ſmear'd with ſragrant Nor think my wiſhes want to thy relief. 
5 oil, 


While fortune ſavour'd, nor heaven's King deny'd, 
To lend my ſuccour to the Latian fide, 
I ſav'd thy brother, and the ſinking tate 3 


. Thus while he raves, from his wide noſtrils flies 
F A fiery ſteam, and ſparkles from his eyes; 

So fares the ball in his lov'd temale's ſigut; Zut now lie ſtrugsles with unequal fate : 

Proudly he bello vs, and preludes the tight: And goes wath gods averſe, o'ermatcl.'d in might, 


He tries his go: ing liorns againſt a tree; io meet inevitable death in fight: 
And meditates his abſent enemy: 


He puſhes at the winds, he digs the ſtrand 

With his black hoofs, and ſpuins the yellow ſand. 
Nor leſs the Trojan, in his Lemn.an arms, 

To future fight his manly courage warms : _ 

ie whets his tury, and witl: joy prepaics 


Nor muſt I break the truce, nor can ſuſtain the ſight. 
Thou, if thou dar'ft, thy preſent aid ſupply 
It well becomes a fiſter's care to try. 
At this the lovely nymph, with grief oppreſs*d, 
twice tore her hair, and heat her comely breaſt. 
To wiwom Saturnia thus; Thy tears are late: 
o terminate at once the lingering Wals. Haſte, (natch lum, if he can be ſnatch'd, fiom fate. 
lo chear his chiets, and tende fon, relates New runmits kindle, violate the truce ; 
at heaven had promis'd, and expounds the fates. Who wnows what changeful fortune may produce? 
{'lien to the Latian king he ſends, to ctaſe Tis not a crime t' attempt what 1 decree, 
The rage of arms, and ratity the peace. Or if it were, diſcharge the crime on me. 
The morn, enſuing from che mountain's height, She ſaid, and, failing on the winged wind, 
ad fcarcely ſpread the ſæics with roſy light ; Left the fad nymph ſuſpended in her mind. 
li ethereal courſers, bounding from tbe ſca, And now in pon p the peaceful kings appear: 
rom out their flaming noſtrils breath'd the day: Four ſteed; tlie chariot of Latinus beat: 
When now the Trojan and Rutulian guard, Twelve golden beams around his temples play, 
in friendly labour join'd, the Iiſt prepar'd. To mark his lineage from the god of day. 
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2 encatli the walls, tie y meaſure out the ſpace; JAN ſnowy courſers Turnus chariot yoke, 
71 Then ſacred aita!s rea”, on fods of graſs; ; And in his hand two maſſy ſpears he ſhook ; 
fy Where, wit! religious rites, tacie common gods Then iſſued from the camp, in arms divine, 
5 they place. Aueas, author of the Roman line: 

5 In pureſt Hie the prieſis their heads attire, And by his fide Aſcanius took his place, 

% And living waters hear, and holy fre : The ſecond lope of Rome's immortal race. 
5 And oer their Imen hoods, and ſhaged hair, Adoru'd in white, a reverend prieſt appears; 
A. Long twiſted wreaths of ſacted vervain wear, And offerings to the flaming altars beats; 


ls order iiſuing trom the rown appears A porkct, and a lamb, that never ſuffer'd ſhears, 
The Latin legion, amd with pointed ſpears ; Than to the rifing ſun he turns his eyes, 
Ard from the nes, advancing on a {.ne, And ines the beaſts detign'd for facritice, 
The Trojan and the Tuſcan forces join: Vith ſalt and meal: with like offic:ous care 
Their various arms afford a plcatin, light : le marks their foreheads, and he clips their hair. 
A peacctul train they ſc ein, un peace prepar'd for|Betwixt their horns the purple wine he theds, 
tiglit. With the ſane generous juice the flame he ſeeds. 
Betwixt the ranks the proud commanders ride, {| /Eneas then unſheath'd his ſhining ſword, 
Glittering with gold, and veits in purple dy'd. und thus with pious prayers the gods ador d: 
tice MneRAlacus, author of the Memmian line, All-ſceiog ſun, and thou Auſonian ſoil, 
end there Metſapus born of feed divine. For which have {uſtain'd fo long a toil, 
The fign is given, and ound the lifted ſpace hon king of heaven, and thou the queen of air, 
tach man in order filis his proper place. {Projitious now, and reconcil'd by prayer) 
Reclining on their ample ſhields, they ſtand ; Fhou god of war, whole unrefitted ſway 
And fix their pointed lances in the ſand. The labours and events of arms obey ; 
Now, ſtudiou of the fight, a numerous throng Ye living fountains, and ye running floods, 
Of either ſex prom.ſcuous, old and young, All powers of ocean, all ethercal dds, 
dwarm from the town : by thoſe who ret behind, | Hear, ard bear record: if 1 H in aeld, 
The gates and walls, and houſes tops are lin'd, Or recreant in the fight, to 'I'urnus yield, 
Mean time the quezn o liraven beheld the fight, |My Trojans ſhall increaſe Evander's town; 
With eyes unpleas d, from Mount Albano's height:] Aſcanius ſhall renounce th' Auſonian crown: 1 
{vince call'd A!! ano, by ſuccveding fame, All claims, all queſtions of debate hail ceaſe ; 
But then an empty Hill, witnout a name.) Nor he, gor they, with force intrinze the peace, * 
Se thence ſurvey'd the field, the Trojar: powers, But it my juſter arms prevail in fight, | 7 
The Latian ſquadrons, and Laurentine towers. As ſure they ſaall, if 1 divine arigli, 
Then thus the goddeſs of tte ies c ſpalte, My T:vians ſhall not o'er th? Italians reign : 
Wan ſighs and tears, the go!luefs ot the lake; Both al, both unconquer'd, ſhall remain: 
King Turnus? fiſter, once a lovely mai, Join in their laws, their lands, and their abades ; 
Ere to the luſt of lawleſs Jove e ay d, { aſk but aitars tor my weary gods. 
Compreſ3'd by ſo ce, but by the :rateſu! god, The care of thoſe religious rites be mine : 
Now made the Nais of the neig! -uring flood. The crown to king Latinus I reſign ; 
O nymph, the pride of living la , ſaid ſhe, His be the ſovereign ſway. Nor will I ſhare 
O moſt renown'd, and moſt elov'd by mo, His power in peace, or his command in war, 
ng haſt thou known, nor need I to record For me, my friends another town ſhall frame, 
7 wanton ſallies of my wandering lord: And bleſs the rifing towers, with fair Lavinia's name. 
every Latian fair, whom Jove miſled, Thus he. Then, with erected eyes and hands, 
lo mount by ſtealth my violaced bed, The Latian king betore his altar Nands. 
lo thee alone I grudg'd not his embrace ; By the ſame heaven, ſaid he, and earth, and malt, 
bud davon pazt of heaven, and an vnenv, d place, Aud all the mowers, that all the three contain; 
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By hell below, and by that upper god, 


Whoſe thunder tigns the peace, who ſeals it with his 


nod; 
So let Latona's dcuble off, pring hear, 
And doubile-fronted Janus what 1 ſwear : 
I touch the ſacred altars, touchi the flames, 
And all thoſe powers atteſt, and all their names: 
Whatever chance beſal on cither fide, 
No term of time this union ſhall divide : 
No force, no fortune, ſhall my vows unbind, 
Or ſhake the ſtedfaſt tenour of my mind: 


Not though the circling ſeas ſhould break heir hound, 


O'erflow the ſhores, or ſap the ſolid ground; 


Not though the lamps of heaven their ſpheres forſake, 


Hurl'd down, and hiſſing ia the nether lake: 
Ev'n as this royal ſceptre (for he bore 
A ſceptre in his hand) ſhall never more 
Shoot out in branches, or renew the birth ; 
(An orphan now, cut from the mother earth 
By the keen axe, diſhonour'd of its hair, 
And cas'd in brafs, for Latian kings to bear), 
When thus in public view the peace was ty*d 
With ſolemn vows, and ſworn on either fide, 
All dues pcriorm'd which holy rites requite 3 
The victiin beaits are flain before the fire: 
The trembling entrails from their boclies torn, 
And to the fatten'd flames in chargers borne. 
Already the Rutulians deem their min 
O'ermatch'd in arms, before the fight began. 
Firſt riſing fears are whifſper'd through the crow: ; 
Then, gathering ſound, they murgur moe aloud. 
Now fide to ſide they meaſuic with their cycs 
dhe champions” bulk, their ſine ve, and their f12e : 
'The nearer they approach, the more is known 
Th' apparent diſadvantage of their own. 
Turnus himfelf appears in public fight 
Conſcious of fate, deſponding of the fight. 
Siowly he moves; and at his altar ſtands 
With eyes dejected, and with trembling hands : 
And, while be mutters undiſtinguiſn'd prayers, 
A livid deadneſs in his cheeks appears. 
With anxious pleaſure when Juturna view'd 
Ti increaſing tight of the mad multitude ; 


When their ſhort ſighs and thickening ſobs the Heard 


And found their ready minds for change prepar'd; 

Ditfenibling her immortal form, ſhe took . 

Camertus? mien, his habit, and his lock, 

A chief of ancient blood : in arms well known 

Was his great fire, and he, his greater fon. 

His ſnape alum, amid the ranks the ran, 

And, hamburg their firit motions, thus began: 
For thang. Rutullans, can you bear the igt 

Of one expos'e for ali, in single fight ? 

Can we, before the face of heaven, confeſs 

Our courage cokle;, or our numbers leſs ? 

View alt tiie Trojan hoft, th” Arcadian band, 

Ard Tuſcan amy; count them as they ſtand: 

tUndaunted to the bautttc if we go, 

dcarce every fecond man will hure a toe. 

Turnus, *tis true, in this uncqual Ariſe 

Shall lote, with honour, his devoted life : 

Or chinese it rather for immortal tame, 

Succeeding to the gods, from whence he came: 

Dt vou, a ſervile, and inglorious band, 

Fer berg jords ſhall ſow your native land: 

Ie er tl vekts, your fighting fathers gain'd, 

Wis thave ſo long their lazy ſons ſuſtain'd. 
Wi; words like theſe, ſhe carry'd her defign 

A niirg murmur runs along the hne. 


Then ev'r the city toons, and Latins, tir'd 


5 


* 3 i s I. 4 * + 4 ed * . 
Wand tee e, {oor with new folls ipſpir'd: 
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| Flicir champion's fate with pity they lament ; * 
And of the league, fo lately (worn, repent. 
Nor fails the goddeis to fornent the rage 

With lying wonders, and a falſe preſage: 

But adds a ſign, which, prefent to their eyes, 
Infpires new courage, and a glad ſurprize. 

For, ſudden, in the fiery tracts above, 

Appears in pomp th' imperial bird of Jove : 

3 plump ot towl he ſpics, that ſwim the lakes ; 

And o'er their heads his ſounding pinions ſhakes. 
Then ſtooping on the faireit of the train, 

in his ſtrong talons truſs'd a filver ſwan. 

Th Italians wonder at th* unuſual fight ; 

But vile he lags, and labours in his Right, 

Be Hod e daltard fowl return anew ; 

and with united force the ſoc purſue : 

Clamorous around the royal hawk they fly; 
And thickening in a cloud, o'cr{hade the (ky. 


Nor can th' incumber*'d bird ſuſtain their force : 


And, Lghten'd of ais burden, wings bis way. 

n' Auſonian bands with ſhouts ſalute the fight ; 
Eazer ot action, and demand tic fight. 
nen King Folumnius, vers“ in augurs* arts, 
Cries our, and thus his bonted (kl imparts : 
At lengrn *us granted, what 1 long Celts : 
Pris, this is what my frequent vows requir*d, 
Ye gods, I take your omen, and obey. 
Advance, my friends, and charge; 1 lead the way. 
Thete ate the ſorcigu fors, wiſe impious band, 
Like that rapac.ons bird, inf.it our land: 
But ſoon, like him, they ſhall be forc'd to fea 
by ſtrengtu united, and forego the prey; 
Your timely ſuccour to your country bring; 
Haſte to the reſcue, and redeem your king. 

He fa'd ; and prefiing onward, through the crew, 
Pols'd in his liited arm, his lance he threw. 
ihe winged weapon, whiſtling in the wind, 
Came driving on, nor mify'd the mark deſign'd. 
Ar once the cornc! rattled in the Mies; 
At ones tumultuous ſhouts and clamours riſe, 
Nine brothers in a goodly band there ſtood, 


„Born of arcadian md with Tuſcan blood: 


| Gryl1ppus* ſons : the ſata! javelin flew, 

Aim'd at the midmoſt of the triendly crew, 

a pailage through the jointed arms is found, 
Ja where the belt was to the body Found, 
| And il, uck the gentle youth extended on the 
E ground. 3 
Ihen, fra with pious rage, the generous train 
Nun :1wly forward to revenge the ſlain. 
And ſome witit eager hatte their javelins throw; 
Andome with ſword in hand atfault the foe. 
| "The with'd infulc the 1.atins troops embrace z 
And meet their ardour in the middle fpace. 
The Trojans, Tuſcans, and Arcadian line, 
With equal courage ob iate their deſign. 

Peace leaves the violated ficids z and hate 

Voth armies urges to their mutual fate, 

With impious haſte their altars are o'erturn'd, 
The ſacritice halt broil'd, and half-unburn'd, 
Thick forms of ſteel from either army fly, 
And clouds of claſhing darts obſcure the iky : 
Brands from the fire are miſſive weapons made, 
With chargers, bowls, and all the prieſtly trade. 
Latinus, frighted, haſtens from the tray, 
And bears his unregarded gods away. 
Theſe on their hortes vault, thoſe yoke the car; 


Va, 


hey cuir, they ſcratch, they crofs their airy courſe; 


ut vex'd, not vanquiſh'd. drops the ponderous prey; 


The rcft, with ſwords on high, run heaclong to 537 
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Meſſapus, eager to confuund the peace, 453 

urr'd his hot courier through the fighting 
prels, 

At king Auleſtes; by his purple known 

A Tuſcan prince, and by his regal crown; 

And with a ſhock encountering, bure him down. 

Yckward he fell; and, as his fate deſign'd, 440 

Ihe ruins of an altar were behind: 

There pitching on his ſhoulders, and his head, 

Amid the ſcattering fires he lay ſupincly ſpread. 

The bcamy ſpear delcending from above, 

His cuiraſs prerc'd, and through his hody drove. 

Then, with a fcorntnl ſmile, the victor cries ; 

The gods have found a fitter ſacrifice. 

Greedy of ſpoits, th' Italians ftrip the dead 

Of his rich armour ; and vncrown his head. 

Pricft Chorinzus arm'd his better hand, 
From his own altar, with a blazing brand: 
And, as Ebuſus with a thundering pace, 
Advanc'd to hattle, daſh'd it on his face: 

His briltly beard ſaines out with ſudden fires, 
The crackling crop a noiſome ſcent expires. 455 
Following the blow, he ſciz'd his curkng crown 
With his left hand; his other caſt him down. 
The proſtrate body with his knees he pre ſs'd, 
And plung'd his holy poinard in his breaſt. 

While Podalirius, with his ſword, purſued 460 
The ſhepherd Alſus through the flying crowd, 
Swiſtly he turns, and aims a deadly blow, 

Fall on the front of his unwary foe. 

The broad axe enters with a craſhing found, 

And cleaves the chin with one continued wound: 

Warm blood, and mingled brains, befmear his 
arms around, 

An iron ep his ſtupid eyes oppreſs'd, 

And feal'd their heavy lids in endleſs reſt. 

Dot good ZEneas tuſh'd amid the bands, 

Lire was his head, and naked were his hands, 470 

lu ſign of truce ; then thus he cries alond, 

What ſudden rage, what new deſire of blood 

Inflames your alter'd minds? O Trojans, ceaſe 

From impions arms, nor violate the peace. 

By human ſanctions, and by laws divine, 

Tie terms are all agreed, the war is mine. 

Di!mils your fears, and let the fight enſue ; 

This haud alone ſhall right the gods and you: 

Var injur'd altars, and their broken vow, 

To this avenging ſword the faithlels Turnus owe. 

Thus while he ſpoke, unmindful of defence, 

& winged arrow flruck the pious prince, 

Eut whether from ſome human hand it came, 
Or hottile god, is left unknown by fame: 

No human hand, or hoſtile god was ſound, 
To byait the triumph of fo baſe a wound. 

When Turnus ſaw the Trojan quit the plain, 
His chic. difmay'd, Eis troops a fainting train: 
TH unhop'd event his heigliten'd ſoul inſpires, 
At once his arms and courſers he requires. 490 
Then, with a l-ap, his lofty chariot gains, 

And with a ready hand aſſumes the reins. 

He drives impetucus, and where-c'er he goes, 

Ni: leaves behind a lane of flaughter'd ſocs. 
Theſz his lance reaches, over thole he rolls 
His rapid car, and cruſhes out their ſouk : 
In vain the varquiſh'd fly; the victor ſends** 
Tae dead men's weapons at their living friends. 

Thus on the banks of Rebrus' freezing flood 
The gol of battles, in his angry 1000, 5&0 
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Claſhing his ſword againſt his brazen ſhield, 

Let looſe the reins, and ſcours along the field: 
Before the wind his fiery courſers fly, 

Groans the {ad earth, reſounds the rattling ſky. 
Wrath, terror, treaſon, tumolt, and deſpair, 505 
Dire faces, and deform'd, ſurround the ear; 
Friends of the god, and followers of the war. 

With fury not unlike, nor leſs diſdain, 
Fxultiog Turnus flies along the plain: 

His ſmoking horſes, at their utmoſt ſpeed, 
He laſhes on; and urges o'er the dead. 
Theirfetlocksrun with blood; and when they bound, 
The gore, and gathering duſt, are daſh'd around. 
Thamyris and Pholus, maſters of the war, 

He kill'd at hand, but Sthelenus afar 

From far the ſons of Imbracus he flew, 
Glaucus, and Lades, of the Lycian crew : 
Both taught te fight on foot, in battle join'd; 
Or mount the courſer that out- ſtrips the wind. 

Mean time Eumedes, vaunting in the field, 520 
New fir'd the 'Trejans, and their foes repell'd. 
This fon of Dolon bore his grandfice's name; 
But emulated more his father's fame. 

His guilcful father, ſent a nightly ſpy, 

The Grecian camp and order to defcry : 
Hard enterprize, and well he might require 
Achilles' car, ard horſes for his hiro ; 

But, met upon the ſcout, th' Etolian prince 
In death heftow'd a jufter recompence. 

Ficrce Turnus vicw'd the Trajan from afar; 530 
And launch'd his jzvelin from his lofty car: 

Then lightly leaping down, purſued the blow, 

And, pretivg with his foot, his proſtrate ſoe, 

Wrench'd from his feeble hold the ſhining ſword z 

And plung'd it in the boſom of its lord. ©35 

Po fle ſs, ſaid he, the fruit of all thy pains, 

Aud meaſure, at thy length, our Latian plains, 

Thus are my foes rewarded by my hand, 

Thus may they build their town, aud thus enjoy 
the land, 

Then Daris, Butis, Sybaris, he flew, 540 
Whom o'er his neck the lioundering courſer threw, 
As when Joud Boreas, with his bluſtering train, 
Stops from above, incurabent on the main; 
Where-c'er he flies, he drives the rack before, 
And rolls the billows on th' Ægeau ſhore: 545 
Zo where reſiſtleſs Turnus takes his courſe : 

Ihe ſcatter'd ſquadrons bend before his force: 
His creſt of horſes hair is blown behind, 
By adverſe air, and ruſtles in the wind. 

This haughty Phcgens ſaw with high diſdain, 
And as the chariot roll'd along the plain, 551 
Light ſrom the ground he leapt, and ſeiz'd the 

rein. 
Thus hung in air, he fill retain'd his hold; 
The confers frighted, and their courſe cortroPd. 
The lance of Turnus reach'd him as he hung, «55 
And pi-1c'd his plated arms; but paſs' d along, 
And only raz'd the {kin : he turn'd, and ke:d 
Againit his threatening foe his ample ſhietd; 
Then call'd for aid: but, while he cry'd in vain, 
Ihe charior bere him backward on the pluin. 300 
He lies revers'd ; the victor king deſcends, J 
And ſtrikes ſo juſtly where his helmet ende, 
He lops the head. The Latian fields are drunk, 
With ſtreams that 'Nue from the bleeding trunk. 

While he triumphs, and while the Troqans yield, 
The worndrd prince is forc'd to have the fiels : 
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Strong Mneſtheus and Achates often try'd, 

And young Aſcanius weeping by his fide, 
Conduct him to his tent : ſcarce can he rear 

His limbs ſrom earth, ſupported on his ſpear. 570 
Reſolv'd in mind, regardleſs of the ſmart, | 
He tugs with both his hands, and breaks the dart. 
The eel remains. No readier way he found 

To draw the weapon, than t' ialarge the wound. 
Eager of fight, impatient of delay, 575 
He begs; and his unwilling friends obey. 

läpis was at hand to prove his art, 

Whoſe blooming youth ſo fir'd Apollo's heart, 
That for his love he proffer'd to beſtow 

His tuneſul harp, and his unerring bow: 520 
The pious youth, more ſtudious how to ſave 

His aged ſire, now ſinking to the grave, 
Preferr'd the power of plants, and ſilent praife 
Of healing arts, beſore Phœbeiau bays. 

Prop d on his lance the penſive hero ſtood, 535 
And heard, and ſaw unmov'd, the mourning crowd. 
The fam'd phyſician tucks his robes around 
With ready hands, and haſtens to the wound. 
With gentle touches he performs his part, 

This way and that, ſoliciting the dart, 590 
And exerciſes all his heavenly art. 

All ſoftening ſimples, known of ſovercign uſe, 
He preſſes out, and pours their noble juice; 
Theſe firſt infus'd, to lewify the pain, 

He tugs with pincers, but he tugs in vain. 5935 
Then to the patron of his art he pray'd ; 

The patron of his art refus'd his aid. 

Meantime the war approaches to the tents : 
Th' alarm grows hotter, and the noiſe augments : 
The driving duſt proclaims the danger near, 6c0 
And firlt their friends, and then their foes appear; 
Their friends retreat, their foes purſue the rear. \ 
The camp is filled with terror and affright; 

The hiſſing ſhaſts within the trench alight; 

An undiſtinguiſh'd nuiſe afcends the ſcy; 6005 

The ſhouts of theſe who kill, and groans of thoſc 
who die. 

But now the goddeſs mother, mov'd with grief, 
And pierc'd with pity, haſters her relief. 

A branch of healing Dittany ſhe brought, 

Which in the Cretan fields with care the ſought : 

Rough is the ſtem, which woolly leaves ſurround ; 

The leaves with flowers, the flowers with purple 
crown'd : 

Well known to wounded goats; a ſure relicf 

To draw the pointed it:el, and cate the grief, 

This Venus brings, in clouds involv'd ; and brews 

Th' extracted liquor with ambroſial dews, G16 

And odorous Panacce : unſcen ſhe ſtards, 

Tempering the mixture with her heavenly hands: 

And pours it ina bowl, already crown'd 

With juice of med'c'nal herbs prepar'd to bathe 
the wound, 620 

The leech, unknowing of ſupcricr art, 
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Which aids*the cure, with this ſoments the part, 
And in a moment ccas'd the raging ſmart. 
Stanch'd is the blood, and in the bottom lands: 
The ſtecl, but ſcarcely tonch'd with tender hands, 
IJ. loves up, and follows of its own accord; 

Aud health and vigour are at once reſtor'd. 

1 pis firſt perceiv'd the cloſing wound; 

And firſt the fuorteps of a god he found. 

Arms, arms, he cries, the ſword and ſhicld prepare, 


And ſend the willing chief, renew'd to war, 631 
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This is no mortal work, no cure of mine, 

Nor art's eflect, but done by hands divine: 
Some god our general to the battle ſends ; 

Some god preſerves his life for greater ends. 635 

The hero arms in haſte : his hands infold 
His thighs with cuiſhes of refulgent gold: 
Inflam'd to fight, and ruſhing to the field, 
That hand ſuſtaining the cœleſtial ſhield, 
This gripes the lance ; and with fuch viguur ſhakes, 
That to the reſt the beamy weapon quakes, 
Then, with a.cloſe embrace, he ſtrain'd his ſon ; 
And, killing through his helmet, thus begun : 
My fon, from my example learn the war, 

In camps to fuffer, and in fields to dare: 645% 
But happier chance than mine attend thy care! 
This day my hand thy tender age ſhall ſhield, 
And crown with honours of the conquer'd field: 
Thou, when thy riper years ſhall ſend thee forth, 
To toils of war, be mindful of my worth, 650 
Aſſert thy birthright ; and in arms be known, 
For Hector's nephew, and Aineas' ſen. 

He ſaid ; and, ſtridiug, iſſued on the plain; 
Anteus, and Maueſtheus, and a numerous train, 
Attend his ſteps : the reſt their weapons take, 655 
And, crowding to the field, the camp forſake. 

A cloud of blinding duſt is raid around; 
Lubours bencath their feet the trembling ground. 

Now Turnns, poſted on a hill, from tar 
Beheld the progrels of the moving war: 660 
With him the Latins view'd the cover'd plains; 
And the chill blood ran backward in their vcins, 
Juturna faw th' advancing troops appear; 

And heard the hoſtile ſound, and fled for ſear. 
Anras leads; and draws a [weeping train, 663 
Clos'd in theirranks, aud pouring on the plain. 
As when a whirlwind, ruſhing to the ſhore, 


From the mid ocean drives the waves belore ; 


The painful hind, with heavy heart, forcices 
The flatted fields, and ſlaughter of the trees; 670 
With ſuch impetuous rage the prince appears, 


- B-lore his doubled front ; nor lefs deſtruction bears. 


And now byth armies ſhock it open field; 

Olyris is by ſtrong Thymbræus kill'd. 

Archetius, Uſ-ns, Epulon, are lain 675 

(All fam'd in arms, and of the Latian train), 

By Gyas, Mncithcus, and Achates' hand: 

Uhe fatal augur falls, by whoſe command 

The truce was broken, atid whoſe lance, embrucd 

With Trojan blood, th' unhappy fight rencw'd. 

Loud ſhouts and clamours rend the liquid fky 

And o'er the field the frighted Latins fly. 

Fle prince diſdains the daſtards to purſue, 

Nor moves to meet in arms the fighting few : 

Furnus alone, amid the duſky plain, 685 

He ſeeks, and to the combat calls in vain, 

Juturna heard, and, f.iz'd with mortal fear, 

Forc'd from the beam her brother's charioteer ; 

Aſlumes his ſhape, his armour, and his mien; 

Aud like Metiſcus it his frat is ſcen. 690 
As the black ſwallow near the palace plies; 

O'er empty courts, and under arches flies: 

Now hawks alolt, now ſcims along the flood, 

To furniſh her loquacious neſt with food: 

So drives the rapid goddefs o'er the plains ; 695 

Che ſmoking horſes run with loofer'd reins. 

She itecrs a varivus courſe among the fots; 

Now here, now there, her copquezing brother 
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Now with a ſtraight, now with a wheeling flight, 
be turns, and beads, but ſhuns the fingle light. 
Anras, fir'd with fury, breaks the crowd, 701 
And ſeeks his foe, and calls by name aloud: 
He runs within a narrower ring, and trics 
1% dp the chariot; but the charict flics, 
If he but gain a glimpſe, Juturna fears, 705 
And far away the Daunian hero bears. 

What ſhould he do? Nor arts nor arms avail; 
And various cares in vain his mind aflail ; 
The great Meſſapus thundering through the field. 
In his left hand two pointed javelins held : 710 
Lacountering on the prince, one dart he drew, 
And with unerring aim and utmoſt vigour threw. 
Aneas faw it come, and ſtooping low 
B-ncath his buckler, ſnunn'd the threatening blow. 
The weapon hils'd above his head, and tore 7I5 
The waving plume, which on his helm he wore. 
Forc'd by this hoſtile act, and ſir'd with ſpite, 
That flying Turnus till declin'd the fight; 
The prince, whoſe piety had long tepell'd 
His inbotn ardour, now invades the field: 720 
Invokes the powers of violated peace, 
Their rites and injur'd altars to redreſs : 
Then, to his rage abandoning the rein, 

Wich blood and flaughter'd bodies fills the plain. 
What god can tell, what numbers can diſplay. 
The various Jabuurs of that fatal day? 726 

What chiefs and champions tell on either fide, 
In combat ſlain, or by what deaths they dy'd ? 
Whom Turnus, whom the Trojan hero kill'd: 
Who ſhar'd the fame and fortune of the field? 739 
Jove, could'it thou view, and not avert thy light, 
wo jarring nations joirf dd in cruel fight, 
Whom leagues of latting love fo ſnortly ſhall 
unite! 
Aneas firſt Rutulian Sucro found, 
Whoſe valour made the "Frojans quit their ground 
Purwixt his ribs the javelin drove fo juſt, 736 
It reach. d his heart, vor needs a fecond thruft. 
Now Turnus, at two blows, two bretliren flew; 
F.rit from his horle fierce Amicus he threw ; 
Then leaping on the ground, on foot aſſail'd 740 
Diores, and in equal fight prevail'd. 
Their lifeleſs trunks he Leves upon the place; 
Their heads, diſtilling gore, his chariot grace, 
Three cold on earth the Trojan hero threw 
Whom without relpite at «ne charge he cw: 745 
Cethegus, 'Vanais, Logus, fell opprefs' 
And fad Onythes, added to the rel ; 
Of Theban bicod, whom Peridia hore. 
Turous two brothers ſrom the Lycian More, 
And from Apolto's fane tu battle ſent, 700 
Oerthrew, nor Phœbus coul their ſate prevent. 
P-zceful Menztes after theſe he kill, 
Who long had ſhuan'd the dangers of the fie'd ; 
On Lerna's lake a filet bfe he led, 
And with his vets and angle carn'd his bread. 
Nor pompous cares, nor palaces he kut w, 756 
But wilcly from th' infeci.ous world withdrew. 
Poor was his huuſe 3 his father's painful hand 
D.ſcharg'd his rent, and piough'd another's Lind, 
As games among the lofty woods arc ihrewn, 
On diticrent ſides, and both by winds are blown, 
the laurels cracgle in the ſputtering fire ; 
he frighted ſylvavs from their ſhades retire : 
Or as tun neighbouring torrents fall trom high, 
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They roll to ſea, with unreſiſting force, 
And down the rocks precipitate their courſe : 
Not with lels rage the rival heroes take 
Their difterent ways; nor leſs deſtruction make. 
With ſpears afar, with ſwords at hand they ſtrike, 
And zeal of flaughter fires their ſouls alike, 771 
Like them, their dauntleſs men maintain the field, 
And hearts are piere'd unkaowing how to yield: 
They blow for blow return, and weund for wound; 
And heaps of bodies raiſe the level ground. 775 
Murrauus, boaſting of his blood, that ſprings 
From a long royal race of Latin kings, 
Is by the "Trojan ftom his chariot thrown, 
Cruſh'd with the weight of an unwielding flone; 
Betwixt the wheels he ſell; the wheels that tore 
His living load, his dying body tore. 780 
His ſtartling ſteeds, to ſhun the plittering ſword, 
Paw down histrampled limbs, forgetfulof their lord. 
Fierce Hillus threaten'd high ; and face to face 
fronted Turnus in the middle ſpace : 785 
The prince encounter'd him in full career, 
And at his temples aim'd the deadly fpear : 
So fatally the flying weapon ſped, 
'Fhat through his brazen helm it pierc'd his head. 
Nor, Ciſleus, covld'{t thou ' ſcape from J urnus' hand, 
In vain the ſtrongeſt of the Arcadian band: 
Nor to Cupentus could his gods afford 
Availing aid againſt th' /Znean ſword : 
Which to his naked heart purfued the courſe : 
Nor could his plated ſhield ſuſtain the force. 795 
lölus ſell, whom not the Grecian powers, 
Nor great ſubverter of the Trajan towers, 
Weredoom'dto kill, l ile heaven prolong'd his dete: 
but who can paſs the boumds pryſix'd by fate ? 
la high Lyrneitus, and, in roy, he held 80 
[wo palaces, and was from ect. expell'd: 
Of all the mighty man, the laft remains 
A little {por of forcign earth contains. 
And now both hutts their broken troops unite, 
In equal ranks, and mix in mortal ſiaht. 805 
Serclihus and undaunted Mneſtheus join 
The Trojan, Tuſcan, and Arcadian Lve : 
Sea-born Meſſopus, with Atinas, heads 
The Latin {quadrons, and to battle leads, 
[hey ftrike, they puſh, they throng the ſcanty 
ſpace ; 810 
Reſole'd on death, impatient of diſgrace; ) 
And where one falls, another fills his place. 
"The Cyrrion gaddeſs now infpire» her ton 
Vo leave th unftniſh'd fight, and itorm the town. 
wor, while h. rolls bis eycs arcund the plein, 815 
In quett of hurnus, whem he feeks in vaiu, 
e views th' unguarded city from afar, 
ln cartlets quiet, aud fecure of war ; 
Orcaſion offers, and excites his mind, 
lo dare beyond the taſk he hrt defign'd. 92 
Re lolv'd hie calls his chiefs ; they lrave the fight; 
Attended thus, he takes a netghvouring height: 
The er-weng trovps about their general and, 
All under arms, and wait his high command. 
Chen thus the laſty prince: Hear end obey, 823 
Yo reien bands, without the Icaſt delay. 
[ove 15 with us, and what 1 have decreed 
Requires our vemoſt vigour, and our ſpecd. 
Yuur 1: fant arms againſt the town prepare; 
he forrce of miſckict, and :e frat &: war. 836 
his day the Latian towers, that mate the y, 
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Ripid they run; the ſboamy waters (ry 3 «6s | 3holl level with the pla in aſhee he: 
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The people ſhall be ſlaves, unleſs in time 
They kneel for pardon, and repent their crime. 
"Twice nave our fues been vanquiſh'd on the pin 


DRYDEN'S POEM S. 


. 
* 


Then hall I wait tili Turnus will be ſlain? 3835 


Your force againft the perjur'd city bend: 
There it began, and there the war ſhall end. 
The peace profan'd our rightful arms requires, 


Clcante the poliuted place with purging tires. 848 


He finiſh'd ; and, one ſoul wipiring all, 
Form'd in a wedge, the ſoot approach the wall. 
Without the town, an unprov' deo train 
Of gaping, gozing citizens are lain. 


Some fir: rands, others ſcaling ladders bear; 845 


And thoſe they toſs aloft, and theſe they rear: 


The flames now launch'd, the ſeather'd arrows fly, 


The clouds of miſſive arms obſcure the ſicy. 
Advauting to the front the hero ſtands, 


And, ſtretching out to heaven his pivus hands, 850 


Atteity the gods, aſſerts his innocence, 

Upbraids with breach of faith th* Auſonian prince 
Declares the royal honour doubly ſtain'd, 

And twice the rites of holy peace profan'd. 


Diſſenting clamours in the town ariſe z 855 


Each will be heard, and all at ence adviſe. 
One part for peace, and one for war contends : 


Some would exclude their foes, and ſome admit 


their friends. 
The helplets king is hurry'd in the throng ; 


And whatec'er tide prevails, is born along. 860 


Thus, when the ſwain, within a hollow rock, 
Invades the bees wich ſuffocating ſmoke, 
"They run around, or labour on their wings, 
Diſa-'d to flight; and ſhunt their fl-epy ſtings; 


To ſhun the bitter fumes, in vein they try; 865 
Black vapours,ifluingſrom the vent, involve theſky, 


But fate, and envious fortune, now prepare 
T'2 plunge the Latins in the laſt deſpair, 
The queen, who ſaw the foes invade the town, 
And brands on teps of burning honſes thrown ; 
Caſt round her eyes, diſtracted with her fear; 
No trc.,ps of Turnus in the field appear. 
Ouct more ſhe Heres abroad, but ſlill in vain ; 
And then concludes the royal youth 1+ flain. 
Mad with her anguiſh, impotent to bear 8 
1 he mighty zrict, the Joaths the vita! air. 
She calls j.r{elt the cauſe of all this ill, 


And owns the dire effects of her ungovern'd will: 


She raves againſt the gods, the beats her breaſt, 
She tears with both her hands her purple veſt ; 
Then round a heam a running noole the ty's, 
And, faſten'd by the neck, obſcencly dy'd. 
Soon as the fatal news by fame wes blown, 
And to ber dames and te ker daughter kyown ; 
The fad Lavinia rends her yellow hair. 885 
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And rofy cheeks; the reſt her ſorrow ſhate: ? 


With fharieks the palace rings, and macuels wy 


deſpalr. 
The ſpreading rumburs fills che public place; 
Conſuſion, fear, diitra& ion, and diſgrace, 
And ſilent ſhame are {cen in very face, 890 
3.ativus tears his garments as he goes, | 
B-th for his public and his private woes : 
With filth hs venerable beard beſmears, 
Ans ſordid duſt Jdeforms his ſilver hairs. 
And much he Eames the ſaſtnels of his mind, 
Ohbncxious tothe coarms of womankind, 896 


deu, u'd . 


To break the ſolemn league ſo long defir'd, 
Nor finiſh what his fates, and thoſe of Troy, re- 
quir'd. 
Now Furnus rolls aloof o'er empty plains, 900 
An herc and there ſ«me ſtrapyling foes he gleaus, 
tis flying conrfers pleaſe him Icfs and lefs, 
A ſham'd of eafy fight and cheup ſucceſs, 
Thus half contented, anxions in his mind, 
Ph. dillant cries come driving in the wind; 903 
Shouts from the walls, but ſhouts in murmurs 
drown'd ; 
A jarring mixture, and a boding ſound. 
Alas, ſaid he, what mean theſe diſmal cries ? 
What doleful clumours from the town ariſe ? 
Confus'd he ſtops, and backwerd pulls the reins: 
She, who the driver's oſſice now ſuſtains, 911 
Replies: Neglect, my lord, theſe new alarms; 
Here fight, and urge the fortune of your arms: 
There want not others to defend the wall: 
If by your rival's hand th' Italians fall. 915 
So mall your fatal ſword his [riends oppreſs, 
in honour equal, equal in ſucceſs. 
To this, the prince: O ſiſter (for I knew 
The peace infring'd, proceeded firſt from you,) 
| knew you when you mingled firſt in ſight, 920 
And now in vain you would deceive my fight ; 
Why, goddeſs, this unprofitable care? 
Who fent you down from heaven, involv'd in air? 
Your ſhare of mortal ſorrows to ſuſtain, 
And fee your brother bleeding on the plain? g25 
For to what power can Turnus have recourſe, 
Or how refiſt his ſate's prevailing force! 


| Fheſe eves beheld Murrenus bite the ground. 


Mighty the man, and mighty was the wound. 

| heard my deareſt friend, with dying breath, 939 
My name invoking to revenge his death: 

Brave Uſens fell with honour on the place; 

Fo faun the ſhameful fight of my diſgrace. 

On earth ſupine, a manly corpſe he lies; 

His veſt and armour are the victor's priæe. 935 
Then ſhall I fee Laurentum in a flame, 

Which only wanted to compleat my ſhame ? 


ſight ! 
Is death fo hard to bear? ye gods below, 940 
(Since thoſe abuve ſo ſmall compaſtion ſrow,) 
Receive a foul unſully'd yet with ſhame, 
Which not belies my great ſorefathers' name. 

He ſaid: and while he ſpoke, with flying ſpeed 
Came Sages, urging on luis foamy ſtecd; 945 
Fix'd on his wonnded face a ſhaft he bore, 

And f-eking Turnus ſent his voice before: 

Purnus, ou you, on you alone depends 

Our lit relief; compaſſionate your friends. 

Like lightning, fierce Zneas, rolling on, 959 

With arms inveſt, with flames invades the town : 

The brands are toſs'd on high: the winds coulp:rc 

To @:.ve along the deluge uf the Gre: 

A}; eyes are lix'd on you; your fors rejoice z 

Ev'n the king ſtaggers, and ſuſpends his choice. 

Doubts to deliver, or defend the town; 956 

Whom to reject, or whom to call his fon, : 

ne queen, on whom your utmolt hopes were 
plac'd, 


Herfclf ſuborning death, has breath'd her laſt. 


And fora reduce ig change, what he fo will ' Tis true, Meſlapus, ſcarleſs of his late, 910 
1 | Wit: fesce Atigas' aid, deſends the gate: 


How will the Latins hoot their champion's flight; 
ow Dranccs Will inſult and point them to tlic 
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On every ſide ſurrounded by the ſoe; 
The mate they kill, the greater numbers grow 
An iron harveſt mounts, and itillremains to mow. 
You, far aloof from your unſhaken bands, 965 
Your rolling chariot drive 6 er empty ſands, 
Stupid he fate, his eyes on earth declin'd, 
And various cares revolving in his mind : 
Rage, boiling from the bottom of his breaſt, 
Ard forrow, mix'd with ſhame, his ſoul oppreſs'd; 
And conſcious werth lay labouring in his thought: 
And love, by jealouſy, to madncſs wrought, 
By flow degrees his reaſon drove away 
Th: miſts of paſſion, and teſum'd her ſway. 
Then, riſing on his car, he turn'd his look; 975 
And law the town involv'd in fire and ſmoke. 
A wooden tower with flames already blaz'd, 
Waich his own hands on beams and rafters rais'd : 
And bridges laid above to join the ſpace : 
And wheels below to roll from place to place. 980 
Siſter, the fates have vanquiſh d: let us go 
The way which heaven and my hard fortune ſhow. 
The fight is fix'd : nor ſhall the branded name 
Of a baſe coward blot your brother's ſame, 
Death is my choice: but ſuffer me to try 985 
My force, aud vent my rage before ! die. 
He ſaid, and, leaping down, without delay, 
Through crouds of ſcatter'd foes he freed his way. 
Striding, he paſs'd, impetuous as the wind, 
And leit the grieving goddeſs far behind. 990 
As when a fragment from a mountain torn 
By raging tempeſts, or by torrents borne, 
Or ſapp'd by time, or looſen'd from the roots, 
Prone through the void the rocky ruin ſhoots, 
Rolling from crag to crag, from ſteep to ſteep; 995 
Down fink at once, the ſhepherds and their ſheep ; 
Involv'd alike, they ruſh to nether ground, 
Stunn'd wich the ſhock, they tall, aud ſtuun'd from 
carth rebound ; 
Sn, Turnus, haſting headlong to the town, 
Shouldering and ſhoving, bare the ſquadrons down. 
511! preſſing onward, to the walls he drew, 
here ſhafts, and ſpears, and darts, promiſcu- 
ous flew ; 
And ſanguine ſtreams the ſlippery ground embrue. 
Firlt ſtretching out his arm, in ſign of peace, 
He cries aloud, to make the combat ceaſe; 1095 
Rutulians, hold, and Latin troops retire ; 
The fiyht is mine, and me the gods require. 
is juſt that 1 ſhould vindicate alone 
The broken truce, or lor the breach atone. 
This Cay ſhall Cree from wars th' Auſonian ate; 
Or fiuvifh my misfortunes in my fate. 1011 
Both armies from their bloody work deſiſt: 
And, hearing backward, form a ſpacious lift. 
The Trojan hero, who receiv'd from fame 
Ihe welcome ſgund, and heard the champion's name, 
Soon leaves the taken works and mounted walls, 
Greedy of war, where greater glory calls. 
He ſprings to light, exulting in his force ; 
Nis jointed armour rattles in the courſe. 
Like Eryx, or like Athos, great he ſhowz, Toto 
Or father Appenine, when white with ſnows, 
His head divine, obſcure in clouds he hides, 
Auf ſhakes the ſounding foreſt on his ſides. 

The nations, over-aw'd. ſurccaſe the ſight, 
Immoveable their bodies, Nx'd their ſight: 1025 
Ev Death ſtands ſtill; nor from above they throw 
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In ſilent order either army ſtands ; - 
And drop their ſwords, unknowirg, from their 
hands, 1029 
Th' Auſonian king beholds, with wondering ſiglie, 
Two mighty champions match'd in ſingle fight, 
Born under climes remote, and brought by fate, 
With ſwords to try their titles to the ſlate. 

Now, in clos'd field, cach other from afar * 
They view; and, ruſhing on, begin the war. 1635 
They lanch their fpcars, then hand to hand they 

meet; 
The trembling ſoil reſounds beneath their feet : 
Their bucklers claſh ; thick blows deſcend from 
high, 
And flakes cf fire from their hard helmets ſiy. 
Courage conipires with chance; and both engage 
With equal fortune yet, and mutual rage. 1931 

As When two bulls for their fair female ſight, 

In Sila's ſhades, or on 'Vaburnus height; 
With horns adverſe they meet : the keeper flies: 
Mute ſtauds the herd, the heifers roll their eyes, 
And wait th* event ; which victor they ſhall bear, 
And who ſhall be the lord, to rule the luſty year : 
With rage of love the jealous rivals burn, 
And puſh for puih, and wound for wound return : 
Their dewlaps gor'd, their ſides axe lav'd in blood : 
Loud cries and roaring ſounds rebellow through 
the wood : IO5I 
Such was the combat in the lied ground; 
So claſh their ſwords, azd ſo their ſhields reſound. 

Jove ſets the beam; in either ſcale he lays 
The champion's fate, and each exactly weighs. 
Qn this ſide life, and lucky chance afcends ; 
Loaded with death, that other fcale deicends. 
Rais'd on the ſtretch, young Turnus aims a blau, 
Full on the helm of his unguarded foe : 1059 
Shrill ſhouts and clamours ring on either ſide: 

As hopes and fears tlie ir panting hearts divide. 

But all in pieces ſiics the traitor ſword, 

And, in the middle {troke, deſerts his Tord. 

Now 'tis but death, or flight: difarm'd he flies. 

When in his hand an unknown hilt he ſpi-s. 1065 

Fame ſays that Turnus, when his ſtzeds he j ind, 

Hurrying io war, diford:r'd in his mind, 

Snatch'd the firſt weapon which his haſte could 
find. 

Twas not the fated ſword his father hore ; 

But that his chariotcer Metiſcus wore. te 720 

This, nile the Trojans {l-d, the toughnoſ- held; 

But vain againſt the great Vulcanian thield. 

The mortal-temper'd ſteel deceiv'd his hand: 

he ſhiver'd fragments ſhone amid the ſand. 

Surpriz'd with fear, he fled along the field x 
And now, forthriaht, and now in orbits, wheePd, 
For here the Fran troops the life ſurround ; 
And chere the pats is cls d with pools and marſhy 

ground. 
Mineas h3ftens, thonch with heavier pace, 
His wound, for news knit, retards the wine) 
And oft his tremb'ing khers their and reful:, 
Yet preſing foot by fort his toe prifues. 

Fins, Men a tearial frag is clatzd reund 
With crimt mn toils, er in a river onna; 

High on the bans the deep mauth'd hound ape 

ears; 1085 
Still opening, ſollowing til, where- e“ er he ſtects: 
The perſecuted creature to aud tro, 


Their darts, nor drive their dattering rams below. 
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Steep is th' aſcent, and if he gains the land, 
The purple death is pitch'd along the ſtrand: 
His eager foe, determin'd to the chace, 1091 
Stretch'd at his length gains ground at every pace: 
Now to his beamy head he makes his way, 
And now he holds, or thinks he holds, his prey: 
Juſt at the pinch the ſtag ſprings out with fear, 
He bitcs the wind, and fills his founding jaws with 
air, 1096 
The rocks, the lakes, the meadows ring with cries; 
The mortal tumult mounts, and thunders in the 
ſkics. 

Thus flies the Daunian prince: and, flying, blames 
His tardy troops: and, calling by their names, 
Demands his truſty ſword. 'Vae Trojan threats 
The realm with ruin, and their ancient ſeats 
To lay in athes, if they dare ſupply, 

With arms or am, his vanquiſh'd enemy: 
Thus menacing, he {till purtucs the courſe ITo05 
With vigour, though 4iminiſh'd of his force. 
Ten times, alrcady, round the lifted place 
One chief had fled, and t' other given the chace : 
No trivial prize is play'd; for on the lite 
Or death of Turnus, now depends the ſtriſe. 1110 
Within the ſpace an olive-tree had ſtood, 
A ſacred ſhade, a venerable wood, 
For vowsto Faunus paid, the Latins guardiangod. 
Here hung the veſts, and tablets were engrav'd, 
Of ſinking mariners from ſhipwreck ſav'd. 1115 
With heedleſs hands the 'I'rojans ſell'd the tree, 
To make the ground inclos'd for combat free. 
Deep in the root, whether by fate, or chance, 
Or erring haſte, the L'rojan drove his lance : 
Then foop's, and tugg'd with force immenſe, to 
free 1120 
Th incumber'd ſpear from the tenacious tree: 
That whom his fainting limbs purſued in vain, 
His flying weapon might from far attain. 
Confus'd with fear, bereft with human aid, 
Then Turnus to the gods, and firſt to Faunus pray'd: 
O Faunus pity, and thou mother earth, 1120 
Where 1 thy foſter- ſon recciv'd my birth, 
Hold #*:!t the itecl; if my religious hand 
Your plant has honour'd, which your focs proſan'd; 
Propitious hear my pious prayer | he faid, 1130 
Nor with ſuccefslefs vows invor'd the aid. 
Th'incumbentherowrench'dandpull'd, anditrain'd 
But ſtill che ſtubborn carth the ſteel detain'd, 
Juturna took her time: nd, while in vain 
He ſtrove, aſlum'd Metifcus' form again: 1135 
And, in that iraitated ape, reſtor'd 
To the defpairing prince, his Daunian ſwort, 
The queen of Eve, who, with ditdam and grief, 
Saw the bold uymph aftord this prompt rehet ; 
1” aftert her offspring with a greater deed, 1140 
Fram the tough root the lingering weapon tree, 
Once mor? erect, the triviul chic t.;vance ; 
One ernits me ford, an one the pointed Jance:; 
And both reluly'd alike, to try their fatal chance. 
Nieantime imperiat Jove to quno tpoke, 1145 
+ Who from a {hininy cloud behold the hack: 

> What new arreit, G quren of tv,), is {ent 

To to the fates cow 14n04uring in the event, 

What further hopes are left thee to partge ? 7 
Ineine Aas (und they knaw'it it todo) 1150 
Free-doom' det; theſe celettial feats is due. 5 
Wu mie attempts for l'urnus can be made, 
be 
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le it becoming of the due reſpect, 
And awful honour of a god ciect, 1155 
A wound unworthy of our ſtate to fecl; 
Patient of human hands, and carthly ſteel ? 
Or ſeems it juſt, the Siſter ſhould reſtore 
A ſecond ſword, when one was loſt before, 
And arm a conquer'd wretch agaiuſt his con- 
queror ? 1160 
For what without thy knowledge and avow, 
Nay, more, thy dictate, du“ Jururna do? 
At laſt, in defer-nce to my love, forocar 
Fo lodge within thy foul, this anxious care: 
Reclin'd upon my br. ait, thy grief ur load; 
Who ſhould reheve the goddeſs bu the god? 
Now, all thing to tucir 1umoſt iſſue, tend; 
Puſh'a oy the Fates to their appointed end: 
While leave was giv'n thee, and a lawful hour 
For vengeance, wrath, and unrelifted power: 
Tols'd on the ſeas thou cout 't thy focs diſtreſs, 
And driven aſhore, with hoſtile arms oppreſs: 
Deform the royal houtc ; aud from the tide 
Of the juſt bridegroom, tear the plighted bride : 
Now ceaſe at my command. Ihe thunderer ſid; 
And with dejzQted eyes this anſ wer Juno made. 
Becauſe your dread decree tao well | knew; 
From Furnus and from earth unwilling | withdrew, 
Elle ſhould you not behold me here alone, 
Involv'd in empty clouds my friends bemoan 
But girt with vengeful flames, in open ſight, 
Engag'd againſt my foes in mortal fight. 
lis true, Juturna mingled in the ſtrife 
By my command, to fave her brother's life ; 
At leaſt to try ; but by the Stygian lake, 1185 
(The moſt religious oath the gods can take) 
With this reſtriction, not to bend the how, 
Or toſs the ſpear, or trembling dart to throw, 
And now reſign'd to your ſuperior might, 
And tir'd with fruitleſs toils, 1 loath the fight, 
This let me beg (and this no Cites withitand) 
Both for myſelf, and for your father's land; 
Thet when the nuptial bed ſhall bind the peace, 
(Which I, fince you ordain, conſent to bleſs) 
The laws of either nation be the ſame ; 1195 
But let the I. atins ſtill retain their name : 
Speak the ſ. : ne language which they ſpoke before; 
Wear the ſame habits which their grandſires wore: 
Call them not Trujins : periſh the renown 
And name of Troy with that deteſted town, 120C 
Latium be Latium till; let Alba reign, 
Ani Rome's immortal mujoity remain. 
Then thus the founder of mankiud replies 
(Unrunled was his front, ſerene his eyes) ? 
Can Saturn's iſſue, and heaven's other heir, 1205 
Such endleſs anger in her boſom bear ? 
De miſtreſs, and your full defires obtain: 
But quench the choler you foment iu vain. 
From ancient bl 108 th Aulorinn people fprung, 
Shall keep their name, their habit, and their 
tongue. 
The "Trojuns to their cuſtoms ſhall be ty'd, 
| wilt, mylelf, their common cites provide; 
Chenatiyvesfanlt cer e b eee 
Alt ſnall be Latium; Troy without a name: 


And her loſt ſons forget frum whence they came. 


From blood fo mixed, a pious race fhul flow: 
Equal to gods, excelling all below. 

No natiun more reſpect to you ſhall pay, 

Or greater oſecings on your altars lays 
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[uy conſents, well pleas'd that her deſires 12 20 


Had found ſucceſs, aud from the clouds retires. 

The peace thus made, the Thunderer next prepares 

Jo force the watery goddeſs from the wars, 

Peep in the diſmal regions, void of light, 

Three daughters at a birth were born to Night: 

Theſe their brown mother, brooding on her care, 

Ivdulg'd with windy wings to flit in air; 

With ſerpents girt alke, andcrown'd with hiſhug 
hair. 

ju heaven the Diræ call'd, and ſtill at hand, 

Before the throne of angry Jove they ſtand, 123 

His miniſters of wrath ; and ready ſtill 

The minds of mortal men with fears to fill : 

When-e'er the moody fire, to wreak his hate 

On realms, or towns, deſerving of their ſate, 

Hurls down diſeaſes, death, and deadly care, 

And rerrifies the guilty world with war. 1c36 

One ſiſter-plague of theſe from heaven he ſent, 

To fright Juturna with a dire portent. 

The peſt comes whirling down : by far more flow 

Sings the ſwift arrow from the Parthian bow, 

Ur Cydon engh ; when traverſing the ſkies, 1241 

and drench'd in poiſonous juice, the lure deftruc- 
tion flies. 

Wich ſuch 2 ſudden and unſeen a fight, 

Shot through the clouds the daughter of the night. 

$000 as the ficld inclos'd ſhe had in view, 1245 

And from afar her deſtin'd quarry knew: 

Contracted to the boding bird the turns, 

Whick haunts the ruin d piles, and hallow'd urns, 

And beats about the tombs with nightly wings; 

Where ſongs obſcene on ſepulchres fhe ſings. 1250 

Thus lellen'd in her form, with frightſul cries 

"he fury round unhappy Turnus Nies, 5 

Flaps on his ſhield, and Rutters o'er his eyts. 

lazy chlne(s crept along his blood, 

Chok'd was his voice, his hair with horror ſtood, 

Juturna from afar beheld her fly, i256 

and knew th' ill omen, by her ſcreaming cry, 

And ſtridour of her wing. Amaz'd with fear, 

Ilcr beauteous breall the beat, and rent her flowing 
hair, 

Ah me, ſhe cries, in this uncqual rife, 1260 

What can thy ſiſter more to ſave thy lite ! 

Weak as | am, can I alas, contend 

ln arms, with that inexoratle fiend ! 

Now, nove, | quit the field“ forbear to fright 

My tender ſoul, ye baleful birds of night! 1265 

The laing of your wings I know too well: 

The founding flight, and funeral ſcreams of hell! 

Theſe ard the gifts you bring frem haughty Jove, 

{he worthy recompence of taviſn'd love! 

Did he for this exempr my life ſrom fate? 1270 

U tar conditions of immortal ſtate ! 

li.ough born to death, not privileg'd to die, 

Et torc'd to bear impos'd eternity! 

Toke back your envious bribes, and let me go 

Companion to my brother's ghoſt below! 1275 

he joys are vaniſh'd : nothing now remains 

Of fe immortal, but immortal pains. 

What carth will open her devouring womb, 

To reſt a weary goddets in the tomb! 

She drew a length of ſighs; nor more ſhe ſaid, 

Bur in her azure mantle wrap'd her head: 1281 

Then plung'd into her ſtream, with deep deſpair, 

ard her laſt ſobs came bubbling up in air. 

Now ſtern AZneas waves his weigl.ty ſpear 
Ageinſt his fue, and thus uphraids lis frar ; 1285 
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What farther ſubterſuge can Turnus find ? 
What empty hopes are harbour'd in his mind ? 
is not thy ſwiſtneſs can ſecure thy flight: 
Not with their feet, but hands, the valiant fight. 
Vary thy ſhape in thouſand forms, and dare 1299 
What {kill and courage can attempt in war: 
Wiſh for the wings of wind to mount the iky? 
Or hid within the hollow earth to lie. 
The champion ſhook his head, and made this 
ſhort reply: - 1294 
No threats of thine my manly mind can move : 
is hoſtile heaven I dread ; and partial Jove. 
He ſaid no more; but, with a ſigh reprets'd 
The mighty ſorrow in his ſwelling bresſt. 


An antique ſtone he ſaw; the common bound 

Of neighbouring fields, and barrier of the ground: 

So vaſt, that twelve ſtrong men of modern days 

Th' enormous weight from earth could hardly 
raiſe. 

He heav'd it at a liſt : and, pois'd on high, 

Rau ſtageering,on, againſt his enemy. I305 

But fo diſorder'd, that he ſcarcely knew 

His way ; or what unwieldy weight he threw. 

His knocking knees are beat beneath the load: 

And ſhivering cold congcals his vital blood, 

The ſtone drops from his arms; and falling ſhort, 

For want of vigour, mocks his vain effort 131T 

And as, when heavy fleep has clo;'d the fight, 

The ſickly fancy labours in the night: 

We ſeem to run; and, deſtitute of force, 

Our ſinking lunehs forſake us in the courſe : 1315 

In vain we heave for breath; in vain we cry: 5 


Then, as he roll'd his troubled eyes around, 4 


The nerves unbrac'd their uſual ſtrength deny, 
And on the tongue the faultering accents dic ; 
So Turnus far'd, whatever means he try'd, 
All force of arms, aud points of art employ'd, 
The fury flew athwart, and made th' endeavour 
void, T321 
A thouſand various thoughts his ſ-ul confound: 
He ſtar'd about; nor aid nor iſtue found!: 
His own men ſtop the paſs, and his own walls 
ſurround. 
Once mor: he pauſes; and looks ont again: 1325 
And ſeeks the godilels charioteer in vain. 
Trembtiing, he views the thundering chief advance, 
And brandiſhing aloft the deadly lance ; 
Amaz'd he cowers beneath his conquering foe, 
Forgets to ward, and waits the coming blow. 1330 
Aſtoniſh'd while he ſtands, and fix'd with fear, 
Aim'd at his fhie1d he ſces th' impending ſpear. 
The hero meaſur'd firſt, with narrow vicve, 
The deſtin'd mark: and, riſing as he threw, i 
With its foll ſwing the fatal weapon flew. 1335 
Nat with leſs rage the rattling thunder falls, 
Or flones from battering engines break the walls: 
Swiſt as a whirlwind, from an arm fo ſtrong, 
Che lance drove on ; and bore the death along. 
Nought could his feven-fold ſnield the prince avail, 
Nor aught beneath his arms the coat of mail; 
It pierc'd through all; and, with a grizly wound, 
FTransſik'd his thigh, and doubled him to ground. 
With groaus the Latins rend the vaulted {xy : 
Wonds, hills, and valleys, to the voice reply. 1345 
Now low on earih the lofty chief is laid, 
With eyes caſt upwards, and with arms difolay*d; - 
Ard re.reant thus to the proud victor pray &d : 
| know my death deferv'd, nor hope to live: 
Uſe what the gods and thy good fortune give, 
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Yet think; oh think, if mercy may be ſhown, ' The ſatal ſpoils which haughty Turnus tore 


(Thou hadſt a father once, and hadſt a ſon) : From dying Pallas, and in triumph wore, 

Pity my fire, now ſinking to the grave; "Chen, rouz'd anew to wrath, he loudly cries 
And for Anchiſes' fake, old Daunus fave ! (Flames, while he ſpoke, came fluſhing from his 
Or, if they vow'd revenge, purſue my death; 1355 eyes;) 

Give to my friends my body void of breath ! Traitor, doſt thou, doſt thou to grace pretend, 


Thine is the conqueſt, thine the royal wife; Jo his fad foul a grateful offering go; 
Againſt a yielded man, 'tis mean ignoble ſtrife, * Fis Pallas, Pallas gives this deadly blow. 
In deep ſuſpence the "Trojan ſeem'd to ſtand; | He rais'd his arm aloſt; and at the word, 
And, juſt appear'd to ſtrike, repreſs'd his hand. Deep in his boſom drove the ſhinins ſword, tre 


"The Latian chicks have ſeen me beg my life ; | Clad, as thou art, in trophies of my friend ? I378 


He roll'd his eyes, and every moment felt | The ſtreaming blood diſtain'd his arms around, 
His manly ſoul with more compaſſion melt. And the diſdainful ſoul came reſting through the 
When, caſting down a caſual glance, he ſpy'd wound, 


The golden belt that glitter'd on his fide; 1355 


FEST SCRIPT T 


HAT Virgil wrote in the vigour of his age, in plenty and at eaſe, 1 have 
undertaken to tranflate in my declining years: ſtruggling with wants, 
oppreſſed with ſickneſs, curbed in my genius, liable to be miſconfliued in all I write; 
and my judges, if they are not very equitable, already prejudiced againſt me, by the 
lving character which has been given them of my morals. Yet, ſteady to my prin- 
ciples, and not diſpirited with my afllictions, 1 have, by the bleſiing of God on my 
entravours, overcome all difficulties ; and, in ſome meaſure, acquitted myſelf of the 
debt which I owed the public, when I undertook this work. In the firlt place, 
therefore, I thankfully acknowledge to the Almighty Power, the aſfiltance he has 
given me in the beginning, the proſecution, and concluſion of my preſent ſtudics, 
which are more happily performed, than I could have promiſed to myſelf, when I 
laboured under ſuch diſcouragements. For, what I have done, imperfect as it is, for 
want of health and leifure ta correct it, will be judged in after-ages, and poſſibly in 
th- preſent, to be no diſhonour to my native country ; whoſe language and poetry 
would be more eiteemed abroad, if they were better underſtood. Somewhat (give me 
leave to ſay) I have added to both of them, in the choice of words, and harmony of 
numbers, which were wanting, eſpecially the laſt, in all our poets, even in thoſe who, 
being endued with genius, yet have not cultivated their mother-tongue with ſuffictent 
care; of, relying on the beauty of their thoughts, have judged the ornament of words, 
and ſweetneſs of ſound, unneceffary. 

am much indebted to Gilbert Dolben, Eſq. the worthy ſon of the late Arch- 
biſhop of York ; 'who, when I began this work, enriched me with all the feveral 
editions of Virgil, and all the commentaries of thoſe editions in Latin; amongſt which, 
I could not but prefer the Dauphine's, as the laſt, the ſtortelt, and the molt judi- 
cious. Fabrini 1 had alſo ſent me from Italy; but either he underſtands Virgil but 
very imperfectly. or I have no knowledge of my author. | 

Being invited, by that worthy gentleman Sir William Bowyer, to Denham-court, I 
tranſlated the firſt Georgic at his houſe, and the greateſt part of the laſt Eneid. A 
more friendly entertainment no man ever found. Nor wonder therefore if both 
thoſe verſions ſurpaſs the reſt, and own the. ſatisfaction I received in his convertey 
with whom I had the honour to be hred in Cambridge, and in the ſame College. 
The ſeventh Aneid was made Engliſh at Burleigh, the magnificent abode of the 
Earl of Exeter: in a village belonging to his family I was born, and under bis roof I 
endeavoured to make that ZEncid appear in Euglich with as much luſtre as I could: 
though my author has not given the finifting ſtrokes either to it, or to the eleventh, 
as 1 perhaps could prove in both, if I durſt preſume to criticize my maſter. 

By a letter from William Walſh, of Abberly, Eſq. (who has fo long honoured 
me with his friendſhip, and who, without flattery, is the belt critick of our na- 
tion) I have been informed that his grace the Duke of Shrewſbury has procured a 
printed copy of the Paitorals, Georgics, and fix firſt Aneids, from my book- 
{cller, and has read them in the country, together with my friend. This noble per- 
ſon having been pleaſed to give them a commendation, which I preſume not te 
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inſert ; has made me vain enough to boaſt of ſo great a favour, and to think I have 
ſucceeded beyond my hopes; the character of his excellent judgment, the acuteneſs 
of his wit, aud his general knowledge of good letters, being known as well to all the 
world, as the ſweetneſs of his dilpofition, his humanity, his eafineſs of acceſs, and 
defire of obliging thoſe who ſtand in need of his protection, are known to all who have 
approached him: and to me in particular, who have formerly had the konour of his 
converſation. Whoever has given the world the tran{latiua of part of the third Georgie, 
which he calls „ The Power of Love,“ has put me to fullicient pains to make my 
own not inferior to his: as my Lord Roſcommon's Sileuus had formerly given me the 
ſane trouble. The moſt ingenious Mr. Addiſon, of Oxford, has alſo been as trou- 
bleſome to me as the other two, and on the ſame account. After his bees, my latter 
ſwarm is ſcarcely worth the hiving. Mr. Cowley's “ Praife of a Country Life“ is 
excellent; but is rather an imitation of Virgil, than a verttoun. That I have reco- 
vered in fome meaſure the health which I had loſt by too much application to this 
work, is owing, next to God's mercy, to the {kill and care of Ur. Guibbons and Dr. 
Hobbs, the two orvaments of their proteffion ; whom TI can only pay by this acxnow- 
kdrnent. The whole faculty has always been ready to oblige a:: and the only one 
of them, who endeavoured to defame me, had it not in his power“. 


Sir Nichard Blackmore. 


THE with a frer firake of bis pen, kran ù even the living,. 
* * 
6114 ferfenates ben under dead men's aames. 


FIRST SATIRE T have awuided as munch as I canli pg the borrowed 


learning of marginal notes and tinfirations, and for 
that veijon lade trarftated this ſatire ſomenvbat 
J 8 E. N A L tary: ly. And freely GCN (if it be a fault } that I 
. lava likexciſe cited mofl of the proper names, be- 
- coule T thought they would not much caify the reader. 
THE ARGUMENT, 1 Te conclude, if” in ter or three places I have deſert= 
The poct gives us firſt a kind of humorous reaſon for ed all the commentators, it is becauſe they fort 
bis writing : tat, being provekted by hearing fo dferted _— author, or at leaſe Have left bum in Jo 
many ill ports revegrſe their works, be does hinſelf much edfeurity, that tes much tem is left for 
Jvſuce on them, by giving them as bad as they bring. gueſſing. | f 
Hut, ſince no man ii rank himſelf wwith ill woriters, 
i? ts caſy to conclude, that if ſuch woratches could 


O F 


CTV!LL ſnall I hear, and never quit the ſcore, 
' Stunn'd with hoarſe Codrus? Theſeid, o'er and 

„ . . 7 
&: aww an audience, be thong it no hard matter ts o'er? 
excel them, and gain a greater geren ith the Sad Shall this man's elegies and t' other's play 

, : - 1 * ! 24 a , 

lic. Next be informs us more openly, why de Unpuniſh'd murder a long ſummer's day? 
rather addict: himſcif to fatire, than any ether kind Huge Velephus, a formidable page, 

ay ys 8 — + * 

mech His indlgnation to ill ports, as t9 dt men, wwvich | Uuſativty'd with margins cloſely writ, 

La- by + Þ * q ©» . . » 

Paz prompted him to Qwrite. He there ore g1ves #5) Foams or the covers, and not finith'd yet. 

* * a - 5 * I pr % . «4+ 

a * and general vieww of Ie Vices and follies No man cen take a more familiar note 

4 * . £ „ * * A *. . 5 5 a 2 3 : 8 4 9 

reigning in bis time. So that this firſt ſatire 15 the | Of his own home, than I'of Vulcan's grot. 

at , ere er ' 7 » 3 

natural ground. au of ail the rej, Hercin be cone Or Mars his grove, or hollow winds that iJow 

3 : 2.8 bod Boilies LEN . , 

= e eg ge ſale, ent files indiſſers From tua“, top, or tortur'd ghoſts below. 

7 77 2 ' » > y C14” , 285 ! = . * 

2 all men in bis way: in every follows! know by rote the fam'd exploits of Greece; 

1 y » « 1 
ſatire be bas cheſen ſeine parti: lar moral which le the Conant fury, and the golden flecte; 
4 * . * - , P, 

WW + * 552 TIF 7 1871 — 1 1 . 7 1 CY 
would inculcate ; and daſhes Some particntay vice or | Through the thick {hates tin eternal ſcribbler 
/ ty {an art with wobich wn lampomncys are ut bauis, 

er 01 . a , Wi; 1 ; , . 

"form bis exon age, but not r fo ettempt it by ; The beft and wort on the ſeme theme employs 
4 overt-att of naming living p., ici only | Ilie Muſe, and playucs us with an equal neiie. 
1Y , , 2 * 2 7 8 PPE a" 5 

2241. thoſe Tt hs tere inf antous $I 4902 BEHICS i DOE Provok d by tMeie incorrig the fouls, 


75 2 , 4 I » 4+ 7 I : * 8 9 — . . * . 07 * o 

ately preceding his, wwherevy he nt ety gives a! leit declainung in pedantic ſchoals; 
Where, with mea boys, 1 flrove to get renown, 
Adviſing yu 1G a provate gowa, 


*. M 


fair warning to great men, that their memery lie of 
the mercy of future fects and hitoria , bat 4%, 
Vor, III. 


—— — — 


| 


450 


I'll verſify in ſpite; and do my beſt, 
To make as much waſte paper as the reſt. 

But why | hc aloſt the Satire's rod, 
And tread the path which fam'd Lucilius trod, 
Attend the cauſes which my Muſe have led: 
When ſapiefs eunuchs mount the marriag”-bed, 
When manniſh Mevia, that two handed whore, 
Aſtride on harſe-back hunts the Tuſcan boar, 
When all our lords are by his wealth outvy'd, 
Whoſe razor on my callow beard was try'd; 
Wien 1 hchold the ſpawn of conquer'd Nile, 
Criſpinus, both in birth and manners vile, 
Pacing in pomp, with cloak of Tyrian dye, 
Chang'd oft « Jay for needleſs luxury; 
And finding oft occaſion to be ſann'd, 
Ambitious to produce his judy hand; 


But, ſinee the world with writing is poſſeſt, 5 


C harg'd with light ſummer · rings his fingers ſweat 


Unable to ſupport a gem of weight : 

Such ſulſome 05j-Rs meeting every where, 

* is hard to write, but harder to forbear. 

To view {1 lewd a town, aud to refrain, 

What hoops of iron ould my ſpleen contain! 
When pleading !Matho, borne abroad for air, 
With his fat paunch fills his new faſhion'd chair, 
And, after him, the wretch in pomp convey'd, 
Whoſe evidence his lord and ſriend betray'd, 


From the poor nobles the laſt ſpoils to rend, 
Whom ey'n ſpies dread as their ſuperior ſtend, 
And bribe with preſents; or, when preſents fail, 
They ſend their proſtituted wives for bail: 


And but the wiſh'd occaſion docs attend, | 


When night performance holds the place bf merit, 


And brawn and back the next of kin diſherit; 

For ſuch good parts are in preferment's way, 

"The rich. old madym never ſails to pay 

Her legacies, by nature's ſtandard given, 

One gains an ounce, another gains eleven: 

A dear- bought bargain, all things duly weigh'd, 

For which their thrice-concocted blood is paid. 

With looks as wan, as he who in the brake 

At unawarcs has ;rod upon a ſnake; 

Or play'd at Lyons a declaiming prize, 

For which the vanquiſh'd rhetorician dies. 
What indignation boils within my veins, 

When perzür'd guazdians, proud with impious 

ains, 1 Les 
Choak 65 the ſtreets, too narrow for their trains! 


= 


Whoſe Wards, by want betray'd, to crimes are led 


"Too foul to name, too fulſom to be read 


When he who pill'd his province ſcapes the laws, 


And keeps his morie y, though he loſt his tauſc : 
His fine begg'd off, contemns his inſamy, 


Can riſe at twelve, and get hun drunk ere three: 


Enjcys his ezile, and, condemn'd in vain, 
Leaves thee, preyailing province, to complain ? 
* Such vitlainles rouz'd Horace into wrath : 
And 'tiz more noble to purſue his path, 


Or twbourivgafter Hercules to fivcat, 


Than at; old tale of Diomede re hat, ? 


Or wandering in the winding mnze of Crete; 
Or with the winged Inith gluft to fly, 

Or fluttrring periji vith'his (ola boy, 
With what impaticice muſt the Muſe behold 
ke wife, by her procuring huſband 101d! 
„„ EP "oy K. "'T 
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For though the law makes null th' adulterer's dead 
Of lands to her, the cuckold may ſucceed; 

Wha his taught eyes up to the cicling throws, 
And fleeps all over but his waketul noſe. 

When he dares hope a colonel's command, 
Whoſe courſers kept, ran out his father's land; 
Who yet a ſtripling, Nero's chariot drove, 
Whirl'd o'er the ſtreets, while his vain maſter 


ſtrove 


With boaſted art to pleaſe his eunuch love. 


Would it not make a modeit author dare 


To draw his table-book within the ſquare, 


And fill with notes, when, lolling at his caſe, 

Macenas-like, the happy rogue he ſees 

Horne by fix weary'd ſlaves in open view, 

Who cancel'd an old will, and forg'd a rew : 

Made wealthy at the ſmall expcace of ſiguiug 

With a wet ſeal, and a ſreſt nicer! viag? 

Ihe lady, next, requires a laſhing line, 

Who ſqueez'd a toad into her huſtand's wine: 

So well the faſniunable medicine thrives, 

That now 'tis practis'd ev'n by country wives: 

Poizoning, withont regard of famc or {ear ; 

Aud ſpotted corpſe are frequent on the bicr. 

Wouid'!t thou to honours and preferments climb ? 

Be bold in miſchief, dare ſome mighty crime, 

Which dungeons, death, or baniſhment deſerves ! 

For virtue is but drily prais'd, and ſtarves. 

Great men, to great crimes, owe their plate 
embolt, ES 

Fair palaces, and furniture of coſt; 

And high commands: a ſneaking fin is loſt, 

Who can behold that 1anl: old l;tcher keep 

His ſon's corrupted wife, and hope to fleep ? 

Or that male-harlot, or that unfledg'd boy, 

Eager to fin, before he can enjoy? 

if nature could not, anger would indite 

Such woful ſtuff as 1 or Shadwell write. 

Count ſrem the time, ſince old Deucalion's boat, 

Rais'd by the flood, did on Parnaſſus float ; 
And, ſcarcely mooring on the cliff, implor'd 
an oracle how man might be reſtor'd; 
When ſoften'd ſtones aud vital breath enſu'd, 
And virgins naked were by lovers view'd; 
What ever ſince that golden age was done, 
What kuman kind dere s, and what they ſhun, 
Rage, paſſions, pleaſures, impotence of wall, 
Shall this ſatirical collection fill. 

What age ſo large a crop of vices bore, 
Or when was avarice extended more ? 
When were the dice with more profuſion thrown ? 
The well fill'd fob not empty'd now alone, 
But gameſters for whole patrimonics play; 
"Che {ieward brings the deeds which muſt convey 
The loft eſtate: what tore than madneſs rcigus, 
When one ſport ſitting many hundreds drains,” 
and not enough is leſt him to ſupy ly 
Board wages, or a footman's livery ? 

What age ſo many ſummer-ſrats did ſee ? 
Or which of our forefathers far'd fo well, 
As on ſeven dithes, at a ptivate meal? 
Clicuts of old were feaſted ; now a poor 
Divided dole is dealt at th' outward door; 
Which by the hungry rout is ſoon diſpatch'd: 


| The paltry largeſs, too, ſeveicly watch'd, 


And 


N): 


at, 


Fre given; and every face obſerv'd with care, 
That no intruding gueſts uſurp a ſharc. 
Known, you receive : the crier calls aloud 
Our old nobility of Trojan-blood, 
Who gape among the crowd for their precari- 
vus food. 
The praztors, and the tribunes voice is heard; 
The freedman jultles, and will be preferr'd ; 
Firſt come, firſt ſerv'd, he cries; and l, in fpight 
Of your great Lordſhips, will maintain my right. 
Though born a flave, thouga my torn ears are 
bor'd, : 
'Tiz not the birth, 'tis money makes the Lord. 
The rent of fave fair houſes | receive ; : 
Wh.t greater hunours can the purple give? 
The poor patrician is reduced to keep, 
In melancholy walks, a grafier's ſheep: 
Not Pallus nor Licinius had my treaſure ; 
hen let the ſacre t tribunes wait my leiſure, 
0::e a poor rogue, 'tis true, | trod the ftreet, 
And trudg'd to Kome upon my naked feet: 
Gold is the greateſt God; though yet we ſee 
Ny templcs rais'd to money's majeity, 
No altars ſuming to her power divine, 
duch as to valour, peace, and virtue ſhine, 
Ari! ".ita, and concord: where the ſtork on high 
Seems to falnte her infant progeny 2 5 
Preſaging pious love witn her auſpic tous cry. 
But ſince our knights and ſenators account, 
T1 what their ſordid begging vails amount, 
Judge what a wretched ſhare the poor attends, 
Whoſe whole ſuiliſtence on thoſe alms depends! 
"er houſhold fire, their raiment, and their food, 
Prevented bv thoſe harpics ; when a wood 
Ofieters thick beſiege the donor's gate, 
an“ heggeng lords and tceming ladies wait 
promis'd dole ; nay, ſome have learn'd the 
tiick 
eg ior abſent perſons; ſeign them ſick, 
Co mow'd in eir ſedans for fzar of air: 
Ae Y their wives produce an empty chair. 
TI. my fpovie 3 diipaich her with her ſhare, 
Calla let her lad chip but prep 
No, Sir, 'tis pity to diturh her flecp. 
Such fin” employers ur whole days divide: 
The fahitations vi the morning=tide 
Cali up the ſun: thoſe ended, to the hall 
Ve wait the patron. h-ar the la-vyars bawl; 
Then to the ſtatues ; where, aint the race 
Ut conquering Roms, ſme Arab ſhews his lace, 
als with tities, aud profanes te place; 
F:C hb. pifs'd agzinſ, and for:ewnot mute. 
The great man, bhotue conducted, {huts bis door; 
Ol cients, wenty'd out with fruitlefs care, 
I).fmife their hopes of cating, and deſpait. 
Ihough much àgainſt the grain forc'd to retire, 
Buy rocts for ſupper and provide a fire. 
Miami his lordſhip lolls within at eaſe, 
Pampering his pauach with foreign rarities ; 
Eoth ea and land are 1anfack'd for the ſeaſt; 
And his own gut the ſole invited gueſt. 
duch plate, ſuch tablus, diſhes dreſt ſo well, 
hat wivie eftates are ſwallow'd at a meal, 
Lv'n paraſites are baniſh'd frov1 his board 
At once a ſordid and luxurious lord); 
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Prodi ĩous throat, for which whole boars are dreſt 
(A creature ſorm'd to furniſh out a feaſt). 
But preſent puniſhment purſues his maw, 
When ſurfcited and ſwell'd, the peacock raw 
He bears into the bath; whence want of breath, 
Reple tions, apoplex, inteſtate death. 
His fate makes table talk, divulg'd with ſcotn, 
And he, a jeſt, into his grave is born. 

No age can go beyond u-; future times 
Can add no farther to the prefent crimes. 
Our fois but the ſame things can wiſh and do; 
Ve is at ſtand, and at the higheſt flow, 
Then, Satire, ſpread thy fails; take all the winds 

can blow. 

Some may, perhaps, demand what Muſe can yield 
Suthcieut ſtrength tor ſuch a ſpacious field? 
From whence can be der;v'd fo large a vein, 
Bold truth to ſp-a, and ſpoken to maintain? 
When godslike Freedom is ſo far bereft 
The noble mind, that fcarce the uame is left? 
Ere ſcandulum matnatum Was hegot, 
» matter if the great forgave or not: 
BuNif that honeſt licence now you rake, ? 


1 


It in rogues omnipotent you take, 

Death Nyour doom, impal'd upon a ſtake; 

Smear'd Ner with wax, and ſet on blaze, to light 

The ſtreets; and make a dreadful fire by night. 
Shall they who drench'd three uncles in a draught 

Of poiſonous juice be then in triumph brought, 

Make Janes among the people where they go, 

And, mounted high on duwny chariots, throw 5 

Diſdainſul glances on the crowd below? 

Be ſilent, aud beware, if ſuch you ſee; 

"Tis defamation but to ſay, That's he! 

Againſt bold Furnus the great Trojan arm, 

Amidſt their ſtrokes the poet gets no harm: 

Achilles may in epic verſe be lain, 

And none of all his myrmidons complaia : 

Hylas may drop his pitcher, none will cry 

Not if he drown himfelf for company: 

But when Luctlus brandiſhes his pen, 

end flaſhes in the face of guilty men, 

A cold ſweat ſtands in drops on every part; 

And rage ſucceeds to tears, revenge to ſmart ; 

Muſe, be advis'd ; 'tis paſt conſidering- time, 

When enter'd once the dangerous liſts of rhime 3 

Since none the living villains Gare implead, 

Arraign them in the perſons of the dead. 


THE 
THIRD SATIRE 
OF 


7. UV E. Na 


THE ARGUMENT. 

The flory of this ſatire ſveats itſelf. Unbritius, the 
Suppoſed friend of Fuvenal, and himfeif a fort, is 
learvins Rome, and retiring to Cum, Our author 
accompanies Lim cut of town, Before they t. Le 


| 
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leave of each other, Umbritins tells his friend the 
reaſens webich oblige bim to lead a private life, in 
an ciſcure place, He. complains that an honeſt man 
cannot get his bread at Rome: that none but flat- 
terers make their fortunes there: that Grecians and 
other foreigners raiſe themſelves by thoſe ſordid arts 
which he deſcribes, and againſ{ which he bitterly 
inveight, He reckons up the ſeaeral inconveniencics 
erhich ariſe from a city-life ; and the many dangers 
evhich attend it. Upbraids the noblenien with co- 
welruſneſs, for not rewarding good poets ; and ar- 
raigns the government for flarving them. The g1 eat 
art of this ſatire is particularly ſbowon, in common» 
places; and a draxving in as many vices, as could 


naturally fall into the compaſs of it. 


1 though I am an ancient friend to 
loſe, 
11ike the ſolitary ſeat he choſe : 
In quiet Cum fixing his repoſe : 
Where far from noiſy Rome ſecure he lives, 
And one more citizen to Sibyl gives, 
The road to Bajæ, and that folt receſs 
W hich all the gods with all their bounty bleſs. 
Though I in Prochyta with greater eaſe 
Could live, than in a ſtreet of palaces. 
What ſcenes ſo deſert, or fo full of fright, 
As towering houſes tumbling in the night, 
And Rome on fire bcheld by its own blazing 
light ? 

But worſe than all the clattcring tiles, and worſe 
Than thouſand padders, is the poet's curſe. 
Rogues that in dog-d1ys cannot rhime forbear ; 
But without mercy read, and make you hear. 

New while my friend, juſt ready to depart, 
Was packing all his goods in one por cart; 
He itopp'd 3 little at the Conduit-gate, 
Where Numa model'd once the Reman ſtate, 
In mighty councils with his nymph retir*d 
Though now the ſacred ſhades aud founts are hir'd 
By baniſn'd Jews, who their whole wealth can lay 
In a {mall baſket, on a wiſp of hay; 
Vet ſuch our ava rice is, that every tree 
Pays for his head; nor ficep itſel“ is free: 
Nor piace, nor perſons, now are ſacred held, 
From their own grove the Mules ure expeil'd. 
Into this lonely vale our ſteps we bend, 
| and wy ſullen diſcontented frivnd : 
The murble caves, and aquseducts, we viiw z 
But how aCulterate row, and different trum the 

true ! 

How much mere beautegus kad the fountain been 
Embeliſn'd with her firft created green, 
Where eryſtal itreams through living tur had run, 
Contented with au urn of native long! 

Then thus Unibritius (with an angry frovn, 
And looking back on this degenerete town,) 
Since noble arts in Rome have no ſopport, 
And ragged virtue not a friend at court, 
No profit riſes from the ur gratciu tage, 
My peverty encreating with my age, 

bis time to give my juſt diſdain a vent, 
And, curſing, leave lu baſe a government. 
Wcre Da dalus his borrow'd wings laid by, 
To tiiet obſcure retreat | chule to fly: 


F 


While yet few furrows on my face are ſcen, 
While 1 walk upright, an old age is green, 


And Lacheſis has ſomewhat leſt to ſpin, 


Now, now, 'tis time to quit this curſed place, 

And hide from villains my too honeſt face: 

Flere lot Arturius live, and ſuch as he: 

Such manners will with ſuch a town agree, 

Knaves, who in full aſſemblies kave the knack 

Of turning truth to lies, and white to black; 

Can hire large houſes, and oppreſs the poor 

By farm'd exciſe; can cleanſe the common ſhore; 

and rent the fiſhery; can bear the dead; 

And teach their eyes diſſembled tears to ſh: d, 

All this for gain; for gain they fell their very 
head. 

Thele [cllows fee (what fortune's power can do) 

Were once the minſtrels of a country ſhow : 

Follow'd the prizes through each paltry town, 

By trumpet-checks and bloated faces known, 

Hut now, grown rich, on drunken holidays, 

At their own coſts exhibit public plays: 

Where, mfluenc'd by the rabble's bloody will, 

With thumbs bent back, they popularly kill. 

From thence return'd, their ſordid avarice rakes 

In excrements again, and hires the jakes. 

Why hire they not the town, not every thing, 

Since ſuch: as they have fortune in a ſtring ? 

Wio, for her pleaſure, can her fools advance; 

And tofs them topmoſt on the wheel of chante. 


nat's Rome to me, what buſineſs have | there, 


| who cov neither lie, nor falſely fwear ? 
Nor praiie my patron's undeſerving rhymes, 


| Nor yes comply with him, nor with his times; 


Unſzill'd in ſchemes by planets to foreſhow, 
Like canting raſcals, how the wars will go: 
neither will, nor can prognoſticate 
'To the young gaping heir, his father's ſate: 
Nor in the entrails of a toad have pry'd, 

Nor carry'd hau dy preſcnts to a bride : 

For want of theſe town virtues, thus, alone, 
go conducted on my way by none; 

Like a dead member from the body rent; 
Maini'd, and unuſctul to the government. 
Who new eis lov'd, but he who loves the timcs, 
Conſrious of cloſe intrigues, and dipt in crimes; 
Ezbouring with fcerets which his boſom burn, 
Yet never muſt to public light return? 

They get reward alone who can tetray : 

For keeping hoveſt counſels none will pay. 

He who can Verres, w! en he will, accuſe, 

Ihe purſc of Verres may at pleaſure ule : 

But lit not all the gold which Tagus hides, 
And pays the [ca in tributary rides, 

ze Uribe ſuilicient to corrupt the breaſt ; 

Or violzte with dreams tl. y pesce ful reſt. 

Great men with jealous eyes the friend bchold, 
Whoſe fecrecy they purchaſe with their gold. 

| haſte to tell thee, nor ſhall ſhame oppeſe 

V. hat confidence our wealthy Romans choſe : 
And u hem I molt abhor : to ſpeak my mind, 

| hate, in Reme, a Grecian town to find: 
To ſee the ſcum of Greece tranſplanted here, 
Receiv'd like gods, is what 1 cannot bear. 
Nor Greeks alone, but Syrians here abound, 
Obſcene Ocvntes, diving vader ground, 
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Conveys his wealth to Tyber's hungry ſhores, 
And fattens Italy with foreign whores : 
Hither their crooked harps and cuſtoms come: 
All find receipt in hoſpitable Rome. 
The barbarous harlots crowd the public place : 
Go, fools, and purchaſe an unclean embrace : 
The painted mitre court, and the more painted 
face, 
Old Romulus, and father Mars, look down, 
Your herdſman primitive, your homely clown, 
„ turn'd a beau in a loole tawdry gown. 
His once unkem'd and horrid locks behold 
Stiliing ſweet oil: his neck inchain'd with gold: 
Aping the foreigners in every dreſs; g 
Wich, bought at greater colt, becomes him leſs. 
Mcantime they wiſely leave their native land, 
From Sycion, Samos, and from Alaband, 
Aud Amydon, to Rome they ſwarm in ſhoals : 
Þ ſweet and eaſy is the gaiu from fools. 
Poor refugees at firſt, they purchaſe here: 
And, ſoon as denizen'd, they domineer. 
Grow to the great, a flattering ſcrvile rout : 
Work themſelves inward, ard their patrons out. 
Quick-witted, brazen-fac'd, with fluent tongues, 
Patient of labours, and diſſembling wrongs. 
Riddle me this, and gucſs him if you can, 
Who bears a nation in a ſingle man? 
A cook, a conjurer, a rheturician, 
A painter, pedant, a geometrician, { 
A dancer on the ropes, and a phyſician. 
All things the hungry Greek exactly knows: 
And id him go to heaven, to heaven he goes. 
In ſhort, no Scythian, Moor, or 'Thracian horn, 
But in that rown which arms and arts adorn, 
Shall he be plac'd above me at the board, 
In purple cloath'd, and lolling like a lord? 
Shall e before me ſign, whom t' other day 
A ſmall craft veſſel hither did convey ; 
Where ſtow'd with prunes, and rotten figs, he 
lay 
How little is the privilege become 
Of being born a citizen of Rome! 
The Greeks get all by fulſome flatteries ; 
A moſt peculiar ſtroke they have at lies. 
They make a wit of their inſipid friend; 
His blobber lip and beetle-braws commend ; 
His long crane-neck and narrow ſhoulders praiſe ; 
You'd think they were deſcribing Hercules. 
A creaking voice for a clear treble goes; 
Though harſher than a cock that treads and crovrs. 
We can as groſly praiſe; but, to our grief, 
No flattery but from Grecians gains belief. 
Belides theſe qualities, we mult agree 
They mimic better on the ſtage than we: 
The wife, the whore, the ſhepherdeſe, they play, 
In ſuch a free, and ſuch a graceful way, 
Thar we believe a very woman ſhown, 
Aud fancy ſomething underneath the gown. 
But not Antiochus, nor Stratocles, 
Our ears and raviſh'd cycs can only pleaſe: { 
The nation is compos'd of ſuch as theſe. 
All Greece is one comedian: laugh, and they 
Return it louder than an aſs can bray : 
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Call for a fire, their winter cloaths they take: 
Begin but you to ſhiver, and they ſhake : 
In froſt and ſnow, if you complain of heat, 
They rub th' unſweating brow, and ſwear they 
ſweat. 
We live not on the ſquare with ſuch as theſe, 
Such ate our betters, who can better pleaſe : 
Who day and night are like a looking -glaſs; 
Still ready to reflect their patron's face. 
The paneyyric hand, and lifted eye, 
Prepar'd for ſome new piece of flattery. 
Ev'n naſtineſs, occaſions will afford; 
They praiſe à belching, cr well-pifſing lord. 
Beſides, there's nothing ſacred, nothing free 
From bold attempts of their rank letchery. 
Through the whole family their labours run; 
The daughter is debauch'd, the wife is won: * 
Nor ſcapes the bridegroom, or the blooming 
ſon. ) 
if none they find for their lewd purpoſe fit. 
They with the walls and very floors commit. 
"They ſearch the ſecrets of the houſe, and ſo 
Are worſhip'd there, and ſcar'd for what they 
know. 
And, now we talk of Grecians, caſt a view 
On what, in ichools, their men of morals do; 
A rigid ſtoick his own pupil flew : 
A friend, ayaink a friend of his own cloth, 
Turn'd evidence, aud murder'd on his oath. 
What room is leſt for Romans in a town 
Where Grecians rule, and cloaks control the 
gown ? 
Some Diphilus, or ſome Protogenes, 
Look ſharply out, our ſenators to ſeize : 
Engrois them wholly, by their native art, 
And fear'd no rivals in their bubble's heart: 
One drop of poiſon in my patron's ear, 
One flight ſuggeſtion of a fenſele(s fear, 
Inſus'd with cunning, ſcrves to ruin me; 
Diſgrac'd, and baniſh'd from the family. 
In vain forgotten ſervices | boalt; 
My long dependance in an hour is loſt : 
Look round the world, what country will appear, 
Where friends are left with greater eaſe than here? 
At Rome (nor think me partial to the poor) 
All offices of ours are out of door: 
in vain we riſe, and to the levees run; 
My lord himſelf is up, before, and gone : 
The prætor bids his lictors mend their pace, 
Leſt his colleague outſtrip him in the rage: 
Che childiſh matrens are, long ſince, awake: 
And, for affronts, the tardy viſits take. 
"Tis frequent, here, to ſee a free-born ſon 
On the left-hand of a rich hireling run; 
Becauſe the wealthy rogue can throw away, 
For half a brace of bouts, a tribune's pay: 
But you, poor ſinner, though you love the vice. 
And, like the whore, demur upon the price : 
Aud, frighted with the wicked ſum, forbear 
Vo lend a hand, and help her from the chair. 
Product a witneſs of unblemiſh'd life, 
Holy as Numa, or as Numa's wife, 
Or him who bid th' unhallow'd flames retire, 
And ſnatch'd the trembling goddet- from the firs ! 


There ſeems a ſilent echo in their eye: 


Grieve, and they grieve ; if you weep ſilently, 
hey cannot mourn like you, but they can 11 


The queſtion is not put, how far extends 
His piety, but what he yearly ſpeuds: 


454 
Quick to the buſineſs; how he lives, and cats; 


How largely gives; how ſpie a dly he whats ; 
How many thouſand acres fee. bis ſheep, 


What are his rents? what ſerv cnt daes h. 4ecp ! 


Th' account is ſoon caſt up; tics jules 1 

Our credit in the court by our c. 

Swear by our gods, or thoſe the Greeks :dore, 

Thou art as ſute forſworn, as thou art gt: 

The poor muſt gain their bread by pr- ; 

And ev'n the gods, that other nien ny, 

In conſcience mult abſolve thy when they Ie, 
Add, that the rich have flu! a pit in de; 

And will be monſtrous witty on e poor: 

For the torn ſurtout and the tat ard veſt, 

The wretch and all his wardrobe ange jeit : 

The greaſy gown, ſully'd with eaten turing, 


Gives a good hint, to lay, The men's in mourn- 


wg : 

Or if the ſhoe be ript, or patches pot, 
He's.wounded ! ſce the piaiter © his foot. 
Want is the ſcorn of every Wes y fool, 

And wit in rags is turn'd to ridiculc. 

Pack hence, and ſrom the cover's benches riſe, 
(The Maſter of the Ceremonies -ries) 

This is no place for you, whoſe: fall eftats 

Is not the value of the ſettled tate: 

The ſons of happy punks, the pandar's heir, 

Are privileg'd to fit in triumph there, 

To clap the firſt, and rule the theutre. 

Up to the galleries, ſor ſhame, retrcat ; 

For, by — Roſcian law, the poor can claum go 

at. 

Who ever brought to his rich daughter's bed, 
The man that poll'd but twelve-pence for his head? 
Who ever nam'd a poor man for his heir, 

Or caJl'd him to aſſiſt the judging chair? 

The poor were wile, who, by the rich oppreſs'd, 
Withdrew, and ſought a ſacred place of reſt. 
Onee they did well, to free themſelves from ſcorn ; 
But had done better never to return. 

Rarely they riſe by virtue's aid, who lie 

Plung'd in the depth of helpleſs poverty. 
At Rome tis worſe; where houſe-reut by the 


year, 

And ſervants bellies cof! ſo deviliſh dear; 

And tavern-bills run high for hungry chear. 

To drink or cat in earthen-ware we (ccrn, 

Which cheaply country-cupboards des adorn ; 

And coarſe blue hoods on holidays are worn. 

Some diſtant parts of Italy are known, 

Where none but only dead men wear a gown : 

On theatres of turf, in homely ſtate, 

Old plays they act, old feaſts they celebrate: 

The ſame rude ſong returns upon the crowd, 

And, by tradition, is for wit allow'd. 

The mimic yearly gives the ſame delights; 

And in the mother's arms the clowniſh infant 
ſrights. 

Their habits (undiſtinguiſh'd by degree) 

Are plain 2i.ke; the ſame ſimiplicity, 

Both on the ſtage, and in the pit, you ſee, 

In his white cloak the magiſtrate appears; 

The ccuntry- bumkin the ſame Jivety wears. 

But here, attir'd, beyond our purſe we go, 

For uſcleſs oruament and flaunting ſhow : 
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\Whoſe covers much of Nene ng epa, 
Where mice and rats | 
und with heroic verſe inxurtiouty were fed, 
"Tis true, poor Codivs nothing bad 
And yet poor Coiirus all t! ad nothir z lb: 
Begg'd nabe thr: Utz! the Arects of wealthy Rome 
And found not ond ta ſced, or tale hin hom 
But if the Palace of Arturius burn, 
The nobles cl. auge their cloths, the matrots 
mourn; 

lhe city-pretor wille; dings bear ; E 
The very name of fire we hate e ar ; 
11d ! ok aghaſt, as if the Gauls were here. 5 
hile yet it burrs, th' cfiicious nation flies, 
Some to condele, t bring ſupplies: 
One ſends him marbla e and one | 


] | 
doyonr'd purtic broad 


With naked ſtatues of then fone, 

The work of Pelyclete, that fer: to tive tf 
While others images for altars give, 

One books and ſk: cens, and Pallas to che Hrgaſt; 
Inother bags of gold, and he gives beſt, 
Childleſs Arturius, vaſtly rich before, 

| Thus by his luſtes multiplics his ſtore: 
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give thy trugel fende Pythagorean treat. 
„ {mew at to b. lord of ſome ſmall g-ound 
in wich a lizard may, at leaſt, turn round. 
es irequent, bete, lor want of fleep to die; 
Which fumes of undigeſted feaſts deny ; 
24, vith impe-{-& heat, in languid ſtomachs 
fry. 
What hi 25 ſgeure from noiſe the poor can keep, 
When ev'n the mich can fearce afford to fleep; 
5% der it c us to purchiſe reſt in Rome; 
aud hero the ſernces of diteaſes come. 
Uh; Crover who his fellow drover meets 
'1 na-row piſlages of winding itreets, 
e wayooners that curſ their ſtanding teams, 
ou! eben trowſy Druſius from his dreams. 
and yet the wealthy will not brook delay, 
But {wp «above our heads, and make their way; 
in lofty littars borne, ard read and write, 
Orflcep at eaſe ; the ſhutrers make it night. 
Yet itil he reaches. firſt, the public place: 
te pre is fore him tops the client's pace. 
The .rowd that follows cruſh his panting ſides, 
And rip his heels; he walls not, but he rides. 
Our «bows him, one juſtl-s in the ſhoal ; 
A rater breaks his !:cad, or chairman's pole: 
Stucking'd with loads of tar town-dirt he goes; 
And ſome rogue-ſo;cier,with hishob nail'd ſhoes, 
indents his legs behind in bloody rows. 
Sce with what ſmoke our doles we celebrate: 
A hundred gueſts, invited, walk in ſtate : 
A hundred hungry ſlaves, with their Dutch kit- 
chens, wait. 
Huge pan» the wretches on their heads muſt hear, 
Which ſcarce gigantic Corbulo could rear: 
Yet they muſt walk upright heneath the load : 
Nay, run, aud running blow the ſparkling flames 
abroad, 
Their coats, from botching newly bought, are torn. 
Unwielcy timber-trees in waggons borne, 
Str-tch'd at their length, beyond their carriage lie; 
That nod, anc threater ruin from on high. 
For, ſhou'd their avle break, its overthrow d 
World cruſhand pound to duſt, the crowd below: . 
Nor friends their lriende, nor fires their ſons could \ 
know : 
Nor limbs, nor bones, nor carcaſs would remain : 
But a maſh'd heap, a hotchpotch of the ſlain, 
One vatt deſtruction; not the ſoul alone, 
Put bodirs, like the ſoul, viſibly are flown. 
Meantime, unknowing of their fellows' fate, 
The ſervants wath the platter, ſchur the plate, 
Then blow the fire, with puffing cheeks, and lay 
The rubbers, and the batl. ug ſheets diſplay; 
Aud oil them firfl ; and cach is handy in his way. 
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But he, for whom this buſy care they take, 

Poor ghoſt! is wandering by the Stygian lake: 

Affrighted with the ferryman's grim face; 

New to the horrors of that uncouth place; 

His paſſage begs with unregarded prayer: 

And wants two farthings to diſcharge his fare, 

Return we to the dangers of the night; 

And, firſt, behold our houſes dreadful height: 

From whence come broken potſherds tumbling 
down; 

And leaky ware, from garret windows thrown : 

Well may they brezk our heads, and mark the 
flinty ſtone. - 

'Tis want of ſenſe to ſup abroad ton late; 

Unleſs thou firſt haſt ſettled thy eſtate. 

As any fatcs attend thy ſteps to meet, 

As there are waking windows in the ſtreet. 

Bleſs the good Gods, and think thy chance is rare 

To have a piſs-pot only for thy ſhare. 

The ſcouring drunkard, if he does not fight 

Before his bed-time, takes no reſt that night. 

Paſſing the tedious hours in greater pain 

Than ſtern Achilles, when his friend was {lain ; 

"Tis ſo ridiculous, but ſo true withal, 

A bully cannot ficep without a brawl : 

Yet, though his youthful blood be fir'd with wine, 

He wants not wit the danger to decline: 

Is cautious to avoid the coach and ſix, 

And on the lacquies will no quarrel fix. 

His train of flambeaux, and embroider'd coat, 

May privilege my lord to walk ſecure on foot. 

But me, who muſt by moon-light homeward bend, 

Or lighted oply with a candle's end, 

Poor m-. he fights, if that be fightiog, where 

He only cudgels, and I only bear. 

He ſtands, ard bids me ſtano ; I muſt abide; 

For he's the ſtranger, and is drunk beſide. 

Where did you whet your knife to night, hecries, 

And ſnred the lecks that in your ſtomach riſc ? 

M hoſe windy beans have ſtuſt your guts, and where 

Have your black thumbs been dipt in vinegar ? 

With what companion-cobler have you fed, 

On old ox- checke, or he-goat's tougher head? 

What, are you dumb? Quick with your auſwer, 

uick, 

Before — foot ſalutes you with a kick. 

Say, in what naſty cellar under ground, 

Or what church · porch, your rogueſhip may be ſound? 

Anſwer, or anſwer not. tis all the ſame : 

He lays me on, and makes me hear the blame. 

Before the bar, for bcating him you come; 

This is a poor man's liberty in Rome. 

You beg his pardon; happy to retreat 

With ſome rem ning tecth, to chew your meat. 

Nor is this all; for when retir'd, you think 

To ſleep ſecurely; when the candles wink, 

When every door with igon-chains is barr'd, 

And roaring taverus are no longer heard; 

The ruffian robbers by no juſtice aw'd, 

And unpaid cut-throat ſoldiers, are abroad, 

Fhoſe venal feuls, Who, harden'd in each ill, 

To ſave complaints and perſecution, kill. 

Chac'd from their woods and bogs, the padders 
come 


To this vaſt city, as their native home; 
To lieg at rale, and ſaſcly kult x Rome. 
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The forge in fetters only is employ'd ; 
Our jron-mines exhauſted and deſtroy'd 
In fhackles; for theſe villains ſcarce allow 


Goads for the teams, and plough-ſhares for the 


plough. 
Oh, happy ages of our anceſtors, 
Beneath the kings and tribunitial powers ! 
One jail did all their criminals reſtrain 


Which now the wails of Rome can ſcarce contain. 


More 1 could ſay, more cauſcs I could ſhow 
For my departure; but the ſun is low: 
The waggoner grows weary of my ſtay ; 
And whips his horſes forwards on their way. 
Farewell; and when, like me, o'crwhelm'd with 
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You to your own Aquinum ſhall repair, 

To take a mouthful of ſweet country-air, 

Be mindful of your friend; and ſend me word, 
What joys your fountains and cool ſhades afford: 
Then, to afliſt your ſatires, | will come; 

And add ucw venom when you write of Rome. 


F£ wo wo” + Sh 


This ſatire, of almoſt double length to any of the reſt, is 


care, 


TUE 
SIXTH SATIKE 
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a litter in vective againſt the fair ſex. It is indeed, 
a common-place, from whence all the moderns have 
notoriouſly alen their ſharpeſt railleries. In his other 
ſutires, the poet has only glanced on ſome particular 
<vomen, and generally ſcourged the men. Put this 
be reſerv:d wholly for the ladies Hero they bal 
efended him, I Know not : but upon the whole matter 
be is not to be excrſed for imputing to all, the wices 
of ſome frau am cu them. Neither var it gene- 
ronſ'y dens of im, te attack the weakeſt as well as 
the faireft part of the creation : neither do I know 
vt moral be could reaſonably draw fe um it. It 
ud net be ts ownid the aebele ſex, if all had deen 
true which be aitetres againſi them 5 for that had 
Sen to put an rad tu ge, Find, And to bit us 
bexvare of their artifices, is a hind of flent acht. 
1-dewcent, that thy Egur more wit than mean © nehic b 
curns we ſalire »for ti, aid Dar! wlarty ee th, 
cet; e thereby males a dine, xe be 
cant a lib:!. Ts de inter td vily is exerciſe his 
crit, be bas forfeite! bis emen, oy mating the one 
half of Lis readers bis niert ennmics e ond, omons ft 
the men, all ite 1 any frocrs, Iq ii, u . 
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C. S. tho could bave done more vight ts the author, 
after a long delay, at length ulfuluely refuſed fo un- 
grateful an employment ; and every one ill grant, 
that the ⁊vorl muft bave been imperſect and lame, if 
it had oppeared without one of the principal member: 
belonging to it. Let the poet therefore bear the blame 
of his ozun invention ; and let me ſatisfy the world, 
that I am not of his ofivion. Whatever his Roman 
ladies ⁊cere, the Eugliſb are free from all bi, in pu- 
tatia us. They will cad with wonder and abhoy- 
rence the vices of an age, which was the mot infas 
wrous of ary on record. They will bliſs thenſclve 
Then they beheld thoſe examples, related of Dom 
tian's "time : they will gie back 10 antiquity thrſe 
moi fers it preduced : aud believe with reaſon, that 
the ſpecies of theſe women ts extinguiſoed ; or at 
teaſ?, that thry were never here propagated, 1 may 
ſajely therefore proceed to the argument of a ſatire, 
which is no way relating ts them und firſt obſerve, 
that my author makes ther 4% the moſt beroic of their 
wices 5 the ret are in a mann but digreſſ:on. He 
Tims them over ; but he dwvells on this ; when be 
ſeems to have taken bis laſt leude if it, on the ſudden 
he returns to it it is one bra of it in Hippin, 
anoihber in Malina, but luſt 1. the main body of Ile 
tr. Ile begins with this text in the faſt tine, aud 
tales it up with intermiſions to the end of the chap» 
ter. Every vice ts a loader, but that's a ten. The 
fillers, or intermediate parts, are their revenge: 
their cuntrivances of ſecret crimes ; their arts to hide 
them ; their wit to excuſe them ; and their impu- 
dence to exon them, when they can no longer be kept 
ſecret, Then the perſons to ⁊uhom they are moſt ad- 
difted ; and on whom they commonly beſtow the laſt 
faveurs : as ſtage-flayers, fiddlers, finging-boys, 
and fercers. Theſe cho paſs for chaſte amongſt 
them, are not really ſo; but only, for their val 
dot ies, are rather fiiffered than loved by their own 
buſbands, That they are imperious, domincering, 
feolding wives : ſet up for learning and criticifne in 
poetry ; but are falſe jadves, Love to fp, Greit 
{ rhich 2vas then the Jorfbronable tongue, as ihe Frency 
is nee xeith us). Tat they plead enifes at the 
bar, and floay prizes at the bear-garden. Tr.t 
they are gi and news-mongers : noran;le wit! 
their neigi bur alu cad, and beat their forwants at 
dune. That they lie- in for new faces ge a month, 
are firttifh vito their huſpands in private; ani 
paint and dreſs in public for Heir lovers, That 
the; dit worth Peres, diviners, ond ſurluu tel, 
lmnity mts of mi}. ti 15%, and barren fa. 3 4 
ideen, and frovucy them for loiir ocon. MY ET 
their bnfeud, ſons, if they jtand in their way t * 

Ha,; and male their adiiiterers bis boiras Frum 
bem 2 the put {'t ecreds 29 ere ihe Oecufrim ef aff 7 of 
vicer, their orivinal, and how they torre introduc? 
in Rune, by pee, re, and lu. Ta «nr 
dufin, if we wid dale the wind of nur e 
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When reeds and leaves, ard Lides of healls were? 
[1 cad 
ey muuntain-honfewives for their homely bed. + 
Aud moſſy pillows rais'd, for the rule hutban's | 
had, YJ 
Unlike the nicenefs of our modern dames 
(\leg od nymphs with new affected names): 
The Cynthia's and che 1. ſbia's of our yeaore, 
Wie tore fparrow's death ddtelve in tears. 
15 _ lirit unpoulth” i matrons, big and bull, 
Cave ſuck to infants of vigentic mold; 
Kough ns their favay 
Ard, fac with acurus, beleid their windy food. 
Fur when the Werd was buckſome, freikh, and 
You, 
Hr lens were undeh nch'd, ant therefore flrons ; 
Ad whether burn in kindly beds of carth, 
Ur bugging ſrom the teeming oaks to birth, 
Or trom what other atoms they begun, 
Nu fires they had, or, i a fire, the lun. 
dme thin remains of chailiry zppear'd, 
Ev under Jove, but Jove without a beard ; 
I fore the fervile Greeks had larnt to {wear 
Ly ends of Kings; while ye! the bourtrous year 
Her common fruits in open plain expo>'d, 
Fre thieves were frar'd, or pardons were inclos'd. 
At length uneaſy juflice upwards flew, 
And both the fitters to the flazs withdrew ;; 
From that old ara whoring did begin, 
$8 vcherably ancient is the fin. 
Adnltcrers next invade the nuptial ſtate, 
And marriage bed» creuk' with a forcign weight; 
A other ills did iron times adorn; 
ut whorcs and ſilver in ene age were horn. 
Yer thou, they fav, for marriage dott provide: 
I this an age to buckle with a bride ? 
They ſay thy hair the curling art is taught, 
The wedding-ring perhaps already do n; 
A uber man, like the, to change his life ! 
What fury would pe Meſs thee with a wilt ? 
Art thou of eve ry other death bereft, 
No knife, no ratſbane, no kind halter left? 
dot every nooſe compar'd to her's is cheap): 
b there ro city-britge ſrom whence to lea? 
Wou'd'ſt thou become hor drudge, who doſt enjoy 
A better ſort of bedf: flow, thy boy? 
tle keeps thee not awake with nightly brawls, 
Nor with a hegg'd reward thy pleature palls; 
Nor with intatiate heavings calls for more, 
When all thy fpirits were drain'd out before. 
Zut HH Urtidius courts the marriage-bait, 
Lungs For a fon, to ſettle his ettute, 
And takes no gilts, though cvery gaping heir 
Would gluily greaſe the rich old batchclur, 
What revolution can appear be Rrange, 
As uch a lcacher, ſuch a life to change? 
A tink; pororions Wioremetlir, to cloofe 
To thruit his neck into the u. arriage- noble ? 
He who fo often in a Creadſul frignt 
7 in a coſtcr . ap'd the jealous 'cuckold's ſight, 
d he TO wedlock doting! A's betray 'd, 
—_ he pe in this lewd town to find a maid! 
to eale Jas fiautic pain, 
breathe the middle vel: 
a heifer with gile horns ve led 
1% Juuo, regent of the marriage-bed, 
* Ot. 411 is 
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And let him every deity adore, 
his new bride prove not an arrant whore 
in head and tail, and every other pore. ; 
On Ceres” fealt reſtrain'sd trom their delight, 
Few matrons there, hut curſe the tedious night: 
Fo whom their fathers dare ſalute, fuck luſt 
heir kits have, and come with ſack gutt. 
With ivy row acorn thy doors, and weed; 
Such is thy brit, anl ſuch thy genial bed. 
Phink'tt thou ang man is for one Woman meant? 
She ſooner with one dye would be content, 
Aud yet "tis nois'd, 2 maid did once appear 
In ſome (mall vill age, though fame ſays not here: 
Lis poilible ; but fure no man ſhe found ; 
was de ſert, all, about her ſather*s ground 
And yet fone iniiful god might there make bold, 
are jove and Mars grown impotent and old? 
Nieny a fair nymph has in a cave been ſpread, 
Aud much gos love, without a feather- bed. 
Whither we whit thou to chuſe a wile reſort, 
The park, the mall, the play houſe, or the court? 
Which way fever thy adventures fall, 
Secure alliance of challicy in all. 
Qae ſees a deneing-maſter e copering high, 
And Fa VS, At i Piller, with puze*extaly x 
aud one is charm'd with the new Opera notes, 
Adnnres the ſong, but cn the finger dotes ; 
he country lady ia thee hox appears, 
Sclily fe wartles wver all fac he. * 
Ant fucks in paſden both at eyes and cars, 
"Che relt (when now the long vacation's come, 
Fae nuity hull and theatres grown dumb) 
heir memories to refreſh, and chear their hearts, 
In borrow'd breeches act the players parts, 
The poor, that ſ-arce have wherewithal to cat, 
Will pinch, to make the ſiaping-boy a treat. 
The rich, to buy him, will retule no price; 
Aud ſtretch his guail-pipe, till they crack 
voice. 
Tragecians, acting love, for luſt are ſorght 
{ Phough but the parrots of a poit's thought), 
the pleading IL. Wyrt, though ter ccuntel us'd, 
tn chamber practice uten is reſud. 
Still thou wilt have a wile, aud father heirs 
(The product of couurring theatres), 
Perhaps a fencer did thy brows adorn, 
And a young tword mam to thy lands is born. 
Thus Hippia loath' her old patrictan lord, 
Aud left him for a brother of the ſword : 
Vo wonderir.z Pharos with her love ſhe fled, 
lo lev one moriter mote than Aftic bred ; 
Forgetting huufe and huſhand, left behind 
Eva children tuo ; ſhe fails before the wind; 
File to them all, but couſtant to her kiud, 
But, ſtranger vet, and harder te conceive, 
She couls the play houſe ant) the players leave. 
Lern of rich parentage, and wicely bred, — 
She lovggd on down, and in a damaſæ bed; 
Yet daring nat the dangers of the deep, 
On u hard zugttreſs is content to Bicep. 
Fre this, 'tis truc, ſhe did her fame expoſe 2 
But that, great ladies with great calc can luje, 
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Each inconvenience makes their virtue cold; 

But woman-kind, in ills, is ever bold. 

Were ſhe to follow her own lord to ſca, 

What doubts or ſcruples would ſhe raiſe to ſtay ? 

Her ſiomach ſick, and her head giddy grows; 

The tar and pitch are nauſeous to her noſe. 

But in love's voyage nothing can offend ; 

Women are never ſca- ſick with a friend. 

Amidſt the crew, ſhe walks upon the board; 

She cats, flic drinks, ſhe handles every cord: 

And if ſh: ſpews, cis thinking of her lord. 

Now aſk, for whom her friends and fame ſhe 
loſt ? 

What youth, what beauty, could th' afulterer 
boaſt ? 

What was the face, for which ihe could ſuſtain 

To be call'd miltreſs tr ſo baſe a man? 

The gallant, of his days had known ibe beſt: 

Deep ſcars were ſeen indented on his breaf? ; 

And all. his batter'd limbs requir'd their needfu] 
reſt. 

A promontory wen, with grieſly grace, 

Stood high, upon the handle of his ſace : 

His blear ys 1an in gutters to his chin: 

His beard was ſubble, and his cheeks were thin. 
But 'twas his fencing did her fancy move: 

Lis arms, and blood, and cruclty, they love. 
But ſhonld he quit his trade, and ſllesth his ſword, 
Her lover would begin to be her lord. 

This was a private crime; but you ſhall hear 
What fruits the ſ:c1ed brows of monarchs bear: 
The good old fluggard but began te ſnore, 

When from his de uprofe th' imp a whore ; 
She who preterr'd the pleaſures of the night 
To pemps, that are hut impotent delight: 
Strede from the palace, with an eayer pace, 
% cope with a more maſculine embrace ; 
Mulicd ſhe n.arch'd, like Juno in a cleud, 
Of at her train but one poor wench allow'd, 
Ouc whom in fecret ſervice ſhe ceuld truſt ; 
"The rival and companies of her Juſt. 
To the known brothe i-houfe ſhe takes her way; 
And for a nally roam gives double pay 
That room in Thich the ravkeſt harlot lay. 
Prepar d fer fipi t, txpoQlingiy ſhe lies, 
With hraving breafls, ard with deffring eyes. 
Still as one drops, another takes his place, 
And bafties Hill {ucts ts like diſgtace. 
At lergth, when Hiendy dukes is expir'd, 
And cvery Humpert hem ler cell retir'd, 
She legs b hiua, ard, I ngering it the gate, 
W ha rcpinm eg figh luhmits to fate: 
All lich withour, aud all a lire within, 
Tir'd with thc toil, unſated with thc fin, 
Old C -fai's bed the mud ics maren ſeeks; 
"The Ream of amps Wilt hopping on ler checks, 
In ropy tanut ; thus ſou!, a thus bedight, 
She brings him (+ the produet of the tight. 
Now should 1 fog what p ifors they | rovide z 
With all their truwpery of chorms beüde; 
And er arts of death: i would te krown 
Luſt is the ſmalleft fin the ſe can own. 
Cc. i tall, uc Cay, I» grilicis ford 
Of eviry vice, by er oden lord renown 2 ! 
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She brought him whercwithal to be call'd challe; 
His tongue is ty'd in golden fetters faſt ; 

He ſighs, adores, and courts her every hour; 
Who would not do as much for ſuch a dower ? 
She writes love letters to the yooth in grace; 
Nay, tips the wink before the cuckold's face ; 
And might do more; her portion makes it good; 
Wealth bas the privil-ge of widowhood, 

Th:ſe truths with his example you diſprove, 
Who with bis wife is monſtrouſly in love: 

But know him better; for | heard him ſwear, 
is not that ſhe's bis wife, but that ſhe's fair. 
Lit her but have three wrinkles in her face, 

Let her eyes leſien, und her Rin unbrace, 

Soon you will hear the ſaucy ſteward ſay, 

Pack up with all your trinkets, and away 

You grow offentive both at bed and board: 

Your betters mult be hid to pleaſe my lord.“ 
Me:zntimec ſhe's abſolute upon the throne : 

And knowing tiine is precious, loſes none: 

dhe mult have Nocks of ſheep, with wool more 
ime 

Than filk, and vinepards of the nobleſt wine: 
Whole droves of pages for her train ſhe craves: + 
And frveeps the prifons for attending ſlaves. 

In flint, whatever in her eyes can come, 

Or cthers have abroad, ſhe wants at home. 

When winter ſhuts the ſcas, and fleecy ſnows 
Make honf.s white, ſhe to the merchant goes; 
Rich cryſtals of the rock ſhe takes up there, 
Huge agate valzs, and old china-ware ; 

But is none worthy to be made a wiſe 

In all this town! Suppoſe her tree from ſtrife, 
Rich, fair, and fruitiul, of unblemiſh'd liſe; 
Chatte as the Sabines, whoſe prevailing charms 
Difinfs'd their huſoands, and their brethers arms: 
Grant her, beſides, of noble blond, that ran 

in anc.ent veins cre heraldry began : 

Suppele all theſe, and take a puct's word, 

A black (wan is not half ſo rare a bird, 

A wife, fo hung with virtues, ſuch a freight, 
What mortal ſheulders could fupport the weight! 
Some country-girl, ſcarce to a curieſey bred, 
Weuld I much rather than Cornelia wed ; 

If, fupcrctlions, biughty, provi, and vain, 

She brovght her father's triumy ks in her train. 
Away with all your Carthaginian Kate, 
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Let vonquift'd Hannibal without-doors wait, 
Too burly and too big to pats my narrow gate. 
O Van, crics Amphion, ber d thy bow 
Avainlt my wife, and let my children go: 5 
But ſulicy Pixar ſhouts at lons ed mothers too. 
His Niobe and a his ooys he left; 
v' her, who did her rum'rous offspring boaſt, 
As fair and fruitfülhas the fow that carry'd 
Ib. ite pigs at ow large litter farrow'd. 
W! at beauty or what chetlity can bear 
So vet a price? If ately and ſevere. 
che fte inſults, and you nuiſt flilt ad-re; 
Grant that the koney's much, the gall 1s more. 
pb: ded with ge virtues ſhe dilplays, 
Seven hours in welve, you loath the wiſe you 
Proile : 
Sore ſaults, thongh ſmall, intolerable grow ; 


And voi. the may, ſhe wrought ten thpufant | | For what ſv nauſeous and affected toy, 
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As thoſe that think they due perfection want, 
Who have not learnt to liſp the Grecian cant? 
In Greece their wile aecomphihments they ſeek : 
Their faſhion, breeding, lavguage, mutt be Greek: 
But, raw in all that docs to Rome belong, 
Try ſcocn to cvitivate their mother-tonyur, 
In Greck they flatter, ali their ſears they (peak, 
Tell all their ſecrets; nay, they cold in Greek ; 
Ev'n in the feat of le ve, they uſe that tongue. 
duch affeRations may becour:c the young; 
But thou, old hay, of threcfcore years and three, 
I; thewing of thy parts in Greek for tile? 
Zn n A Ali thoſe tender wor ds 
The momentary trembling Llifs aftords, 
Tee kind ſoft murmurs of the private ſneets 
Are bawdy, While thou ſprak'ſt in public "rocts, 
Thoſe words have fingers; aud their force ts fuck, 
They raiſe the dead, and mount him with a touch. 
But all provocatives from thee te vain ; 
No bland (ment the flacken'd nerve can ſtrain, 

if then thy lawful ſpouſe thou canſt not love, 
What reaſon ſhuuld thy mind to marriage move ? 
Why all the charges of thy nuptial feaſt, 
Wine aud deſerts, and ſweet-meats to diveſt ? 
Th endowing gold that buys the dear delight, 
(ur'r for their fictt and only Happy night? 
If thou art thus uxorionlly inclin'd, 
To beur thy bondage with a willing mind, 
Frepar thy neck, aud put it in the yoke ; 
But for o mercy from thy woman look. 
For though, perhaps, ſh- loves with equal fircs, 
To abſolute dominion ſhe aſpires; 
Joys mn the ſpoils, and triumphs ver thy purſe; 
Th: better huſband makes the wife the worle, 
Nothing is thine to give, or tell, or buy, 
All cies of ancient friendihip die; 
Nor haſt thou 1-ave to meke a legacy. 
By thy imperious wife thoe art bereft ; 


A privilege, to pimps and panders left; 

Thy teſtament's her W; where ſhe prefers 
Her ruftans, drudges, and acuiterers, 
Avopting ali thy rivals for thy heirs. 

Go drag that ſlave to death: your reaſon, why 
Should the poor innocent be doom's to die:? 
What proofs? For, when man's life is in debate, 
The judge can ne'er too long deliberate : 
Call'tt thou that flave a man, the wile replies, 
Prov'd, or unprev'd, the crime, the villain dies. 
| have the ſovercign power to ſave or kill; 
And give no other reaſon bat my will 

Thns che ſhe-tyraut reigns, till, pleas'd with 

change, 

Her wild affections to new empires range: 
Anther ſubject- huihand ſhe devres, 
Iivorc'd from him, ſhe to the fiift retires, 
While the laſt wedding-fcaſt is icarecly o'er, 
And garlands hang yet green upon the door, 
do (Hill the reckoning riuvs; and appears, 
In total ſum, eight huſbands in five years, 
The title for a tomb-ftore might be fit; 


Bur that it would tuo commonly be writ, 

Her mother living, hope no quiet Gay 3 

She ſharpens her, inſtructs her how to flea 
Her huſband bare, and then divides tlie prey. 
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She takes love- letters, with a crafty ſmile, 
And, in her d:ughter's anſwer, mends the ſtyle. 
In vain the huſbaud ſets his watchful ſpies; 
She clicats their canning, or ſhe bribes their eyes. 
The doctor's call'd ; the daughter, taught the 
trick, / 

Pretends to f:int; and in tull heolth is ſick. 
The panting ſtallion, at the clofzt door, 
Hears the confult, aud wither. it were o'er. 
Can thou, in reafun, hope, a bawd fo known, 
Should teach her ther manners than her own ? 
Her intcceſt is in al! th' anvice ſhe gives: 
Lis on the daughter's rents the mother lives. 

Ns cauſe is try it the litigious bar, 
Put women plaintiffs or defendants are, 
They form the proceſs, all ihe briefs they write; 
the topics fur»ith, and the pleas indite; 
And tcach the touthlefs lawyer kow to bite. 

They turn viragos too; the wreſtler's toil 
They try, and fm-ar their naked limbs with oil: 
Ag: alt the poſt their wicker ſhields they cruſh, 
Fiouriſh the iword, and at the flaſtron puſh. 

Of every exerciſe the manniſh crew 

Paulfils the parts, and oft excels us too; 

Prepar'd not only in F-ign'd fights t' engage, 

But rout the pladiators on the ſtage. 

What ſenſe of ſname in ſuch a breaſt can lie, 
Inur'd to arms, and her own fcx to fly? 

Yet to be wholly mau the would diſclaim ; 

To quit her tenfold pleaſure at the game, 

For frothy praiſes and an empty name. 

Oh what a decent fight 'tis to behold 

All thy wife's magazine by auction fold! _ 

The helt, the cruſted plume, the ſeveral ſuits 

Of armour, and the Spanich leather-boors ! 

Yet theſe arc they, that coynot bear the heat 

Gf figur'd fills, and under farcenet ſweats, 
chold the firutting Amu;:onian where, 


* 


| She ftands in guard with her right- font before 2 
| Her coats ruck'd up; and all her motions juſt, 
he ſtaraps, and then cries hah! at every thruſt 


"The ghoſts of ancient Ramans, taould they rife, 

Would grin to ſee their daughters play a prize. 

Beſides, what erClefs brawls by wives are bred ; 

Ihe curtain-i: Qure makes a mourniul hed, 

Ihen, when ſhe has ther ſure within the ſheets, 

Her cry begins, and the whele day repeats, 

Conſcious of criines herfelf, ihe telzes firlt ; 

Thy ſervants are accus'd; thy whore is curſt; 

She acts the jealous, and at will ſhe cries ; 

Fur womens” tears are but the ſweat of eyes. 

Poor cuckold-tool, thou think'it that love fnacere, 

And tuck between her lips the falling tear: 

But ſearch her cabinet, ard then ſalt find 

Lach titler there with love epiitles I:n'd. 

Suppoſe her taken in a claſe embrace, 

This you wovld think ſo manifcit a caſe, 

No rhetoric could defend, no impudence out- 
face; 

And yet, ev'n then, ſhe eries., the marriage - vo 

A mental reſervation muſt now; 


' And there's a font bur gain fill imply'd, 


"The parties mould br picas'd on either fide x 
Aud beth may tot ther private nheeds Provide, 
4-0-4 


460 DRYDEN 
Though men veurſelyes, and women us you call, 
Yet {-1#0 18 a common name fur all. 

There's nothing bolder than a women eanght ; 

Giiilt gives thera courage to meintein their fault. 

You ifk from whence proceed theſe munitrous 

crimes? 

Once poor, and therefore chaſte, in former times, 

Our matrons were: no luxury found roam 

In low rook hovics, and bare walls ut lov” ; 

"J heir hands with labour hardgn'd wh. 'twas 
liglit, 

A frugal fl: «cp ſuppiy'd the qui-t night, 

While pinch'd with wane, their hunger held them 
ſtraight; 

When Hannibal was hovering at the gate: 

But wanton now and lollig at our cafe, 

We ſuffer all th' inveterate 111+ of peace, 

Aud wattetul riot, whoſe deitruclive charms 

Revenge the vanquiſu'd world, of our victorious 
arms. | | 

No cri: ge, no Inftful poſtures are vrknown ; 

Since Poverty, our guardian gud, is gone ; 
ride, Jazinefs, and all luxurious arts, 

Pour like a deluge in, from foreign parts: 

Sine geld obſcene, and ſileer, fourd the way, 

Strange faſhions with Nrenge bullion to convey, 

And our plain fimple manners to betray, 

What care our drunken datucs to whom they 
ſpread ? | 

Wina no diſlindtion makes of tail or head, 

V'ho, lewdly dancing at a midnight ball, 

For het eringogs and fat oyiters call: 

Pull hrimmers to their {uddied naſus thruſt ; 

Frimmers, the laſt provacatives of Juit. 

When vapours to their ſwimming brains advance, 

And double tapers on the tables dance. 

| Now think what bawdy a:alogues they have, 

What Tullia talks to ker confichng fave, 
At Nodcſity's old ſtatue; When by night 

| They make a ſtand, and from their litters light; 

| Ihe god man early to the lever gors, | 

| And threads the natty pacidle of k;+ ſpore, 

The ſecrets of the gaddeſe nam's the good, 
Are ev'n by boys and berbers unde: tod: 
Where the rank niatrons, dancing to the pipe, 
(ig with their bums, and are for action ripe; 
With muſic raid, they ſpread abroad their hair; 
And toſs their bead like an enim ured mare: 

. Rank'd with the 1:dy the cheap ſi ner lis; 

For here not Bloc, but virtue, grv:s rhe prize, 

Nothing is ſcign'd in this vererta rife ; 

Tis downright luſt, ard ated tot! © be. 

So full, fy fierce, ſa vigerous, and 10 Aropg. 
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Impatiert of delay, a general found, 

And untverſal greon of lot. goss roind; 

For then, and ouly then, the 1 * ct: fund. 

Now is the time of zien; Now toy 

hep cry, end bt the Hy lovers in 

Ihe wheirfons are cep: then b. ing the Naves, 

Ane waterwen, 2 race f ſtrong-back'dkhaves. 
| wait, at Jeaft, one fleted rites were free 

rom thoſe pollution ef obſcenity : 
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That, leoking or, wing make od Neſtor yeung. | 
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Into the ſair, with women mix'd, he went, 
Arm'd with a huge two-handed inftrument ; 
grateful prefe vt to thoſe holy choirs, 
Where the moute, griity of his ſex, retir's ; 
And ev'n male: pictures mod: ily are vaii'd; 
Yet no profanche fs on that age prevail'd ; 

No ferfiers at religions rites are found ; 

Though pow, zt every altzr they abound. 

I har your cautions counſel, you would ſay, 
Reep che. your women under lock and key: 
But, whe fall keep thoſe keepers? Women, nurſt 
In craft: begin with theſe, and brille them firſt, 
The fox is turn'd all whore; they love the game: 
And miſtreſſes and minis are beth the ſame, 

The per Ogulnia, op the pret's day, 

Will borrow eluaths, and chair, to ſ-e the play: 

She, who before had nu:rtgag?d her eſtate, i 

And pawn the laſt remaining piece of plate, 

$6116 are reduc'd their utmoſt ſhif;s to try: 

Put women have no ſwame of poverty. 

They live beyond their int; v5 if their fore, 

ne more exhanted, would increaſe the more : 

Some men, infrocted by the labouring ant, 

Provide àgainſt the «cxtremitics of wart ; 

But womenkind, that never kvows a mean, 

tp Down to the Cregs their finking fortune drain: 

Hourly hey give, and ſpend, and waſte, a; 
wear; 

And think no plæaſure can he bought ton dear, 

If ſengs they love, the ſinger's voice they force 
Beyond his compals till his quail-pip-'s hoarſe ; 
IIis lute and lyre with their e:abrace is worn; 
With knots they trim it, and with gems adorn: 
Rub over all the firings, and kiſs the caſe ; 
And make love to it, in the maſter's place. 

A certain lady once, of high degree, 
Fo Janus vow'd, ard Veſta's drity, 
That Polity might, in ſinging, win the prize; 
Pollio the dear, the darling of her cyes: 
She pray'd, and brib'd; what could fhe more have 

dene 

For a ſick huſhand; or an only ſon ? 
Wh her face vail'd, and heaving np her hands, 
The ſhameleſs ſuppliant at the altzr flands; 
Thy forms of prayer fhe ſol- muy purſues : 
Arg, rale with. fear, the offer'd entruils vi- ws. 
Aniwer, ys powers: for, it you heard her vow, 
Your godm'ps, ſure, had little cis to do. 

is js nct all 5 for actors they unplore 2 
An impudence not known to heaven before, 

Th Arulpex. tir'd with this relipicus rout, 
Is iore'd to fland o le g, he gets the peut, 
Fut jufler rot tf y wiſe at road tn roam, 

li ſpe loves firpire, It her ſing at home; 

Nat eflrut in fire: te, with Kmaze nian pace; 
For that's to cu kold thee before thy fect. 

heir ende itz h of news comes next in Phoy ; 
They vent their wen, and hear what others lay. 
focw what in Ihrace, or What in France, is 

gone; 
II. intrigues betwint the Nepdame and the ſon. 
Tell who loves who, what favours ſome partake : 
And who is jilted for another's ſake. 
What pregnant widow in what month was made, 
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| Huw oft ſhe did, and dong, what ſhe ſaid. 
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She, firſt, beholds the raging comet riſe : Thoſe are the huſband's niglits; ſhe craves her 
Knows whom it threatens, and what lands de- due, 
firoys, He takes ſat kiſſes, and, is luck with plue. 
geill ſor the neweſt news ſhe lies in wait; But to the lov'd adulterer when ſhe fete, 
And takes reports juſt entering at the gate, Freſh from the bath, in brightneſs ſhe appears ; 
Wrecks, floods, and fires ; whatever ſhe can meet, | For him the rich Arabia ſweats ber gum; 
the ſpreads, and is the fame of every ſtreet. And precious oils from diſtant Indies come: 
This is a grievance; but the next is worſe ; How haggardly ſoe'r ſhe looks at home. 
A very judgment, and her neighbours curſe; Th“ eclipſe then vaniſhes; and all her face 
for, if their barking dogs diſturb her eaſe, Is open'd, and reſtor'd to every grace, 
No prayer can bind her, no excuſe appeaſe. Tie cruſt remov'd, her cheeks as {mooth as ſilk, 
1h unrmanner'd malcfaQuor is arraign'd ; Are poliſh'd with a waſh of aſſes milk; 
But firlt the maſter, who the cur maintain'd, And ſhould ſhe 16 the fartheſt north be ſent, 
Muſt teel the fcourge : by night ſhe leaves her | A train of theſe attend her baniſhment. 
bed, But hadft thou {cen her plaiſter'd up before, 
Ry night her bathing equipage is led, las fo unlike a face, it ſeem'd a ſore. 
That marching armies a leſs noiſe create; Lis worth our while, te know what all the day 
She moves in tumult, and ſhe ſweats in ſtate. They do, and how they pafs their time away, 


\Iean while, her gueſls their appetites muſt keep; | For, if &er-night the huſband has been flack, 
dome gape for hunger, and ſome gaſp for ſleep. Or counterſeited ſleep, and turn'd his back, 
2M \t }-ngth ſhe comes, all fluſh'd; but ere ſhe lup, } Next day, be ſure, the ſervants go to Wrack. 
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5 wallows a ſwinging preparation- cup; "The chamher-maid aud dreſſer are call'd whores ; 
1 anch then, to clear her ſtomach, ſpews it up. The page is ſtript, and beaten out of doors. 74 
- The deluge vomit all the floor o'erflows, The whole houſe ſuffers ſor the maſter's crime: 1 
"MM Aid the four ſavour nauſeates every noſe. And he himſelf is warn'd to wake another time. 1 
e rinks again; again ſhe ſpews a lake; She hires tormentors by the year, ſhe treats oy, 
4 ler wretched huſband ſees, and dares not ſpeak : | Her viſitors, and talks; but {till ſhe beats. ; 17 
"M0 bit mutters many a curſe againſt his wite ; Beats while ſhe paints, her face, ſurveys her : f 
BY And damos himſelf for chuſing fuch a life. gown, 77 
But of all the plagues, the greateſt is untold ; | Caſts up the day's account, and ſtill beats on: ny 
"te book-learn'd wife in Greck and Latin bold. | Tir'd out, at length, with an outrageous tone, 0h 
The critic-dame, who at her table ſits: She bids them in the devil's name be gone. 1 
| Homer and Virgil quotes, and weighs their wits; Compar'd wich ſuch a proud, inſult'ng dame, 1 
MM 4: pitics Dido's agontins fits, Sicilian tyrants may renonnce their name. # 
: She has fo far th' aſcendant of the board, For, if ſhe haſtes abroad to take the air, 2 
e prating pedant puts not in one word: Or goes to Ilie“ church (the bawdy-houſe of | 
WM 1's man of law is non-pluſt in his ſuit ; prayer) 4 
N., every other female tongue is mute. She hurrics all her handmaids to the taſk; [ 
2 Hammers, and beating anvils, you would ſwear, | Her head, along, will twenty dreflers atk. q 
- HM 4:4 Vulcan with his whole militia there. Pſecas, the chief, with kreaft and ſhonigers bare, 7 
bora and trumpets ceaſe ; for ſhe alone Trembling, ceniiders every ſacted hair; 4 
die to redeem the labouring moon. If any Progeter from his rank be found, ; p 
en wit's s burthen, wher it talks too long: A pinch muſt, for the mortal fin, compound, 7 
4 Tut ſac who has no continence of tongue, Pſecas is not in fault: but, in the olafe, F 
aul walk in breeckes, and ſhould wear a beard; | The dame's off nded at her own ill Face, 4 
1 \rl mix among the philoſophic herd. he maid is bauiſn'd; and another gir! : 
4 0 what a midnight curſe has he, whoſe ſide More dexterovs, manages the combs and cur! ; q 
4 s peſter'd with a mood and figure bride! "The r-{ are ſummon'd on @ point fo nice; 1 
6) PRE » ' - 'F og 
WM + wine, ye Gods! (if ſucþ mult be my fate) And firſt, the grave old woman gives advice. 
I No Jogic learn, nor hiſtory trauſiate; Ihe next is call'd, and fo the turn goes rang, g 
g Þnt rather be a quiet, humble fool: As each for ave, or wiſlom, is reh .d: & 
WM |/:tc © wife to whom | go to ſchol, Such counſel, Inch dellberate care, they take, 7 
Who limbs the grammar tree, diſtintly knows | As if her life and honour lay at ſtoke ; 
Wire noun, and verb, and participle, grows; With curls on curls, they build her head before, 
Gar, cs her country-neighbouur; and, a-bed, And mount it with a ormidable tower, 
ivr breaking Prifcian's, breaks her huſband's | A gianteſs ſhe ſrems |; but look bein, 
; hcad, And then ſhe dwindles to the pigmy kind, 
d The gaudy goflip, when ſhe's ſet agony, Duck-legg'd, ſaere-waiited, tuch a Ewart Fae: ON 
iS Ic jewel's dteſt, and at each ear a bob, That ſhe muſt rite on tip toes for a kits, 
bes Naunting cut, and, in her trim of pride, Meanwhile, her huſonnd's whole eſtate is fh. 
Thinks all the ſays or does is jullify'd. He n.1y go bare, while ſhe receives his rent. 
: Wen poor, ſhe's ſcarce a tolerable evil; She minds him not; ſhe lives not as © wile, 
an rich, and fine, a wife's a very devil. But like a Lawiing neighbour, full of drug: 
Cy he duly, once a month, renews her face; Near him, in this alone, that ſut extends 


421 time, it lies in dawb, and hid in greaſe ; Hes hats to al! his fervents and his frirnde. 


462 DRYDEN 
Bellona's prieſts, an Eunuch at their head, 
About the ſtreets 4 mad proceſſion lead; 
The venerable guciding, large, and high, 
O'erlooks the herd of his inferior try, 
His aukward clergymen about him prance ; 
And beat the timbrels to their myſtic dance, 
Meanwhi'e, his cheeks the mitred prophet ſwells, 
And dire preſages of the year foret. 1+, 
Unle!ts with eggs (his prieſtly hire) they haſte 
To expiate, and avert the autumnal blaſt. 
And add beſide a murrcy-colour'd veſt, 
Which, in their places, may receive the peſt ; 
And, thrown into the flood, their crimes may 
bear, 
To purge th' unlucky omens of the year. 
Th altomſh'd matrons pay, before the reſt ; 
That ſex is ſtil] +5noxtous to the prieſt. 
Through you they beat, and plunge into the 
fiream, 
If ſo the Cod has warn'd them in a du am. 
Weak in their limbs, but in devotion ſtrong, 
On their bare harids and feer they craw! along 
A whole field's length, the luug.ter of tae 
throng, 
Should lo (lov's prieſt I mean) command 
A pilgrimage to Merv's burning ſand, 
Through Klerte they would ſcek the ſecret 
| ſpring ; 
A holy water for luſtration bring. 
How can they pay their prieſts too much reſpect, 
Who trade with heaven, azd earthly gains neglect! 
With him, domeſtic Gods diſcourſe by uight : 
By day, attended by his choir in white, 
The bald-pate tribe runs madding through the 
ftrect, 
And ſmile to fee with how much eaſe they cheat. 
The ghoſtly fire forgives the wife's delights; 
Who fins, through trailty, on forbidden nights; 
And tempts her huſband in the holy time, 
When carnal pleaſure is a mortal crime. 
The ſweating image ſhakes his head, but he 
With mumbled prayers atones the Deity. 
"The pious prieſthood the fat pooſe receive, 
And they once brib'd, the godhead mult forgive. 
No ſooner theſe remove, hut full of fear, 
A gypſy Jewels whiſpers in your ear, 
And begsan alms: an high prict's daughter 7 


Vers'd in their 'Falmud, and divinity, 

And propheſies beneath a ſhady tree. 

Her goods a baſket, and old hay her bed, 

She ſtrolls, and telling fortunes gains her bread : 
Farthings, and ſome 1moll monies, are her fees; 
Yet ſhe interprets all vour dreams for theſe. 
Foretells th' citate, when the rich uncle dies, 
And ſecs a fweet-heart in the ſacrifice. 

Such toys, a pigeon's intrails can difcloſe : 
Which yet th' Armenian augur far outgors : 

In dogs, a victim more obſcene, he rakes; 

Ard murdet'd infants for inſpection takes: 

For gain, his impious practice he purices; 

For gain will his accomplices accuſe, 

More crecit, yet, is to Challeans given; 
What they ſorete!, 13 deem'dethe voice of heaven. 
Their anſwers, 2s from Hammon's altar, come; 
Siuce now the Delphian oracles are dumb, 
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And mankind, ignorant of future fate, 
Believes what ford aſtrologers relate, 

Of theſe the moſt in vogue is he who, ſent 
B-yor- ſeas, is return'd irum haniſhment, 
His art who to alpiring Otho fo'd, 

And ſure ſucceſhon to the crown foretold. 

For his eſteem 1+ in his exile plac'd ; 

The more believ'd, the more he was diſprac'd, 
No aſtrologie wizard honour gains, 

Who has not oft becu bamfli'd, or in chaing, 
He gets renown, who, to che halter near, 
But narrowly eſcapes, and ways it deur, 

From him your wife en.quires the planets! will, 
Whey the black jauadice ing! her mother kill: 
Her liner's ond her uncle's end, would know: 
But, fit, conſults his art, when you ſhall go. 
And, what's the greate!: gift tt heaven can give, 
If, after her, ch' adulterer ſhell ive, 

She neither ko ui cares to know the ref; 
If Mars and Saturn fhall the world infcit; 
Or Jove and Veuus wit! their ir: .udly rays, 
Wi inderpoſe, and bring us better days. 

Beweg the weman tov, and ſhun her fight, 

Who in theſe ſtudies docs herſelt delight, 

By whem a preaſy almanack is borne, 

With often handling, like chat'd amber worn. 

Not how conſulting, but conſulted, ſhe 

Of the twelve houſes, and their lords, is ſree. 

She, if the ſcheme a ſatal journey ſhow, 

Stays ſaſe at home, but lets her huſbaud go. 

If but a mile ſhe travel out of town, 

The planetary hour muſt firſt be known, 

And lucky moment; if her eye but akes 

Or itches, its decumbitute ſhe takes. 

No nonriſhment receives in her diſcaſe, 

But what the ſtars and Ptolemy ſhall pleaſe. 

The middle fort, who have not much to ſpare, 

"To chiromancers cheaper art repair, 

Who clap the pretty palm, to make the lines 
more fair, 

But rich the matron who has more to give, 

Her anſwers from the Brachman wil] receive: 


| Skill'd in the globe and ſphere, he gravely ſtands, 


And, with his compaſs, meaſure s ſeas and lands. 
The pooreſt of the ſex have ſtill an itch 
To know their fortunes, equal to the rich. 
The dairy-maid, enquires, if ſhe ſhall take 
The trulty taylor, and the cook forſake. 
Yet theſe, though poor, the pain of childbed 
bear; 

And, without nurſcs, their own infants rear: 
You ſeldom hear of the rich mantle, [pread 

For the babe, burn in the preat lady's bed. 
Such is the power of herbs; ſuch arts they uſe 
"Fo make them barren or their fruit to loſe. 

But thou, whatever flops ſhe will have bought, 
Be thankful, and ſupply the deadly draught : 
Help her to make man-ilaugliter; let her bleed, 
And never want for favin at her need. 

For, if ſhe holds till her nine months be run, 
Thou umpy'ſt be father to an Athiop's fon, 

A boy, who, ready gotten to thy hands, 

By law is to inherit all thy lands ; 

One of that Ine, that, ſhould he croſs the way, 
tis omen would Giicuiour all the Coy. 
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peſs the foundling by, a race unknown, 
At doors expos'd, whom matrons make their own : 
and into noble families advance 
a nameleſs iſſue, the blind work of chance. 
I-Gulgent fortune does her care employ, 
and, ſmiling, broods upon the naked boy: 
Her garment ſpreads, and Japs him in the fold, 
and covers with her wings, ſrom nightly cold: 
Gives him her bleſüng; puts him in a way; 
sets up the farce, and laughs at her own play. 
Him ſhe promotes ; ſhe favours him alone, 
Ard makes proviſion for him, as her own. 
The craving wife, the force of magic tries, 
And philrres for th' unable huſband buys: 
The potivn works not on the part deſign'd; 
But turus his brains, and Nupifies his mind. 
The ſotted moon-calf gapes, and flaring on, 
dees his own bufineſs by another done: 
long cblivion, a benumming froſt, 
Conſtrains his head; and yeſterday is loſt : 
dome nimbler juice would make him foam and 
> rave, 
Like that Carſonia to her Caius gave: 
Who, plucking from the forchead of the fole 
His mother's love, inſus'd it in the bowl : 
The boiling blond ran hiffing in his veins, 
Till the mad vapour mounted to his brains, 
The Thanderer was not half fo much on fire, 
When Juno's girdle kindled his defire. 
What woman will not uſe the puiloning trade, 
View Czfar's wife the precedent has made; 
Let Agrippina's muſhtoom be forgot, 
Giv'n to a flavering, old, unuſeful fot; 
That only clos'd the driveling dotard's eyes, 
aud ſent his godhead downward to the ſkies, 
Put this fierce potion calls for fire and ſword; 
Nr fparcs the common, when it ſtrikes the lord, 
do many miſchiefs were in one combin'd ; 
do much ove fingle poiſoner coſt mankind, 
If tepdames feek their ſons-in-law to kill, 
Tis venial treſpaſs ; let them have their will: 
Pur let the child, entruſted to the care 
0! tis own mother, of her bread beware: 
L.ware the ſood the reaches with her hand; 
The morſel is intended for thy land. 
Thy tutor be thy taſter, ere thou eat; 
There's poiſon in thy drink, and in thy meat. 
You think this feign'd ; the ſatire in a rage 
rut» in the buſkius of the tragic ſlage, 
torgets his buſi:ols is to laugh and bite; 
And will of deaths and dire revenges write. 
any Wa it were all a ſable, that you read; 
wit Diymon's wife pleads guilty to the Jecd. 
| (14% confeſſes) in the fact was caught, 
Tay uns difpatcking at one deadly draught. 
Nhat two ! Two fons, thou viper, in one day! 
even, the cries. if ſeven were in my way. 
adca's legend is no mate a lye; 
Une agg adds credit to antiquity. 
(nes ils, we prant, in former times did reign, 
48% airders then were done: but not for gain. 
L>:0miration to great crimes is due, 


Wnien ey through wrath, or through revenge, 
purtue, 

weak of reaſon, impotent of will, 

os lex is hurry d headlong into ill ; 
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And like a cliff ſrom its foundation torn, 
By raging earthquakes, into ſcas, is borne. 


Dut thoſe are ficuds, who crimes from thought 


begin: 

And, cool in miſchief, meditate the ſin. 
They read th' example of a pious wile, 
Redceming, with her own, her huſband's life ; 
Yet, if the laws did that exchange afford, 
Would fave their lapdog ſooner than their lord. 

Where-c'er you walk, the Belides you meet; 
And Clytemneſtras grow in every ftreet : 
But here's the difference; Agamemnon's wife 
Was a groſs butcher with a bloody knife; 
But murder, now, is to perfection grown, 
And ſubtle poiſons are employ'd alone. 
Unleſs ſome antidote prevents their arts, 
And lines with balſam all the nobler parts: 
In ſuch a caſe, reſcrv'd for ſuch a necd, 
Rather than fail, the dagger does the derd. 


* 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


The poet's deſign, in this divine ſutire, is to repreſent 
the various wiſhes and deſires of mankind; and te 
ſet out the folly of them. He runs through all the 
ſeveral heads of riches, honours, eloquence, fame for 
martial atichievements, long If, and beauty; ard 
gives inſtances, in each, how frequently they bave 
proved the ruin of toe that oxoned them. He con- 
dlud:s ther fore, that fince wwe generally chuſe fo itt 
for ourſelves, wwe ſhould do better ts leave it to the 
go.'s, to make the choice for us. All we can fafety 
aſe of heaven, lies withi a very fall «ompaſs. It 
is but health of lady and mind. An if we bave 
theſe, it is not much matter wat wwe tant beſides ; 


for we have already encugh de make us happy. 


OOK round the habitable world, how few 


Know their own good; or, knowing it, pur» 


ſue. 
How void of reaſon are our hopes and fears ! 
What in the conduct of our life appears 
So well deſigu'd, fo luckily begun, 
But, when we have our wilh, we wiſh undone ? 

Whae hovit's, of their whole deſires pollett, 
Are oficu rvin'd, at their own requeſt. 

In wars, and peace, things hurtful we require, 
When made obnoxious to our own detire. 

With laurels ſome have fatally been crown'd; 
Some, who the depths of cloguence have found, 
ln thot vhnavigable itrezm were drown'd. 

The brawny facl, wio did kis vigour boaſt; 
In that pretuming confidence was loſt 2 
But more have been by avarice oppreſt, 

And heaps of mourcy crowoed iu the cheſt: 
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464 DRYDEN 
Unwicldy ſons of wealth, which higher mount 
"Thai files of marſhal'd figures can account. 

To which the Rores of Crœlus, in the ſcale, 
Would look like little dolphins, when they fail 
In the va!t ſhadow cf the Britiſh whale. 

For this, in Nero's arbitrary time, 

When viitue was a guilt, and wealth a crime, 
A troop of cut throat guards were ſent to ſeize 
The rich men's goods, and gut their palaces ; 
The mob commithon'd by the governmeut, 
Arc i-ldom to an empty garret fent. 

The icarſul paſſergrr, who travels late, 
Charg'd with the carriage of a paltry plate, 
Shakes at the moonfhine ſhadow of a ruth ; 

And ſees a red-coat rife from every buth : 

The beggar ſings, ev'n when he ſees the place 
Beſct with thieves, and never mends his pace. 

Of all the vows, the firſt and chief requeſt 
Ot each, is to be richer than the reſt : 

And yet no doubts the poor mun'. draught control, 
He dreads no poiſon in his homeiy bowl, 

Then fear the deadly drug, when gems divine 
Enchafe the cup, and ſparkle in the wine. 

Will you not now the pair of ſages praiſe, 
Who the fame end purſued, by ſeveral ways? 
One pity'd, one contemn'd, the woeful tines: 
One laugh'd at follies, one lamented crunes :; 
Jaughtcr is eaſy ; but the wonder lies, 

What ſtore of brine ſupply'd the weeper's cyes. 
Democritvs could ſeed his ſpleen, and ſhake 
His ſides and ſhoulders til! ke felt them ake; 
Though in his country town no lictors were, 
Nor rods, nor ax, nor tribune, did appear 
Nor all the ſoppiſh gravity of ſhow, 

Which cunning magiſtrates on crowds beſtow. 

What had he done, had he beheld, on high, 
Our prætor ſeated, in mock majeſty ; 
lis chariot rolling o'cr the duſty place, 

While, with dumb pride, and a ſet formal face, 
He moves, in the dull ceremonial track, 

With Jove's embro:der'd coat upon his back: 
A ſuit of hangings had not more oppreit 

His ſhouiders, than that long, laborious veſt : 
A heavy gewgaw (call'd a crown) that ſpread 
A bout bis temples, drown'd his narrow head ; 
And would have cruſn'd it with the maſly freight, 
But that a ſweating flave ſuitain'd the weiglit: 
A ſlave in the fame chariot feen to ride, 

To mortify the mighty madman's pride. 

And now th' imperial eagle, rais'd on high, 
With golden beak (the mark of majcfly) 
*iumpets before, and on the lett and right, 

A cavalcade of noblcs, all in white, 

In their own natures falſe and flattering tribes, 
But made his friends, by places aud by bribrs. 

in his own age, Democritus could find 

Sullicient cauſe to laugh at human-kind: 

Learn from ſogreit a wit; a laud of buys 

With aitches fenc'd, a heaven made fat with ſogs, 

May form a ſpirit fit to (way the Hate; 

And make the neighbouriug monarchs fear their 
fate. 

He laughs at all the vulgar cares and fears; 
At their vain triumphs, and their vainer tears: 
An equal temper in his mind he found, 
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"Tis plain, from hence, tl.at what our vows fe 
queſt, 
Are hurtful things, or uſcleſs at the beſt, 

Some aſk for cuvy'd power: which public haty 
Purſues, and hurri.s headlong to their fore ; 
Down go the titles; and the ſtatug cruwn'd, 
[+ by baſe hands in the next river drown', 

The guiltleſe horſes, and the chariot whiz), 
The fame effects of wilyar Tury feel ; 

"The ſmith prepares his hammer fur the Hrohe, 
While the lung'd bellows hifling fire proveke ; 
Scjavus, almoſt firit of Roman names, 

The great Sejanus crackles iu the flames: 
Form'd in the forge, the plant brafs is laid 5 
Can auvils; and of head aud limbs are made, © 
Pans, caas, aud pils-pets, a whote kitchen-rraie, 9 

Adorn your doors with lautels; and a bull, 
Milk white, and large, lead to the Capicol; 
Sejanus, with a rope, is dragy'd along; 

The ſport and laughter of the giddy throws ! 
Good Lord, they cry, what Lihi wy lips lic has, 
How ſoul a ſudut, and what a hanging face | 

By heaven, | never could cncure his fight ; 

But ſay, how came his monſtrous crimes to light! 
What is the charge, and who the evidence; 

he faviour of the nation and the prince?) 
Nothing of this; but our old Cæ ſar ſent 

A nolly letter to his parliament : 

Nay, urs, if Cæſar writ, I aik no more, 

He's guiity, and the queltion's out of door, 

How gocs the mob? (for that's a mighty thing,) 
When the king's trump, the mob are for the king: 
They follow fortune, and the common cry 

ls {till againſt the rogue condemu'd to dic. 

But the ſame very mob, that raſcal crowd, 
Had cry'd Sejanus, with a ſhout as loud ; 

Had his deſigus (by fortune's tavour bictt) 

Succceded, and the prince's age vppreſt. 

But long, long ſince, the times have chang'd their 
face, 

The people grown degenerate and baſe; 

Nut ſulſfer'd now the freedom of their choice, 

To make their magitiratecs, and ſell their voice, 

Our wiſe forefathers, great by ſca and land, 

Had once the power and abſolute command; 

All offices of truſt, themſelves dilpos'd ; 

Rais'd whom they pleas'd, and whom they plcas's 
depos'd. 

But we, who give our native rights away, 

And our evilav'd pollerity betray, 

Are now reduc'd to beg an alms, aud go 

On holidays to ſce a puppet-thow. 

There was a dimu'd deſign, cries one, no douv?: 
For warrants are alccady iitucd out; 
| met Brutidius in 2 mercal fright ; 

He's dipt for certain, and plays leaſt in fight; 
I fear the rage of our offended prince, 
Who thinks the ſenate flack in his defence ! 


Core let us halte, our loyal zcal to ſhow, 
And ſpurn the wretched corps ef Cartur's Fe: 
But let our ſlaves he preſent there, leit they 
Accule their maſters, and for gain betray. 
Such were the whilpers of thoſe jealous times. 
About Sejanus' puniſhment and crimes. 


TP. a2 
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Wnen Fortune Batzer'd him, and when the frown'd. | To be, like him, firſt miniſter of at- 7 =o 
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To have thy levees crowded with refort, 


The ſpoils cf war, brought to Feretriau Jove, 
a depending, gapiny, ſervile court :; An empiy coat of armour hung above 
Wſpoſe ail honours of the word and gown, Phe conqusror's chariot, and in triumph born, 
Grace With a nod, and ruin with a frown t A Rroamer from a boarded gallgy torn, 
To kobkl thy prince in pupilige, and fray A chup fal'n beaver looſely hanging by 
That wonarch, whom the maitcr'd world obey? J The cloven helm, an arch of vitury, 
While he, intent on ſecret luſt alone, On whoſe high cenvex fits a captive foe, 
J ives to himſelf, abandoning the threne And ſighing caſts a mournſul-Jook belovy 
pd in à Narrow ile, ob{urving dreams Ot every nation, each illuttricus name, 
unh fottering wizards, end erectiug ſchemes! Such toys as thi ſe have cheated iuto fame: 
| weil believe, thou wouic!t'it be vieat as he; DIRE ſolid quiet, to obtain 
For every man's a foul to tlat degree lhe windy ſatisfaction of the brain. 
All wiſh the dire prerogative to Lill; 50 much the thirſt of honour fres the blood; 
Lv'u they would have the power, who want the So many would be great, ſo ſ:w be good. 
will : "or whe would Virtue for kerſcil regard, 1 
ut wauld'ſl then have thy wiſhes underſtood, Or wed, without the portion of reward? f 
Ty take the bad together with the good, Yet this mad chace of fame, by f:w puriu'd, "| 
Woul:i't thou not rather chuſe a ſmall renown, Has drawn deſtruction on the mnultitude: a1 
To be the mayor of ſome poor paltry town, his avarice of praiſe in times to come, 9 
Bivly to lk, and birbaroufly to ſpeak ; Fhoſe long interiptions, crowded on the tomb, f 
To pound falſe weights, and fcanty meaſurcs | Should ſome wild fig-tree take her native bent, 4 
break ? | And heave below the gaudy monument, | 
Ti-n, grant we that Scjanus went aſtray = Would crack the marvie-titles, and diſperſe t 
a lu every wiſh, and knew not how to pray : The characters of all the lying verſe. | 
For he who graſp'd the world's exhauſted ſtore For ſepulchres themſelves muſt crumbling fall | 
Yet never had enongh, but wiſh'd for more, In time's abyſs, the common grave of all. 
Kaiis'd a top heavy tower, cf monſtrous height, Great Flanoival within the balance lay 
Which, mouldering, cruſa'd him underneath the | And tell how many pounds his ates weigu g | 
weight. Whom Afric was nat able to contain, f 
What did the mighty Pompey's ſall beget? Whote length runs leve! with th* Atlantic main, 
truin'd him, who, greater than the great, und wearics fruitful Nilus, to convey i 
r The ſtubhorn pride of Roman nobles troke; His ſun-heat waters by ſo long a way; . 
aud bent their haughty necks beneath his yoke ; | Which Ethiopia's double clime divides, 5 
What elſe but his immodcrate luſt of power, And elephants in other mountains hides. { 
Prayers made and granted in a luckleſs hour? Spain ſirſt he won, the Pyrer.eans patt, "1 
For few uſurpers to the ſhades deſevad And ſtecpy Alps, the mounds that Nature caſt 3 1 
Ey a dry death, or With a quiet end. And with corroing juices, as he went, 
; The boy, who fcurce has paid his entrance down | A paſſage throngh the livieg rocks he rent. 
eit Ty his proud pedant, or Gechn'd a noun, hen, like a torrent, rotling from on high . 
(do ſmall an elf, that when the days are foul, He p urs his head- long rage on italy; N 
He and his fatchcl muſt be borne to tchool,) in three vicorious battles over-run; | 
Vit prays, and hopes, and aims at nothing leſs, | Y-t tl] un- aſy, cries, There's nothin done, 1 
ä To prove a Tully, or Dt *"molth1en-s ; Vill level with the ground their gates are aid; 
ut b th thoſe orators, fm. __ renown'd, id Punic flags on homan towers difp! lay'd. ; 
F a Ueir own depths of  elque : were drown ds: J ik what a face belong'd to his high fame: 
IF e and and hrad wer- never r lot „ of toe His picture ſcarcely would deferve a frame 3 | 
2 " „ Gralrt in daggrel, er who punn'd in P ofe. A fign-pott dawher would ditdain to paint 
Fortune foretun'd the dying notes of Rom: hg 2 e hero on his elephant, 
Till l, thy corfal fole, conf thy doom.“ Tyw what's his end, O charming Glory ! ſay 
Hi. fa wh 24 cr ab helow the ited ſwords, * 14t rare Ffch act to crown his huffing play ? 
Had all } his ma! ce Log a to mur. * i Fards. it N. e deciding butt!“ GVvercome, : 
lrather wc = _ ! £2 ius, throfh, lor ri: ares fie flies, is bavifhd from his native home: 
abt: Like his the ſchrn and | frandal «{ the tines, R-gsrofrye in a foreign court, and there 
ran that 10 lip „ick fatally vivinc ; Attend, his mean p. etition to pre fer; K 
Which; le bb tte ſgcund, Held be mine. 2.-pul-'s by tuly grooms, who wait before : 
Not be, ti e wender of the Grecian thr 1. g. tine Novping tyrant's interdicted door. | 
Vo drgy » ond e the torr ir of ls tomeue V 1 war drous ſort of Ccath has heaven ; 
Wiy fhouk the theatres, and fway'! the ſtate elt--n'd, 
Of Athens, found a more e p. opitious ſate. Ditincu _ t from the herd of human- kind, j 
Wuom, born beneath a bu bir 2 Donner pes f fo untam'd, fo turbulent a mind! , | 
Eis fire, the b! car-ey'd V a'can of. a hep, Nor ſwords at hand, nor hiſſing darts afor, : 
* m Mars's forge, {tt to Xlinervu“e f.! 005 s, are doom'd t' azvengs the tedious bloody war; "1 
5 lo Karn ti. un! Kky ar: of wheel: 2 (one — Lut poiton, drawn tlrough A ring' > halle 
Wich ben of kene, ard Spinion, vain ate, 
late A tags ger : . 5 Hs 05 WC els : e mn Rinn; 1 fu, kin. - inſant” 8 ite. 
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Go, climb the rugged Alps, ambitious fool, 


To pleaſe the boys, and be a theme at ſchool, 


One world ſufiic'd not Alexander's mind; 
Coop'd up, he ſeem'd in earth and ſeas confin'd: 


And, ftruggling, ſtretch'd his reſtleſs limbs about 


The narrow globe, to find a paſſage out. 
Yet, enter'd in the brick-built town, he try'd 


The tomb, and found the ſtrait dimenſions wide: 


« Death only this myſterious truth unfoids, 


* "The mighty ſoul, how ſmall a body holds.” 


Old Greece a tale of Athos would make out, 
Cut from the continent, and ſail'd about; 
Scus hid with navies, chariots paſſing o'er 
The channel, on a bridge from ſhore to ſhore : 
Rivers, whoſe depth no ſharp beholder ſecs, 
Drunk at an army's dinner, to the lces; 
With a long legend of romantic things, 
Which in his cups the browly poet ſings. - 
But how did he return, this haughty brave, 


Who whipt the winds, and made the ſ-a his ſlave ? 


(Though Neptune took unkindiy to be buuud 
And Eurus never ſuch hard uſage found 
In his ZEolian priſon under ground); 


What God ſo mean, cv'n he who points the way, 


So mercileſs a tyrant to obey ! 

But how return'd he, let us aſk again: 

In a poor ſkiff he paſs'd the Lnoudy main, 
Choak'd with the flaughter'd bedies of his train. 
For fame Lc pray'd, but let th' event declare 
He had no mighty penn'worth of his prayer. 


Jove grant me length of liſe, and years good 


ſtore 

Heap on my bended back, I aft: no more. 
Peth fick and healthful, old and ycung conſpire 
In t]:is one filly miſchievous deſire. 
Miſtaken blefling which old age they call, 
"Tis a long, naſty, darkſome hoſpital, 
A ropy chain of rheums; à viſage rough, 
Beform'd, unſeatur'd, and a ſcin of buff. 
A ftiteh-fall'n cheek, that hangs below the jaw; 
Such wrinkles, as a fcilful hand would draw 
For an old grandam-ape, when, with a grace, 
She ſits at ſquat, and {crvhs her leather: face, 

In youth, diſtincions infinite abound z 
No ſhape, or ſcature, jaſt alike are found; 
The fair, the black, the feeble, and the ſtrung; 
But the ſame fovinels dogs to age belong, 
The ſclf-fame pelſy, both in limbs and tongue. 
Tie full and forehead one bald barren plain ; 
And enms unarm'd to mumble meat in vain, 
Beſides th' eterntt drivel, that jupplics 


The dropping beard, from noſtrils, mouth, and 
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His wife and children loath him, and what's worſc, 


Himſelf docs His off: nſtve carrion curl ! 
Flatterers forſake him too; four who would kill 
Hlimfelf, to be remember'd in a will? 

His taſte not only pail'd to wine and meat, 

Bur to the relih of a noblcr treat. 

Theſe ſenſes luſt, behoid a new deſcat, 
The foul dilodging from another ſcat. 
Wit muſe, or enchanting voice, can chear 
A itup:d, old, impenetrable tar? 

No meter in what place, or what degree 
Of the zull theatre he fits to flv; 
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Cornets and trumpets cannot reac]: his ear: 
Under an actor's noſe, he's never near. 
His boy muſt bawl, to make him underſtand 
The hour o' th' day, or ſuch a lord's at hand: 
he little blood that creeps within his veins, 
Is but juſt warm'd in a hot ſever's pains. 
In fine, he wears no limb about him found : 
With ſores and ſickneſſes beleaguer'd round: 
Aik me their names, I ſooner could relate 
How many drudges on ſalt Hippia wait; 
What crowds of patients the town doctor kills, 
Or how, laſt fall, he rais'd the weekly bills. 
What previnces by Bo'ilus were ſpoil'd, 
What herds of heirs by guardians are beguil'd: 
What lands and lordſhips for their owner know 
My quondam barber, but his worſhip now. 
This dotard of his broken back complains, 
One his legs fail, and one his ſhoulder pains ; 
Another is of both his cyes bereft ; 
And eavies wit has one for aiming left. 
A filth, with trembling lips expeCtiug lands, 
As in his childhood, cr2mm'd by others hauds; 
One, who at fight of {upper open'd wide 
His jaws before, and whetted grinders ty'd; 
Now only yawhs, and waits to he ſupply'd : 
Like 2 young ſwallow, when with weary wings 
Expected food her faiting mother brings, 
tis loſs of members is a heavy curſe 
But all his faculties decay'd, are worle ! 
His f-rvants names he has forgotten quite; 
Knows not his friend who ſupp'd with him laſt 
niglit. 
Not ev'n the children he begot and bred; 
Or his will knows them not: for, in their cad, 
lu form of law, a common hackney jade, 
Sole heir, for ſecret ſervices, is made: 
So lewd and futh 2 hatter'd brothel-whore, 
That ſhe defies all comers, at lier door. 
Weil, yet ſuppaſe his ſenſes are his oven, 
Fic lives to be chief mourner for his ſon : 
Before his face his wife and brother burns; 
te numbers all his kindred in their urns, 
Theſe are the ſines he pays for living long; 
And dragging tedious ave in bis own Wrong: 
Gricts always green, a hauſholdi ſtill in tears, 
Sad pomps: a threfhold thirung'd with daily 
biers; $ 
Arn liverics of black for length of years. + ) 
Na xt to the raven's age, the Pylian king 
Was longeſt liv'd of any two legg'd thing; 
Bleſt, to de fraud the grave fo long, to mount 
His number'd years, and on his right-hand 
count; 
Three hundred ſerfons, guzzling mult of wine: 
But, hold 2 while, and hear himſelf repine 
At Fare's vacqual Jaws; and at the clue 
Which, mercilcts in length, the midmoſt iſer 
drew. 
When his brave ſon upon the funtral pyre 
He law extended, and his heard on ſite; 
He win'd, and, weeping, aſk'd Eis friends, what 
crime 
Had curs'd his age to this unhappy time? 
Thus monru'd cid Pelons for Achilles Jain, 
And thus Vip) jather did complain, 
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How fortunate an erd had Priam made, 

Amongſt his anceſtors a mighty ſhade, 

While Troy yet ſtood : when Hector, with the 
race 

Of royal baſtards, might his funeral grace: 

Amidit the tears of "Trojan dames inurn'd, 

And by his loyal daughters truly mourn'd ! 

Fad heaven ſo bleſt him, he had dy'd before 

The fatal fleet of Sparta Paris bore. 

Put matk what age produc'd; he liv'd to fee 

His town in flames, his falling monarchy ; 

n fine, the feeble ſire, reduc'd by fate, 

io chanye his ſcepire for a ſword, too late, 

His laſt off ort before Jove' s altar tries; 

A fiidicr half, and half a ſocrifice: 

Vals like an ox, that waits the coming blow; 

014 and unprofitable to the plough. 

At leaſt he dy'd a man; his queen ſurviv'd, 
To howl, and in a barking body liv'd. 

| haſten to our own; ner will relate 
Croat Mithridates, and rich Crefus' fate; 
Whom Solon wiſely counſel'd to attend 
The name of happy, till he knew his end, 

That Marius was an exile, that he fed, 

Ws tuen, in ruin'd Carthage beg'd his TY 

All thc ſe were owing to a life too long : 

{vr whom had Rome beheld ſo happy, young! 

High in his chariot, and with lautel crown'd, 

When he had led the Cimbriun captives round 

The Roman ſtreets ; deſcending ſrem his ſtate, 

In that bleſt hour he ſhould have bep*d his fate; 

Then, then, he might have dy'd of ail admir'd, 

And his triumphant ſoul with ſhouts expir'd. 
Campania, fortune's malice to prevent, 

To Pompey an indulgent favour ſent : 

But public prayers impos'd on heaven, to give 

Their much-lov'd leaner an unkind reprieve. 

The city's fate and his conſpir'd to fave 

The heal, reſerv'd for an Egyptian flave, 

C-the pus, though a traitor to the ſtate, 

And tortur'd, 'ſcap d this ignominions fate: 
Ard Sergius, who a bad cauſe bravely try'd, 
Alb oi a proce, and undiminiſh'd, dy'd. 

To Venus, the land mother makes a prayer, 
That all her fons and daughters may be fair : 
True, for the boys a mumblivg vow the ſends; 
Dut for the girls, the vaulted temple rends ; 
hey muſt be finiſh'd pieces: 'tis allow'd 
Diana's brouty made Latona proud: 

Ani plea&'d, to {ce the wondering people pray 
Jo the new. riſing cr of the day. 

ard y-t I vrretia's ſate would bar that vow: 
And tar Virgin: would her fate beſte 
On Rutila; and change her faule ſe make 
for the foul rumple ot her carperl-back. 

vt, for his mother's toy the beau, what rights 
Hi Ar by day, what arxwus nights: 
Form Jjoin'd with virtue, is a fight too rare ; 
(latte i is no epithet to luft with nir. 
8. *ppoſe the ſame traditionary ſ.rain 
Ui rigid manners, in the houſe Fe main; ; 
In; "erate truth, an old pin ain Sabinc's heart; 

"poſe that Nature, ton, has done her part; 
irt od into his ſoul a ſober grace. 

"ud bluſh's a modeſt blood into his ſace, 
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(For Nature is a better guardian far, 

Than faucy pedants, or dull tutors ate :) 

Yet ill the youth muſt ne'er en rive at man; 
(So nuch almighty bribes, anc preſents. car ;) 
Len with a parent, where pertuaſions fail, 
Muncy is impudert, and will prevail, 

We never heard of ſuch a tyrant king 
Who gelt a boy deform'd, to hear him ſing. 

Nor Nero, in his more luxuricus rage, 

E'er made a miltreſs of an ugly page: 

<porus, his ſpouſe, nor crooked was, nor lame, 
With mountain- back, and belly, from the game 
Crofs-barr'd : but both his ſexs well became. 
Go, boatt your Sprirgal, by his beauty curſt 
To ills; nor think I have ceciar'd the worſt ; 
His form procures him journey-work ; a ſtrife 
B-twixt town-madams, and the merchant's wife: 
Guets, when he undertakes this public war, 
What furious heaſts offended cuckolds are. 

Adulterers are with dangers raund hefet ; 
Born under Riars, they cannot ſcape the net; 
And frum revengelul huſbands oft have try'd 
Worte handling, than ſevereſt laws provide: 
One i#tabs; one e flaſhes; one, with cruel art, 
Makes Colon ſuffer for the peccant part. 

But your Frdymion, your ſmooth, ſmock'd- 

fac'd boy, 
UnrivaPd, ſhall a beauteous dame enjoy: 
Not fo : one more fallacions, rich, aud old, 
Outbids, and buys her pleaſure for her gold; 
Now he muſt moil, and drudge, ſor one he loaths; 
She keeps him high, in equipage and cloaths : 
She pawns her jewels, and her rich attire, 
And thinks the workman worthy of his hire: 
in all things elſe immoral, flingy, mean; 
But, in her luſts, a conſcionable quean, 

She may be handſome, yet be chaſte, you ſay; 

Good obſervator, not fo faſt away: 

Did it not cof! the modeſt youth his life, 

Who ſhuan'd th embraces of his father's wile ? 

And was not t other ſtrippling forc'd to fiy, 

Who coldly did his patron's queen deny; 

Ard pleaded laws cf hoſpitality ? 

The ladies charg'd them home, ard turn'd the tale, 

With name they redden'd, and with ſpite grew 
pale. 

is dangerous to de ny the longing dame; 

She loſes pity, who has loft her iname. 

Now Siſius wants thy countel, gives advice; 
Wed Cefar's wife, or die; the choice is nice. 
Her comet- eyes the darts on cvery grace; 

Ind takes a fatal liking to his face, 

Adorn'd with bridal pemp the fits in ate; 
he public notaries and Aruipex wait: 

The 2etial he is in ting garden dreſt: 

The portion paid, and every rite cẽ* need, 
Which in a Roman marriage is proteſt, 
is no ſtol'n wedding, this, req ling awe, 
She ſcorns to marry, but in ſerm of law: 
In this moor calc, your judgment: to refuſe, 
Is pref. nt death, beſides the night you Jote : 
If you conſent, 'ti> hardly worth your pain; 
A* ay or two of ayxions life you gain: 

"Til loud reports throngh al} the tan have paſt, 
And rexch the prince: ior cuckolds hear the Laſt. 
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Indulge thy pleaſare, youth, and take thy ſwing 
For not to take is but the iel ſame thing: 
Inevitable death before thee lies; 
But looks more kindiy through a lady's eyes. 
What then remains? Are we Cepriv'd of will, 
Muſt we not with, for fear of withing ** 4 
Receive my counſel, and fecurcly move 
Intruſt thy ſorture to the powers above. 
Leave them to manage for thee, and to grant 
What their uncrring wiſdem {ces thee wait ; 
In goodneſs, as in greatneſs, they excel; 
Ah, that we lov'd ourſelves but half fo well! 
We, blindly by eur headſtrong paſſion led, 
Are hot for action, and defire to wed; 
3 wiſh for heirs : but to the gods alone 
Cur ſuture  oftspring, and our wives, are known; 
Th' audacious trumpet, and ungracions ſcn. 
Yet not to rob the prieſts of picus gain, 
That'altars be not wholly built in vain; 
Forgive the gods the reſt, and ſtand copfir'd 
To health of body, and content of mind : 
A ſoul, that can ſ-curely death defy, 
And count it Nature's 5 privilege to die 
Serene and manly, harden'd to ſallain 
The load of life, and cxercis'd in pain: 
Guiltlfs of hate, and provi againit deſue; 
That all things w eighs, and nothin can admire. 
That garcs prefer the toils of Hercules 
To dalliance, banquet, and {gnoblc eaſe. 
The path to peace is Virtue : what I ſhow, 
Thyſelf may ſrecly on thyſelf beltow : 
Fortune was never worſhip d by the wiſe; 
wa ſet atoit by ſools, uſurps the Aries. 


THE 
SIXTEENTH SATIRE 
o 1 


I. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The poet, in this Hire, prom, that the comniliin of | i 
a ſoldier is much bitter than that of a countrymgn : 
firfl, becauſe a courtryman, However ofpronted, pro- 
ved. aud jiruck biwſe's, dare es no! firike a foinor ; 
aubo is only to be jucgin by a court martial: u ' by 
the law of Cumillcs, avbich thiliges him not to guar- 
el <rit5, ut the trenches, be i- alle efured to have a 
ſtetey bearing, und 7 ie Gift? b.: wrberras, the 
teu man or feafart i, drlayed in bis ſuit by fri- 

wolous fre! N and ſure Julie en be i, 
Ford ine court! The ſoldier 15 = 13 bee 20 
wake a woitl, and tn give OI) 5 le, a4 bb 44 
get an wor, 10 27 Sem be #%/ «without confeler ate 
1% e, a tage, or rule . d i: denied to 
ail otic” Romans, Tri: ſatire was titten ly 
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if it be wel! el ſer ved, you will find be intended an 
indect ive dg e ſtanding army. 


HAT vel prerogatives, my Gallus, are 
Accru:vg tothe mighty man of war! 
For, if into a jucky camp | light, 


Though raw in arms, aud yet afraid to ſight, 


Beſriend me, my good ſtars, and all goes right : : 

One liapp y hour is to a ſoldier better, 

Than mother juno's recommending letter, 

Or Venus, when to Mars ſhe would prefer 

My ſuit, and own the kindneſ- done to her. 
See what our common privileges are: 

As, firft, no ſaucy citizen ſhould dare 

To ſtrike a feldier, nur, when truck, reſcat 

The wrong, for fear of farther puniſhment : 

Not though his teeth are beaten out, his cyes e 

Hg by a liring, in bumps his ſorchead rie, 

Shall he prefſiime to mention his diſyrace, 

Or beg amends for his demolith'd face. 

A booed judge ſhall fir to try his caule, 

Not by the Rtatute, but by martial laws; 

Whict: old Camillus order'd, to confine 

_ braw!s of foldicrs to the trench and line ; 
A wile proviſion ; and from thence 'tis clear, 

That ofticers a ſoldicr's cauſe ſhould hear: 

And, taking copnizance of wrongs receiv'c, 

An hoveſt wan may hope to be rcliev'd. 

So for 'tis well: but with a general cry, 

The regiment will riſe in mutiuy, 

The freedom of their {cllow-rogue demand, 

Ard, if reſus'd, will threaten to diſband. 

Withdraw thy aCtion, and depart in peace; 

The remedy is werit than the diſcaſe: 

Luis canfe is worthy him, who in the hall 

Would for his fee, and for his client, bawl: 


thy own) 
VWou!'it thou, to run the ganntlet, theſe expoic 
i ro a whule company of hub-nail'd thoes ? 
ure the good-breedivg of wite citizens 
Shontd teach them more good-nature to their 
ſhine, 
B: ies, whom can.'ft th̃u think ſo much tl; 
friend, 
hg dares appear thy buſineſs to defend ? 
7 up thy tears, and pocket up th abulc, 
x, 1 29 tay friend to make 2 Had excuſe. 
e mdge eriss out, Your evidence produce. 
Wi in he, whe ſuw the ſoldier's mutton-fiſt, 
And ſaw thee maul'd appear within the liſt, 
To witnels truth? Whea | ſee one ſo brave, 
The dead, think J, ore rifen from the grave; 
And with their long ſpade beards, and mattes 
hair, 
Our honeſt anceſtors are come to take me air. 
Againſt a clown, with more ſecurity, 
A wine {s may be bronglit to ſwear a lye, 
than, though his evidence be full and fair, 
To vouch a truth z2gainſt a man of war, 
More bene fits remain, aud claim'd as rights, 
Which are a ſtanding army's perquiſites. 
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Put wouldſt thou, ſi icud, who haft two legs alone, 
(Which, heaven be prais'd, thou yet may'lt cal 
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uten by violence my fruitful grounds, tyrant Nero; and aims particularly at lin in moſt 
Or take the fac red land mark from my bounds, | of bis ſutires, For *e&bich reaſen, thoug h he was A 
Thuſe bounds, which with poſſoſſion and with Roman lu, bt, ant of a nee tune, he xvornld 


Prayer, appear in 45065 pr oly Tue but a b. 2 * Fee f, 2 wh 
Aud ofler'd cakes, have bren my annual care: <eriles for breed, ſta this, be breats inte the 
1 or if my debtors do not keep their day, bu inefs of the fil fatre ; which is bi to dry 
4 Deny their hands, and then refuſe to pay; ile poetry then in fuffion, ard the injudence of 
1 | muſt, with patience, all the terms attend, thoſe who were eadeavearing to F their [tuff uf or 
| Among the common cauſes that depend, the world. 
Ti mine is call'd ; and that long look'd-for day 
ill encumber'd with ſome new delay: 
Perhaps the cloth of ſtate is only bd R O0 LO 
eme of the quorum may be ſick a- bed; 5 
That judye is hot, and doffs his gown, while this TO THE 
er vight was howlſy, and goes out to piſs ; 
do many rubs appear, the time is gone FIRST SATIRE 
For hearing, and the tedious ſuit gots on: 
Put buff and bcit-men never know theſe cares, Never did on cleft P:ri.afſus dream, 
No time, nor trick of law their action bars: Nor taſte the ſacred Hcliconian ſtream; 
heir eauſe they to an eaſier iſſue put: Nor can remember when my brain, inſpir'd, 
: They will be heard, or they lug out, and cut. Vas, by the Muſes, into madneſs fir'd. 
Another branch of their xeverne ſtill . | My ſhare i in pale Fyrene I reſign; 
Remains, beyond their boundleſs right to kill, And claim no part in all the mighty Nine. 
Their lather, yet alive, impower'd to make a Statues, with winding ivy crown'd, belong 
will. To nobler poets, for a be ſong : 
For, what their proweſs gain'd, the law declares | Heedleſs of verſe, and hopeleſs of the crown, 
to themſelves alone, and to their heirs : Scarce half a wit, and more than half a clown, 
Ke ſhire of that goes back to the begetter, Before the ſhrine I lay my rugged numbers 
But if the ſon fights well, and plunders better, down. 
Like tout Coranns, his old ſhaking fire Who taught the parrot human notes to try, 
Docs a remembrance in his will deſire: Or with a voice endued the chattering pye ? 
Inquiſitive of fights, and longs in vain 'Twas witty want, fierce hunger to appeaſe: 
To ind him in the number of the flain : Want taught their maſters, and their maſters 
But {till he lives, and riſing by the war, thele, 
i.njoys his gains, and has enough to ſpare : Let gain, that gilded bait, be hung on high, 
For tis a noble general's prudent part The hungry witlings have it in their eye; 
> cheriſh valour, and reward deſert : Pyes, crows, and daws, poc tic preſents bring : 
„ Let him be daub'd with lace, live high, and | You fay they ſqueak ; but they will ſv car they 
| whore; ling, 


zometimes be louſy, but be never poor. 


ARGUMENT OF THE FIRST SATIRE. 
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add, tht ius lic alſo bad orators, who bevan 
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TUE 
FIRST SATIRE. 


In Dialogue betwixt the PoeT and his Frtexp or 
Mox1iroR, 


PcrsS1US. 


OW anxious are our cares, and yet how vain 
Tac bent of our delires ! 


: Friend. Thy ſpleen contain: 
For none will read thy ſatires. 


Perjins. This to me? 


Friend. None; or what's next to none, but two 
or three. 
Tis hard, I grant. 


Perſius. *Tis nothing; I can bear 
That paltry ſcribblers have the public ear : 
That this vall univerſal fool, the town, 
Should cry up Labeo's ſtuff, and cry me down, 
They damu themſelves; nor will my Muſe deſcend 
To clap with ſuch, who fools and knaves com- 
mend : 
Their ſmiles and cenſures are to me the ſame : 
I care not what they praiſe, or what they blame, 
In full aſſemblies let the crowd prevail: 
weigh no merit by the common ſcale. 
The conſcience is the teſt of every mind; 
« Seek not thyſelſ, without thyſelf, to find.” 
But where's that Roman ?—Somewhat | would 
ſay, . 
But fear . fear, for once, to truth give way. 
Truth lends the Stoick courage: when 1 look 
On human acts, and read in Nature's bock, 
From the firſt paſtimes of our infant age, 
To cider cares, and man's ſevcrer page; 
When ſtern as tutors, and as uncles hard, 
We laſh the pupil, aud defraud the ward: 
Then, then | jay, —er would ſay, it 1 durſt—- 
But thus provok'd, i mult ſpeak out, or bur. 


Friend. Once more ſfo;bcar. 


Perfas. | cannot rule my ſpleen ; 

My ſcorn rebels, and tickles me within. 

Firſt, to begin at home: our authors write 
In lonely rooms, fzcur'd from public fight ; 
Whether in proſe, or verſe, 'tis ali the fame : 
The proſe is ſuſtian, and the nun.bers lame. 
All noiſe, and empty pomp. a ſtorm of words, 
Labouring with found, that little ſenſe aſtords. 
They comb, and then they order every hair: 
A gown, or white, or ſcour'd to whiteue!s, 

wear : 

A birth - day jewel bobbing at their ear. 
Nut, gargle well their thiozts, and thus prepar'd, 
they mount, a God's une, to be ſcen aud heard, 
From their high ſcaffold, with & trumpet check, 
And ogling all their audience ere-they fhcak. 
he nauſcous nobl-'s, ev'n the chick of Kone, 
With gaping mouths to theſe rehearſalscume, 
Aud paut with pleature, when fowe lu line 
be arrow pierces, and invades te dune. 
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At open fulſome bawdry they rejoice, 

And ſlimy jeſt applaud with broken voice, 

Baſe proſtitute, thus doſt thou gain thy bread ? 
Thus doſt thou feed their cars, and thus art fed ? 
At his own filthy ſtuiT he grins and brays: 

And gives the ſign where he-expeRs their praile, 

Why have 1 Ilcaru'd, fay'it thou, if, thus con- 

ſin'd, 
[ choke the noble vigour of my mind? 
Know, my wild fig-trec, which in rocks is bred, 
Will ſplit the quarry, and ſhoot out the head. 
Fine fruits of learning! old ambitious fool, 
Dar'ſt thou apply that adage of the ſchool : 
As If 'tis nothing worth twat lies conceal'd, 
And “ ſcience is not ſcience tilt reveal'd ?” 
Oh, but 'tis brave to be admir'd, to ſce 
Ihe crowd, with pointing fingers, cry, That's 

ez 

That's he whoſe wondrous poem is become 
A lecture for the noble youth of Rome! 
Who, by their fathers, is at feaſts rerown'd ; 
and often quoted when the bowls go round, 
Full gorg'd and fiuf'd, they wantonly rehcarſe; 
And add to wing the luxury of verſe. 
One, clad it; purple, not to loſe his time, 
Eats, and recites ſome lantentable rhyme : 
Some fenſclefſs Phillis, in a broken note, 
Snuffling at nuſe, and croaking in his throat: 
Then gractcuily the mellow audience nod : 
ls not th' immortal author made a God? 
Are not his manes bleſt, ſuch praiſe to have ? 
Lies not the turſ more lightly on his grave? 
And roſcs (while his loud applauſe they ſing) 
Stand ready from his ſepulchre to ſpring ? 

All thete, you cry, but light objeRions are 
Mere malice, and you drive the jeſt too far. 
For does there breathe a man, who can reject 
A general tame, and his own lines neglect ? 
ln cedar tablets worthy to appear, 

That need not fiſh, or frankincenſe, to ſear ? 

Thou, whom I make the adverſe part, to 

beer, 
Be anſwer'd thus : If I by chance ſucceed 
in what | write, (and that's a chance indeed) 
Know, I am not fo ſtupid, or fo hard, 
Not to feel praiic, or fame's deſerv'd reward: 
Bat this | cannot grant, that thy applauſe 
Is my work's ultimite, or only cauſe. 
Prudence can ncer propole fo mean a prize 
ror mark what vanity within it lies. 
Like Labeo's Iiiads, in whoſe veric is found 
Nothing but trilling care, and empty ſound ; 
Such lictle elegics as nobles write, 
Who would be pocts, in Apollo's ſypite. 
| hem and their wocful works the Mule defies ; 
Produds of citron-beds, and golden caught. 
To give thee all thy duc, thou haſt the heart 
To make @ ſupper, with a fine d: flert : 
An to thy thread-bare tciend, a cait old ſuit 
Tat ror 
Thus brib'd, thou thus befpenk'ft him, Tell me 
friend, 
(For l love truth, nor can plain ſpeech offend,) 
What ſays the: world of me and of ray Mule ? 
The peer date nothing tell but flatteriug news + 


But hall 1 ſpeak? Thy verſe is wretched rhyme; 
And all thy labouts are but Joſs of time. 

Thy ſtruttiag belly foells, thy paunch is high; 
Thou writ'tt not, bur thou piiſeft poetry. 


All authors to their own defects are blind; 
Hadi! thou but, Janus like, a face behind, 
Jo ſee the people, what ſplay-mouths they make; 
To mark their fingers, pointed at thy back: 
Their tongues loll'd out, a foot beyond the pitch, 
When mold a-thirſt of an Apulian bitch: 
But noble ſcribblers are with flattery fed; 
For none dare find their fauits, who eat their 

bread, 

To paſs the poets of patrician blood, 
What is 't the common reader takes for good? 
The verſe in ſaſhion is, when numbers flow, 
Soſt without ſenſe, and without ſpirit flow: 
do {mouth and equal, that no fight can find 
The rivet, where the poliſh'd piece was join'd. 
So even all, with ſuch a ſteady view, 
As if he ſhut one eye to level true. 
Whether the vulgar vice his ſatire ſtings, 
The people's riots, or the rage of kings, 
The gentle poet is alike in all; 
His reader hopes to riſe, and ſears no fall. 


Fiiend. Hourly we ſee, ſome raw pin-feather'd 
thing 
Attempt to mount, and fights and heroes ſing; 
Who, for falſe quantities, was whipt at ſchool 
But t' other day, and breaking grammar-rule, 
Whoſe trivial art was never try'd above 
The brave deſcription of a native grove : 
Who knows nut how to praiſe the country ſtore, 
The feaſts, the baſkets, nor the fatted boar ; 
Nor paint the flowery ſields that paint them- 
ſelves before. 
Where Romulus was bred, and Quintius born, 
Whute ſhining plenghſhore was in furrows worn, 
Met by his trembling wife, returning home, 
And ruſtically joy'd, as chief of Rome : 
She wip'd the ſweat from the dictator's brow ; 
And o'er his back his robe &:d ruwleiy throw } 
The lictors hore in ſtate their lord's triumphant \ 
plough. 
Some love to hear the ſuſt ian pot roar ; 
And ſome on antiquated authors pore : 
Rummage for ſenſe; and think thoſe only good 
Who labour moſt, and traſt arc underſtood. 
When thou ſhalt ſee the blear-cy'd fathers teach 
Their ſons, this harſh and mouldy fort of pech; 
Ur others, new affected ways to try, 
Ot wanton ſmoothneſs, female poctry; 
One would enquire from whence this motly ſtile 
Did firlt our Roman purity defile : 
For our old dotards cannot keep their ſeat; 
Put leap and catch at all that's obſolete. 
Others, by fooliſh oitentation led, 
Win call'd before the bar, to ſave their head, 
Bring trifling tropes, inſtead of ſolid ſeuſe: 
And mind their figures more than their defence, 
Are pleas'd to hear their thick-fKull'd judges cry, 
Well mov'd, oh finely ſaid, and decently : 
Treft (fays th* accuſer) to thy charge | lay, 
0 Pedius ; what does gentle Pedius ay ? 


SkYDrnnNnt 


$S POEM $% 471 

Studious to pleaſe the genius of the times, 

Wita periods, points, and tropes, he flurs his 
crimes : 

He robb'd nut, but he borrow'd from the poor; 

* And took but with intention to reſtore.” 

He lards with flouriſhes his long harangue 

'Tis fine, ſay'ſt thou; what, to be prais'd, and 
hang ? 

Eff-minate Roman, ſhall ſuch Ruff prevail 

Lo tickle thee, and make thee wag thy tail? 

Say, ſhonld a ſhipwreck'd ſailor ſing his woe, 

Would'ſt thou be mov'd to pity, or beftow 

An alms? What's more prepoſterous than to ſee 

A merry beggar? Mirth in Miſery ? 


Perfius. He ſeems a trap, for charity, to lay: 
And cons, by night, his leſſon for the day. 


Friend, But to raw numbers, and unfiuiſh'd verſe, 
Sweet ſound is added now, to make it terſe : 
© Tts tagg'd with rhyme, like Berecynthian Atys, 
* The mid-part chimes with art, which never 

flut 1s. 
* The dolphin brave, that cuts the liquid wave, 
Or he who in his line, can chine the long - ribb'd 
« Apennine.“ 


Perſius, All this is doggrel tuff. 


Friend. What if I bring 
A nobler verſe? “ Arms and the man I fing.“ 


Perfius, Why name you Virgil with ſuch fops 
as theſe? 
He's truly great, and muſt for ever pleaſe: 
Nor fierce, but awſul, in his manly page; 
Bold in his ſtrength, but ſuber in his rage. 


Friend What poems think you ſoft ? and to be 
read 
With languiſhing regards, and bended head ? 


Perfias. © Their crooked horns the Mimallo- 
nian crew 
© With blaſts infpir'! ; and Paſſaris who flew 
The ſceruful ca'f, with word advanc'd on high, 
Made from his neck his heughty head to fly. 
* And Manas, when wich ivy bridles bonnd, 
She led the ſpotted lynx, then Evion rung a- 
round; 
Evion from woods and floods repairing echo's 
„ ſound.” 
Could ſuch rude lines a Raman mouth become, 
Were any manly greatnefs left in Rome? 
Manas and Atys in the mouth were bred; 
And never hatch'd within the labouring head: 
No blood from bitten nails thoſe poems drew: 
But churn'd, like ſpittle, from the lips they fl-w. 


Friend, *Tis fuſtian all; 'tis execrably bad; 
But ii they will be fools, muft you be mad? 
Your fatires, let me tell you, arr tco fierce; 
The great will never bear fo blunt a verſe. 
Their doors are barr'd »g1ir.it a bitter flout : 
Suarl, if you pleaſe, but you ſhall faxrl without. 
Expect ſuch pay as raihng rhymes deſerve, 

Y' are ina very hopeful way to ſtarve. 


Perc. Rather than fo, uncenſur'd let them be; 
All, is admirably well, for me. 


| 
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My harmleſs rhyme ſhall "ſcape the dire diſgrace 

Ot common ſhores, and every pi{itng-place. 

Two painted ſerpents ſhall, on Righ, appear ; 

*Cis holy ground; you mult not urine here. 

This ſhail be writ to fright the fry away, 

Who draw their little baubles, when they play. 

Vet old Lucilius never fear'd the times, 

But laſh'd the city, and diſſected crimes. 

Matius and Lupus both by name he brought; 

He mouthk'd them, and betwixt his grinders 
caught. 

Unlike in method, with conceal'd deſign, 

Did crafty Horace his low numbers join: 

And, with a dy infinuating gracc, 

1.augh'd at his friend, and look'd him in the face. 

Would raiſe a bluih, where ſecret vice he found; 

And tickle, while he gently prob'd the wourd, 

With ſceming innocence the crowd beguil'd ; 

But made the deſperate paſſes when he ſmil'd. 


Could he do this, and is my Muſe control d 
Py ſervile awe ? Born free, aud nut be bold? 
At leaſt, I'll dig a hole within the ground; 
And to the truity earth commit the ſound : 
The resds ſnall tell you what the poct fears, 

% King Midas has a ſnout, and aſſes cars.“ 

This mean conceit, this darling myſtery, 

Which thou think'it nothing, friend, thou ſhalt 
not buy, 

Nor will 1 change for all the flaſhy wit, 

"That flattering Libeo, in his lliads, writ. 

Thou, if there be a thou in this bald town, 

Who dares, with angry Eupolts, to frown ; 

He, who, with bold Cratinus, is inſpir'd 

With zeal, and equal indiguation fir'd : 

Who, at enormous villainy, turns pale, 

And ſteers againſt it with a full-blown fail, 

Like Ariſtophanes, let him but ſmile 

Ou this my honelt work, though writ in homely 
ſtile: ; 

And if two lines or three in all the vein 

Appear leſs druiſy, rcad thoie lings again, 

May they perform their author's juſt intent, 

Glow in thy ears, aud in thy breaſt ferment. 

But from the reading of my book and me, 

Be far, ye foes uf virtuous poverty: 

Who Fortune's fault upon the poor can throw ; 

Point at the tatter'd coat, and ragged ſhoe : 

Lay Nature's failings te their charge, and jeer 

Ihe dim weak ceye-ſight, when the mind is clcar, 

When thou thyſelf, thus inſolent in ſlate, 

Art but, perhaps, ſome country magiſtrate : 

Whoſe power extends no farther than to ſpeak 

Biy on the bench, and ſcanty weights to break, 


Him alſo, for my cenſor I diſdain, 
Who thinks all ſcience, as all virtue, vain; 
V.'ho counts geometry, and numbers, toys; 
Aud, wich his foot, the ſacred duſt deſtroys: 
VM hoſe pleaſure is to fee a firunzpet tear 
A Cynick's beard, and lug him by the hair. 
Such, all the morning, to the pleadings run; 
But when the buſineſs of the day is done, 
Ou dier, aud drink, and drabs, they ſpend their 3 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


This fatire contains a mo} grave and Philofopbical ar- 
gument, concerning prayers and wiſhes, Undouli- 
edly it -4ve occaſion to Fuveral's tenth ſulire; and 
both of them had their original from one of Plato's 
dialogues, culled the “ Second Alciviales.” Our 
author has induced it with great myſtery of art, by 
taking his riſe from the birti-duy of his friend; ©: 
which vccaftons, prayers were made, and farifccrs 
offered by the nutive, Perſius, commeading th: Pu- 
rily of his friend's vo, deſcends to the impious and 
immoral requeſts of nihers. The ſatire is divided into 
three parts : the firſt. is the exordium to Micr inis, 
which the poet confines within the compaſs of f.ur 
verſes, The ſecond relates to ihe matter of the prays 
ers and vous, and an enumeretion of thoſe klin, 
wherein men commonly ſinned againſt right rie, 
andofſendcd in their requeſls., The Aird par! con 
fis in ſeexving the repu;ynances of thoſe prayers aid 
wiſhes, to thoſe of other men, and incon{iflencies c 
themſ:lves, He ſbe tes the original of theſe vous, 
and fparply inveighs againſt them und lafily, vt 
only cos recti the falſe opinion of manlind concerning 
them, but gives the true doctrine of oll adreq ade 
to beaven, and Low they may bs made dec ul 10 
the Potters aloe, in excellent precepts, du mor-? 
worthy of a Coriſtian than à Heathen, 


THE SECOND SATIRE. 


Dedicated to his friend PLotivs Mackixus, on 


his B:xrn-Day. 


ET this auſpicions morning be expreſt 
With a wiite ſtone, diftinguith'd from the 
reſt: 
White as thy fame, and as thy honour clear; 
And let new joys attend on thy new added yur. 
Indulge thy genius, and o'erdow thy ſoul, 
Till thy wit fparkle, like the chearful bore], 
Pray ; for thy prayers the teſt of heaven will 
eur; 
Nor need'ſt thou take the Gods aſide, to hear: 
While others, ev'n the mighty men of Kome, 
Big ſwell'd with miſchief, to the temples come; 
And ia low murmurs, and with coſtly ſmoke, 
Heaven's help, to proſper their black vows, in- 
voke. 
So boldly to the Gods mankind reveal 
What from each other they, for ſhame, conceal. 
Give me yood fatne, ye Powers, and make me 
juſt; 
Thus much the rogue to public cars will truſt : 
In private, then !— When wilt thou, mighty oss, 
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Or-—O thou Thunderer's fon, great Hercules, 

That once thy bour:teous Deity would ple afe 

To guide my rake, wpvn the chinkirg found 

Of tome valt treaſure, hidden under ground! 
Q were my pupil faicly knock of th' heady 

| ſhould poſl<ls th” eſtate, if he were dead! 

He's ſo far gone with rickets, and with tl!” evil, 

That one ſmall doſe will ſend him to the devil. 


This is my neighbour Nerius's third ſpouſe, 
Of whom in happy time he rids his houſe. 
But my eternal wife Grant heaven l may 
Survive to fee the fellow of this day! 
Thus, that thou may'lt the better bring about 
Thy wiſhes, thou art wickedly devout : 
In 'yber ducking thrice, by break cf day, 
To waſh th' obſcenities of night away. 
But pr'ychee tell me, (tis a ſmall requeſt) 
With what ill thoughts of Jove art thou poſſeſt? 
Would'it thou prefer him to ſome man? Suppoſe 
I dipp'd among the worlt, and Statius choſe ? 
Which of the two would thy wiſe head declare 
The ſtruſtier tutor to an erphan-heir ? 
Or, put it thus: —Unfold to Statzus, ſtraight, 
What to Jove's eat thou didſt impart of late ; 
Hell Rare, and, O goud Jupiter! will cry; 
Canſt thou indulge him in this villainy ! 
And think'ſt thou, Jove himſclf, with patience 

then 

Can hear a prayer condemn'd by wicked men? 
That, void of care, he lolls ſupiue in ſtate, 
And leaves his buſineſs to he done by fate ? 
Becauſe his thunder ſplits ſome burley-tree, 
Ard is not darted at thy houſe aud thee ? 
Or that his vengeance falls not at the time, 
Just at the perpctration of thy crime: 
And makes thee a ſad object of our eyes, 
Fit for Ergenna's prayer and ſacrifice ? 
Whit well-ſed offering to appeaſe the God, 
hat powerful preſent to procure a nod, 
Hait thou in ftore ? What bribe haft thou prepar'd, 
To pull him, thus unpuniſh'd, by the bears ? 


Our ſuperſtitions with our lite begin: 
I obſcene old grandam, or the next of kin, 
The neve- burn infant from the cradle takes, 
And beſt of ſpittle a luſtration makes: 
Jon in the ſpawl her middle finger dips, 
Auonts the temples, torchead, and the lips, 
Pretenuing force of magic to prevent, 
By virtue of her naſty excrement. 
Len dandles him with many a mutter'd prayer 
Thet heaven would make him ſome rich miſer', 
heir, 
to ladies, and in time a king; 
nien to enſute, the adds a length of navel- 
ſtring. 
Pat ao lend nurſe is fit to make a prayer: 
And {ove, if Jove be wiſe, will never hear; 
Not tacugh he prays in white, with lifted hands: 
A bee made of brafs the crane demands 
For her 0% d nurſling, ſtrung with nerves of 
wire, 
Nugh to the laſt, and 
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Cuppoſe they were indulgent to thy wiſh: 
Yet the fat entrails, in the ſpacious d:{h, 
Would ſtop the grant: the very over-care 
And nauſeous pomp, would hinder half the 
prayer. 
Theu hup'ft with ſacrifice of oxen flain 
To compaſo wealth, and hribe the God of gain, 
To give thee flocks and herds, with large increaſe; 
Fool! to expect them from a bullock's greaſe! 
Aud think'it that, when the fatten'd flames aſe 
pire, 
Thou ſeeſt the accompliſhment of thy dehire ! 
Now, now, my bearded harveſt gilds the plain, 
The ſcanty folds can ſcarce my ſheep contain, 
And ſhowers of gold come pouring in amain ! 
Thus creams the wretch, and vainly thus dreams 


wal 
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on, 
Till his lank purſe declares his money gone. 
Should | preſent them with rage ſigur'd plate, 

Or gold as rich in workmanſhip as weight; 

O how thy riling heart would throb and beat, 

And thy left fide, with trembling pleaſure, ſweat! 

Thou meaſur'ſt by thyſ-If the Powers Divine; 

The Gods are burnith'd gold, and ſilver is their 
thrine. 

Thy puny Godlings of inferior race, 

Whoſe humble ſtatues are content with brafs, 

Should ſome of theſe, in viſions purg'd from 
phlegm, 

Foretel events, or in a morning dream; 

Ev'n thoſe theu would'ſt in veueration hold; 

And, if not faces, give them beards of gold. 

The pricfts iu temples, now no longer care 

For Saturn's braſs, or Numa's earthen ware; 

Or veſtal urns, in each religious rite: 

This wicked goid has put them all to flight. 

O ſouls, in whom no heavenly fire is found, 

Fat minds, am! ever groveling on the ground! 

We bring our manners to the bleſt abodes, 

And think what plcaſes us mult pleaſe the Gods. 

Of oil and caflia one th' ingredients takes, 

And, of the mixtnre, a rich ointment makes : 

Another ſiuds the way to dye in grain; 

And makes Calabrian wool receive the Tyrian 
ain; 

Or from the ſhells their orient treaſure takes, 

Or, for their golden orc, in 1ivers rakes; 

Then melts the maſs : all theſe are vanities ! 

Vet till ſome profit from their pains may riſe : 

Fut tell me, prieſt, if | may be ſo bold, 

Whot are the Gods the better for this gold? 

"The wretch that offers from bis wealthy ſtore 

Theſe preſents, bribes the powers to give him 
mote: / : 

As m1ids to Venus offer Þiby-toys, 

To blels the marriage by with girls and boys. 

But let us for the Gods a p+tr prepare, 

Which the great man's great charges cannct 
bear : ; 

A ſyul, where laws both human and divine, 

In praQice more than ſpeculation nine: 

A genuine virtue, of a vixorous kind, 

Pure in the laſt receilcs of the mind: 

When with ſuch ofierings to the Gods come, 

A cake, thus given, ts worih à hecatomb, 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


Our author has made tevo ſatires concerning ſludy ; the 
firſt and the third : the firſt related to men ; this to 
young ſtudents, whom he dgſired to be educated in the 
ftoick philoſopby : be himſelf ſuſtains the perſon of 
the mafler, or preceptor, in this admirable ſatire ; 
where he upbraids the youth of ſloth, and negligence 
in learning. Yet he begins with one ſcholar re- 
Proaching bis fellow:-ſludents with late riſing to their 
books. Aﬀter which be takes upon him the other 
fort of the teacher. And addr:ſing bimſelf parti- 
 eularly to young noblemen, tells them, that by reaſon 
F their bigh birth, and the great poſſeſſions of their 
Fathers, they are careleſs of adorning their minds 
avith precepts of moral philoſophy : and woithal, in- 
culcates to them the miſeries which will attend them 
in the ⁊rbole courſe of their life, if they do not apply 
ther:ſelves betimes to the Inowwledge of virtue, and 
ihe end of their creation, which be patbetically inſi- 
nuate: to them. The title of this ſatire, in ſome an- 
cient ananuſcripts, as The Reproach of Idlenefs ;** 
though in others of the ſcholiafls it is inſcribed, 
« Apgainf the Luxury and Vices of the Rich.” In 
beth of which the intention of the poet is purſued ; 
but principally in the former. 


[I remember I tranſlated this ſatire when I was 
a King's ſcholar at Weſtminſter-ſchool, for a 
Thurſday night's exerciſe; and believe that 
it, id maay other of my exerciſes of this 
nature, in Engliſh verſe, are ſtill in the hands 
of my learned maſter, the revcrend Doctor 
Buſby.] 


Breaks in at cvery chink: the cattle run 
To ſhades, and novn-tide rays of ſummer ſhun, 
Yet plung'd in floth we lie; and ſnore ſupine, 
As fill'd with fumes of indigeſted wine. 

This grave advice ſome ſober ſtudent bears; 
And loudly rings it in his fellow's ears. 
The yawning youth, ſcarce half awake, eſſays 
His lazy limbs d do head to raile : 
Then rubs his gummy eyes, and ſerubs his pate; 
And cries, | thought it had not been ſo late: 
My cloaths make haſte: why then! if none be 

near, 

He mutters firſt, and then begins to ſwear : 
And brays aloud, with a more clamorous note, 
Than an Arcadcian aſs can ſtretch his throat. 

With much adn, his book before him laid, 
And parchment with the ſmoother ſide diſplay'd; 
He takes the papers; lays them down again 
And, with uuwilling fingers, tries the pen: 


8 this thy daily courſe? The glaring ſun 


Scme preeviſh quarrel {ſtraight he ſtrives to pick; | 


His quail writes double, or Eis ink's tou thick; 
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luſuſe more water; now tis grown ſo thin 
It ſinks, nor can the characters he ſeen. 

O wretch, and ſtill more wretched every day! 

Are mortals born to ſlecp their lives away? 

Go back to what thy infancy began, 

Thou who wert never meant to be a man: 

Eat pap and ſpoon-meat ; for thy gewgaws cry: 

Be ſullen, and refuſe the lullaby. 

No more accuſe thy pen : but charge the crime 

On native ſloth, and negligence of time. 

Think'ſt thou thy maſter, or thy friends, to 
cheat ? 

Fool, tis thyſelf, and that's a worſe deceit, 

Beware the public laughter of the town ; 

Thou ſpring'ſt a leak already in thy crown. 

A flaw is in thy ill-bak'd veſſel found ; 

"Tis hollow, and returns a jarring ſound. 

Vet, thy moiſt clay is pliant to command; 
Unwrought, and caſy to the potter's hand: 
Now take the mold ; now bend thy mind to feel 
The firſt ſharp motions of the forming wheel. 

But thou haſt land; a country- ſcat, ſecure 
By a juſt title; coſtly ſurniture 
A fuming-pan thy Lares to appeaſe : 

What need of learning, when a man's at eaſe ? 
If this be not enough to ſwell thy foul, 

Then pleaſe thy pride, and ſearch the herald's roll, 
Where thou fhalt find thy famous pedigree, 
Drawn from the root of ſome old Tuſcan ne 
And thou, a thouſand off, a fool of long degree. 
Who, clad in purple, canſt thy cenſor greet ; 
Ang, loudly, call him couſin, in the ſtreet, 

Such pageantry be to the people ſhown : 
There boaſt they horſe's trappings, and thy own: 
| know thee to thy bottom; from within 
Thy ihallow center, to the utmoſt ſkin : 

Doſt thou not dlufh to live ſo like a beaſt, 

So trim, ſo diflojute, ſo looſely drefſt ? 

But 'tis in vain: the wretch is drench'd too 

deep; 

His ſoul is ſtupid, and his heart aſleep; 

Fatten'd in vice; fo callous, and fo groſs, 

He fins, and ſees not; ſenſeleſs of his loſs. 

Down goes the wretch at once, unſkill'd to ſwim, 

Hopeleſs to bubble up, and reach the water's 
brim. 

Great Father of the Gods, when, for our 

crimes, 

Thou fend'ſt ſome heavy judgment on the times; 

Some tyrant-king, the terror of his age, 

The type, and true vicegerent of thy rage; 

Thus puniſh him: ſet virtue in his light, 

With all her charms adorn'd, with all her graces 
bright + 

But ſet her diſtant, make him pale to ſce 

Nis gains outweigh'd by loſt felicity! 

Sicilian tortures, and the brazen bull, 
Are emblems, rather than expreſs the full 


Of what he feels: yet what he feels is more : 
The wretch, who ſitting at his plenteous board, 
Look'd up, and view'd on high the pointed ſword 
Hang o'er his head, and hanging by a twine, 
Did with leſs dread, and more ſecurely dine. 
Ev'n in his ſleep he ſtarts, and ſears the knile, 
Aud, trembling, in his arnis takes his accomplite 
Wik; ; 
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Down, down, he goes; and from his darling friend To whom the Marſians more proviſion ſend, 
Conceals the woes his guilty dreams portend. Thar he and al! his family can ſpend. 
When 1 was young, I, like a lazy fool, Gammons, that give a reliſh to the taſte, 
Would blear my eyes with oil, toſtzv from ſchool: | And petced fowl, ind fiſh, come in fo faſt, 
Averſe ſrem pains, and loath to learn the part That ere the firlt is out, the ſecond ſtinks: 
Of Cato, dying with a dauntlels heart: | And mouidy mother gathers on the drinks. 


Though much my maſter, that ſtern virtue prais'd, | But, here, lome captain of the land or fleet, 
Which o'er the vanquiſher the vanguiſh'd rais'd : Stout of his hands, but of + ſoldicr's wit; 

And my pleas'd father came, with pride, toſee | Cries, I have ſenſe to ſerve my turn, in ſtore; 
His boy defend the Roman liberty. And he's a raſcal who yr-rends to more, 


But then my ſtudy was to cog the dice, Dammee, whate'er thoſe book-lcarn'd blockheads 
And dextrouſly to throw the lucky ſice: ſay, 
To ſhun ames-ace, that ſwept my takes away; Solon's the veryeſt fool in all the play. 
And watclhi the box, for ſear they ſhould come | Tov heavy crones, and always looking down, 
Falſe bones, and put upon me in the play. (As over-hahlaſted within the crown !) 
Carcful, beſides, the whirling top to whip, Muttering betwixt their lips ſome myſtic thing, 
Aud drive her giddy, till the fell alleep. Which, wel exainin'd, is flat conjuring, 

Thy years are ripe, nor 2:t thou yet to learn Meer madmeu's dreams; for what the ſchools 
What's good or ill, aud beth their ends diſcern ; have tauglit, 
Thou in the ſtoick-porch, ſeverely bred, Is only this, chat nothing can be brought 
Haſt heard the dogmas of great Zeno read: From nothing; and, what is, can ne'er be 
There on the walls, by Polygnotus' hand, turu'd to nought. 


The conquer'd Medians in trunk - breeches ſtand, | Is it for this they ſtudy? to grow pale, 
Where the ſhorn youth to midnight lectures riſe, | And mits the plcaſures of a glorious meal? 


Rgnz'd from thieu flumbers to be early wiſe : For this, in rags accouter'd, are they ſeen, 
Where the coarſe cake, and homely hulks of | And made the may-gome of the public ſpleen ? 
beans, Proceed, my friend, and rail; but hear me tell 


From pampering riot the young ſtomach weans : | A ſtory, which is juſt thy parallel. 

And where the Samian Y directs thy ſteps to run A ſpark, like thee, of the man-killing trade, 

To Virtue's narrow ſteep, and broad-way Vice to | Fell ſick, and thus to his phy fician ſaid : 
ſhun. Methinks ] am not right in every part; 

And yet thou ſnor'ſt ; thou draw'ſt thy drunken | | feel a kind of trembling at my heart: 
breath, My pulſe unegual, and my breath is ſtrong ; 

Sour with debauch ; and fleep'ſt the ileep of death: Beſides a filthy fur upon my tongue. 

Thy chaps are fallen, and thy frame disjoin'd; The doctor heard him, excrcis'd his ſill : 


Thy body 1s diffolv'd, as 1s thy mind. And, aſter, bid him for four days be ſtill. 

lin thon not, yet, propos'd ſome certain end, | "Three days he took good counſel, and began 
T: ich thy life, thy every act, may tend? To mend, and look like a recovering man: 
Hi: au no mark, at which to bend thy bow? The fourth, he could not hold from drink; but 
re « boy purſueſt the carrion crow ſends 
Winr-1-ts, and with ſtones, from tree to tree: | His boy to one of his old truſty friends: 
Avis tol, and liv'ſt extempore 7 Adjuring him, by all the powers divine, 
Wn -!- diſcaſe in time: for, when within To pity his diſtreſs, who could not dine 
I rages, and extends the ſkin, Without a laggon of his healing wine, | 
In vain tor Hellebore the patient cries, He drinks a {willing draught; and, lin'd within, 
And ſees the doctor; but too late is wiſe : Wal ſupple in the bath his outward ſkig: 
Too late, for cure, he proflers half his wealth; Whom ſhou!d he find but his phyſician there, 
Conqueſt and Guibbons cannot give him heaith. Who, wiſely, bade him once again beware. 
Learn, wretches, learn the motions of the mind, Sir, you look wan, you hardly draw your breath ; 
Why you were made, for what you were de- [( Drinking is dangerous, and the bath is death. 

ſign'd; is nothing, ſays the fool : but, ſays the friend, 

And the great moral end cf human kind, This nothing, Sir, will bring you to your end. 
Study thyſcif ; what rank or what degree Do | not fee your dropſy belly ſwell ? 
The wiſe Creator has ordain'd fur thee : Your yellow {kin ?—No more of that; I'm well. 


And all the oſſices of that eſtate I have alrcady bury'd two or three 
Perform ; and with thy prudence guide thy fate. | That ſtood betwixt a fair eſtate and me, 


Pray juſtly, to be heard: nor more d<fire And, doctor, I may live to hury thee. | 
Than what the decencies of life require. Thou tell'it me, 1 look ill; and thou look't 
Learn what thou ow'ſt thy country, and thy | _ worle. 
friend ; ; I've done, ſays the phyſician ; take your courſe. 

What's requiſite to ſpare, and what to ſpend : Ihe laughing ſot, like all unthinking men, 
Learn this; and after, envy not the ſtore Bathes and gets drunk; then bathes and drinks 
Ot the greas'd advocate, that grinds the poor: again; 
fat fees fram the defended Umbrian draws; His throat helf throttled with corrupted phlegm, 

only gains the wealthy client's cauſe, And breathing through his jaws a belching ſteam : 
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Amidſt his cups with fainting ſhivering ſeiz'd, 
His limbs disjointed, and all c'er diſeas'd, | 
His hand rcfuſcs to ſuſtain the bowl: 
And his tceth chatter, and his eye-balls roll: ; 
Till, with his meat he vomits out his ſoul : 
Then rrumpets, torches, and a tedious crew W 
Of hireling mourners, for bis funcral due. 
Our dear departed brother lies in ſtate, 
His hec's ſtretch'd out, and printed to the gate: | 
od flaves, now manumiz'd, on their dead 
maſter wait. | 
They hoiſt lum on the bier, and deal the dole: 
Aud there's an end of a luxvrious fool. 
But what's thy ſulſome parable to me? 
Ny boy is from all diſeaſes free : 
Wy temperate pulſe does regularly beat; 
Feel, and be ſatisfy'd, my hands and fret ; { 
I hefe are not cold, nor thoſe oppreſt with heat. 
O: !ay.thy hand upon my naked heart, 
Ard thou ſhalt find me hele in every part. 
I grant this true: but, ſtill, the deadly wournd 
Is in thy ſoul; 'tis there thou art not {-und. 
Bay, when thou ſeeſc a heap of tempting gold, 
Or a more tempting har lot doſt behold ; 
Then, when ſhe caſts on thee a ſide-long glance, 
Then try thy heart, and tell me if it dance. 
Some coarſe cold ſallad is before thee ſect; 
Bre ad with the bran, perhaps, and broken meat; 
Fall en, and try thy sppetite to cat. - 
Theſe arc not diſhes for thy dainty tooth: 
What, haſt thou got an ulcer in thy mouth; 
Why ſtand'ſt thou picking ? le thy pallet ſore? 
That bete and radiſhes will make thee roar ? 
Such is th' uncqual temper of thy mind; 
Thy paſlions in exiremes, and unconfin'd: 
'J'by hair ſo briſtles wi;h unmanly fears, 
As ficlds of corn, that riſe in bearded cars. 
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ext cu, wwhile be was reſtrained by the counſels vn 
authority of. Seneca. Lucan has not ſpared him in 
the poem of bis Pharſalia ; for his very compliment 
booked ofquint as ⁊v . as Nero, Perſius has been 
belder, but with gaution likexwife, For bere, in the 
perſon of young Al:ibiades, he arraigns his ambi. 
tion of meddling with flate-afairs, without Judge 
ment or exprrience, It is probably that he mates 
Seneca, in this fetirs, Suſtain the part of Socra'es, 
under a borrowed names And, withal, di He. 
fete ſecret vices of Nero, concerning bis It, 155 
drunlenneſi, and his effeminacy, which bad not 30 
arrived to public notice, He alſo reprebend; the 
flettery uf his. courtiers, awho endeavoured tu mole 
all his, vices paſs for virtues. Covetouſueſs wa: 
undoubte!y none of his faults; but it is here d- 
ſeribed ar a weil caſt ever tho true meaning of tle 
poet, which was lo ſalirize bis prodigality and 
wvoluptueſnſs ; to which be makes @ tranſition. I 
fins no infl inte in biſtory of that emperor's being 
a Pithique, though Perfens ſeems to brand him with 
it. £Finm the txwo dialcrues of Plato, both called 
Alcibiades, the poet took the arguments of the ſecond 
and third ſutires, but be inverted the order of them : 
for the third ſatire is taken from the firſt of thoſe 


dial ges. 


The commecntalors, before Caſanbon, were ignerant 
of our author's ſecret menning ; and thought he 
bad only written again young noblemen in gene- 
ral, who were tes forward in aſpiring to public 

. magiſiracy : but this excellent ſeboliaſt bas unru- 
veled the whole myſiery; and made it af parent, 
that the fling of this ſutire wyas particularly aimed 
at Nero. 

ww HOE'ER thou art, whoſe ſorward years 


are bent 
On ſtate affairs the guide to government 


And, when thy cheeks with fluſhing fury glow, 
Ane rage of 3 caldrors is more flu; { 
When fed with fuel and with flames below. 
Wich foam vpon thy lips and ſparkling eyes, 

he u ſay'ſt, and doſt, in ſuch cutrageous wiſe; 
hat mad Oreſtes, if he faw the mw, 


Would ſu car thou wert the madder of the two. 


THE 
FOURTH SATIRE 


of 


„ 


THE ARGUMENT, 


” . . . 3 
Our author, living * the tine of ere, Was contems« 


tw:m Tre ſufficiently fen be, noith a#l gend wen, 
bow 1% i Fey l: manager the commonveally ; 
gnd perhaps might RH at His future tyranny, by 
Fame fuſſuges, dering the latter part of bis lirft 
Ive years ; toovyy ve Sreke nit ot inte fois great? 


pryary end friend to the ncb.s Poet I ucan; both: oy, 


| Hear, firſt, what Socrates of old has ſaid 
To the Jov'd youth, whom he at Athens bred, 


Tell me, thou pupil to great Pericles, 
Our ſecond hope, my Alcibiades, 
What are the grounds, from whence thou doſ 
prepare 
To undertake, for young, fo vaſt a care? 
Perhaps thy wit (a ehance not often heard, 


is feliom ſeen, that ſenators fo young 

Know when to ſpeak, and when to hold cher 
tongue. 

Eure thou art born to ſome peculiar fate; 

When the mad people rile againſt the ſtate, 

To look them into duty: and command 

An ewful ſilence with thy lifted hand. 

Then to beſptak them thus ; Athenians, know 

Againſt right reaſon all our counkls go; 

his not fair; nor profitable that; 

Nor t'other queſtion proper for debate. 

But thuu, no dovbt, can'ſt ſet the huſineſs right, 

Aud give each argument its proper weight: 

Know?ft, with an equal hand, to hold the fcate : 

Sceſt where the reatous pinch, and where they 


fail, 
and where exceptions o'er the general rule pre- 
f vail. 85 5 5 
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And, taught by inſpiration, in a trice, The depilation of thy modeſt part: 
Canſt puniſh crimes, and brand offending vice. Thy catamite, the darling of thy heart, { 
Leave, leave to fathom ſuch high points as His enging-hand, and every Jewder art, 
thele, = When, prone to bear, and patient to receive, 
Nor be ambitious, ere the time to pleaſe : Thou tak'it the plcaſurc which thou canſt not give. 
Unſceſonably wiſe, till age, and cares, With odorous oil thy head and hair are fleck; 
Have form'd thy foul, to manage great affairs. And then thou kemb'ſt the tuzzes on thy cheek : 
Thy face, thy ſhape, thy outſide, are but vain ; Of theſe thy barbers take a coſtly care, 
Thou haſt not ſtrength ſuch labours to ſuſtain; While thy ſalt tail is overgrown with hair, 
Drink hellebore, my boy, drink deep, and Not all thy pincers, nor unmanly arts, 
purge thy brain, Can ſmooth the ronghneſs of thy ſhameful parts. 
| What aim'ſt thou at, and whither tends thy Not five, the ſtrongeſt that the Circus breeds, 
| care, From the rank foil can root thoſe wicked weeds 
In what thy utmoſt good? Delicious fare; j —_— ſuppled firſt with ſoap, to eaſe thy pain, 
; And, then, to ſun thyſelf in open air. ic ſtubborn fern ſprings up, and ſprouts again. 
Hold, hold; are all thy empty wiſhes ſuch ? Thus others we with defamations wound, 
A good old woman would have ſaid as much. While they ſtab us; and ſo the jeſt goes round. 
4 But thou art nobly born, tis true; go boaſt Vain are thy hopes, to ſcape cenſorious cyes ; 
[ Thy pedigree, the thing thou valu'ſt moſt ; Truth will appear through all the thin diſguiſe z 
7 Belluts, thou art a beau: what's that, my child? | Thou haſt an ulcer which no leech can heal, 
f A fop well dreſt, extravagant and wild: Though thy broad ſhoulder- belt the wound con- 
d the, that cries herbs, has leſs impertinence; ceal. 
d And, in her calling, more of common ſenſe. Say thou art ſound and heal in every part, 
: None, none deſcends into himſelf, to find We know, we know thee rotten at thy heart, 
fe The ſecret imperfections of his mind: We know thee ſullen, impotent, and proud: 
But every one is cagle-ey'd to ſee Nor cauſt thou cheat thy nerve, who cheat ſt the 
Another's faults, and his deformity. croud. 
: dey, doſt thou know Vectidius? Who, the wretch | But when they praiſe me, in the neighbourhood, 
8 Whoſe lands beyend the Sabines largely f.retch; | When the plcas'd people take me for a God, 
- Cover the country, that a ſailing kite Shall I refuſe their incenſe ? Not receive 
K Can ſcarce o' er fly them, in a day and night; The loud applauſes which the vulgar give? 
5 Him doſt thou mean, who, ſpight of all his ſtore, | If thou doſt wealth, with longing eyes, behold; 
4 ever craving and will ſtill be poor? And, greedily, art gaping after gold 
1 Who cheats for half-pence, and who dofls his coat, } If ſome alluring girl, in gliding by, 
To fave a farthing in a ferry-boat ? Shall tip the wink, with a laſcivious eye, { 
rs Ever a glutton at another's coſt, And thou with a conſcuting glance, reply; 
But in whoſe kitchen dwells perpetual ſroſt ? if thou thy own ſolicitor become, 
Who cats and drinks with his domeſtic flaves; And bid'ſt ariſe the lumpiſh pendulum : 
A verier hind than any of his knaves ? If thy lewd luſt provokes an empty ftorm, 
| Dorn with the curſe and anger of the Gods, And prompts to more than nature can perform ; 
And that indulgent genius he defrauds ? If, with thy guards, thou fcour'tt the ftreets by 
At harveſt-home, and on the ſhearing- day, night, 
of When he ſhould thanks to Pan and Pales pay, And doſt in murders, rapes, and ſpoils delight; 
And better Ceres; trembling to approach Pleaſe not thyſelf, the flattering crowd to hear 3 
The little barrel, which he Aa to broach "Tis ſulſome ſtuff to feed thy itching car. 
He, ſays the wimble, often draws it back, Reject the nauleous pris of the times; 
d): and deals to thirſty ſervants but a ſmack. Give thy baſe pocts hack thy cobbled rhymes 3 
Toa ſhort meal he makes a tedious grace, Survey thy ſoul, not what thon doſt appear, 
hex bclore the barley pudding comes in place: But what thou art; and find the beggar there. 
Then, bids fall en; kimiclf, for ſaving charges, 
a pecl'd ſlic'd onion eats, and tipples verjuice. — 
Thus fares the Erudge : but thou, whole life's a - 
dream | 
Of lazy pleaſures, tak'ſt a worſ- extreme. hed, 
W Is all thy buſineſ-, buſineſs kow to ſhun; 
To baſk thy naked body in the ſun ; FIFTH SATIRE 
Suppling thy ſtiſſen'd joints with ſragrant oil: 
Ihen, in the ſpacious garden, walk awhile, Ov 
ht, To luck the moiſture up, and ſoak it in: 
ang * thou think'ſt, but vainly think'ſt, un- 5 8 TT WM, 
cen. a 
y Bur, bark thou art obſerv'd: and there are THE ARGUMENT. 
e Who, 11 they durſt, would all thy ſecret ſins ex- The judicious Caſanbon, in his proem to this ſatire, 
pole, OR | | tells ut, thei Ariſtophanes the gremmarian being 
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afted, what poem of Archilocbus's Tambics be 
Preferred before the reſi, anſevered, the longeſt, 
His anſwer may juſily be applied to this fifih ſa- 
tire; which, being of a greater length than any 
of the refl, is alſo, by far, the meſt inflruttive : 
for this reaſon I bave ſelected it from all the others, 
and inſcribed it to my learned maſter, Doctor Buſy ; 
to whom I am not only obliged myſelf for the beſt 
purt of my own education, and that of my tw9 
ons; but bave alſo received from bim the firft 
and trug tofle of Perſjus. 
fnd in this tranſlation, the gratitude, or at leaſt 
fome fmall acknowledgment of his unworthy ſchilar, 
at tbe diflunce of twenty: four years, from the time 4 
when I deparied from under bis taition, 


This ſatire conſiſts of tæsoo diſtinct parts : the firſt con- 
tains the praiſes of the floick philoſopher Cornutus, 
maſter and tutor to our Perſius. It alſo declares 
ihe love and picty of Perſius, to his well-dſcrving 
wwafler ; and the mutual friendſbip which continued 
betwixt them, after Perſius wwas now grown 4 man. 
As alfo his exbortation to young nob.emen, that 
they would enter themſelves into his inſitution. 
From whence le males an artful tranſition into 
the fecond part of his ſubjet: wherem be jo ff 
complains of the ſloth of ſcholars, and afterwards 
perſuades them to the purſuit of their true erty : 
Here eur autber excellently treats that paradox of 
the Stoicks, which affirms, that oy the wiſe or vir- 
tuous man is free; and that all vicious men are 
naturally flaves. And, in the illufiration of this 
dogma, be takes up the remaining part of this ini» 
zitable ſatire. | 


ur 
FIFTH SATIRE. 
Inſcribed to the Reverend Dr. Buszy, 
The Speakers Perxz1us and CornuTvs. 


PerSIvs9. 
F ancient uſe to poets it belongs, 
To wiſh themſelves an hundred mouths and 
tongues : 

Whether to the well lung'd tragedian's rage 
They recommend the labours of the Rage, 
Or ling the Parthian, when transfix'd he lies, 
Wrenching the Roman javelin from his thighs. 


CorNnuTuUs. 
And why would'ſt thou theſe mighty morſcls 
chule, 
Of words unchew'd, and fit to choak the Muſe ? 
Let ſuſtian poets, with their ſtuſf, be gone, 
And ſuck the miſts that hang o'er Helicon ; 
When Progne or Thyeſtes' feaſt they write; 


May be be pleaſed to | 
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Soft elocution does thy ſtyle renown, 

And the ſweet accents of the peaceſul gown : 
Gentle or ſharp, according to thy choice, 

To laugh at follies, or to laſh at vice. 

Hence draw thy theme, and to the ſtage permit 
Raw-head and bluody-bones, and hands and feet, 
Ragouſts for Tereus or Thyeſtes dreſt ; 

"Tis taſk enough for thee t' expoſe a Roman ſeaſt. 


Pexrs1vs, 

"Tis not, indeed, my talent to engage 
In lofty trifles, or to fwell my page 
With wind and noiſe; but freely to impart, 
As to a friend, the ſecrets of my heart; 
And, in familiar ſpeech, to let thee knaw 
How much I love thee, and how much I owe, 
Knock on my heart: for thou haſt fill to find 
If it ſcund ſolid, or be fill'd with wind; 
And, through the veil f words, thou vièw'ſt 

the naked mind. 
For this a hundred voices | deſire, 
To tell tee what a hundred tongn-s would tire; 
Yet never could be wortluly expreft, 
How deeply thou art ſeated in my breaſt. . 
When firſt my childiſh robe reſig d the charge, 
And left me, uncontin'd, to live at large; 
When now my golden bulla (hurg vo high 
To houſhoid Gods) deciar'd me paſt a boy; 
And my white e proclaim'd my liberty: 
When with my wild companions | cold roll 
From ſtreet to ſtrect, and fin without control ; 
Juſt at that age, when manhood ſet me tree, 
| then depos'd mylſe!f, aud left the reins to thee, 
On thy wiſe boſom 1 repos'd my head, 
And bv my better Socrates was bred. 
Then fhy {traight rule ſet virtue in my fight, 
The crgoked line retorming by the right. 
My reafon took the bent of thy command, 
Was torm'd and poliſh'd by thy ſkilful hand: 
Long ſummer-dzys thy precepts | rehearſe; 
And winter-nights were ſhort in our converle : 
One was our labour, one was our repoſe, 
One frugal ſupper did our ſtudies cloſe. 

Sure on our birth ſome friendly planet ſhone ; 
And, as our ſouls, our horoſcupe was one : 
Whether the mounting H' ins did heaven adorn, 
Or with the riſing Balance we were born; 
Both have the ſame impreſſions from above; 
And both have Saturn's rage, repell'd by Jove. 
What ſtar I know not, but ſome ar 1 find, 
Has given thee an aſcendant o'er my mind. 


CoRNUTUE. 
Nature is ever various in her frame: 
Fach has a different will; and few the ſame : 
The greedy merchants, led by luste, run 
To the parch'd Indies, and the riſing ſun; 
From thence hot pepper and rich drugs they 
bear, 


And, for the mouthing actur, verſe indite. 
Thou neither, like a bellows, ſwell'ſt thy facc, 
As if thou wert to blow the burniag mats 

Of melting ore; nor cauſt thou {train thy throat, 
Or murmur in an undittinguifh'd note, 

Like rolling thunder till it breaks the cloud, 
And rattling ronſcult is diſcharg'd aloud, 


Bartering, for ſpices, their Italian ware ; 
The lazy glutton ſafe at home will keep, 
Indulge his floth and batten with his fleep : 
One bribes for high preſerments in the ſtate; 
A ſecond ſhakes the box, and fits up late: 
Another ſhakes the bed, diſſolying there, 
Fill knots upon his gouty joint appear, 
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Anil chalk is in his crippled fingers found; 

Rots like a doddard oak, and piecemeal falls to 
ground; 

Then his lewd ſollies he would late repent ; 

And his paſt years, that in a miſt were ſpent. 


PerxSIUs. 

But thou art pale, in nightly ſtudies, grown, 
To make the ſtoick inſtitutes thy own : 
Thou long with ſtudious care halt till'd our youth, 
And ſown our well-purg'd cars with wholeſome 

truth. 

From thee both old and young, with profit, learn 
The bounds of good and evil to diſcern. 


CornuTvUs. 
Unhappy he who does this work adjourn, 
And to to-morrow would the ſearch delay: 
His lazy morrow will be like to day. 


Pras1Us. 
But is one day of eaſe too much to borrow ? 


CornuTvus, 

Yes, ſure ; for yeſterday was once to-morrow. 
That yeſterday is gone, and nothing gain'd : 
And all thy fruitleſs days will thus be drain'd ; 
For thou haſt more to-morrows yet to aſk, 

And wilt be ever to begin thy talk; 

Who, like the hindmoſt chariot wheels art curſt, 
Still to be near, but ne'er to reach the firſt. 

0 freedom! firſt delight of human kind! 

Not that which bondmen from their maſters find, 
The privilege of doles : not yet t' inſcribe 

Their names in this or t' other Roman tribe : 
That falſe enſranchiſement with eaſe is found: 
Slaves are made citizens, by turning round. 
How, replies one, can any be more free? 

Here 's Dama, once a groom of low degree, 

Not worth a farthing and a ſot beſide ; 

do true a rogue, for lying's fake he ly'd; 

But, with a turn a freeman he became ; 

Now Marcus Dama is his worſhip's name. 

Good Gods! who would refuſe to lend a ſum, 

If wealthy Marcus ſurety will become! 

Marcus is made a judge, and for a proof 

Of certain truth, He ſaid, it is enough. 

Awill is to be prov'd; put in your claim; 

Tis clear, if Marcus has ſubſcrib'd his name. 
This is true liberty, as I believe: 

What can we farther from our caps receive, 
Than as we pleaſe without control to live ? 

Not more to noble Brutus could belong. 

Hold, ſays the ſtoick, your afſumption's wrong: 
grant, true freedom you have well defin'd ; 

But, living as you liſt, and to your mind, 
And looſely tack'd, all muſt be leſt behind. 

What, ſince the prætor did my ſetters looſe, 

And left me frecly at my own diſpoſe, 

May I not live without control and awe, 
Lxcepting ſtill the letter of the law? 

Hear me with patience while thy mind I free 
From thoſe ſond uutions of falfc liberty: 
lis not the prætor's province to beſtow 

rue freedom; nor to teach mankind to know 5 
What to ourſelves, or to our friends, we owe. 

He could not ſet thee free from cares and ſtrife, 
Nor give the reins to a lewd vicious liſe: 


As well he for an aſs a harp might ſtring, 
W hich is againſt the reaſon of the thing; 
For reaſon ſtil] is whiſpering in your ear, 
Where you are ſure to fail, th' attempt forbear. 
No need of public ſanctions this to bind, 
Which Nature has implanted in the mind : 
Not to purſue the work, to which we 're not 
delign'd. 

Unſkili'd in hellebore, if thou ſhould'ſt try 
To mix it, and miſtake the quantity, 
The rules of phyſic would againſt thee cry. C 
The high-ſhoe'd ploughman, ſhould he quit the 


land, 
To take the pilot's rudder in his hand, 0 
Artleſs of ſtars, and of the moving ſand, 


And think all ſhame was loſt in human kind. 

Tell me, ray friend, from whence hadſt thou 
the ſkill, : 

So nicely to diſtinguiſh good from ill? 

Or by the ſound to judge of gold and braſs, 

What piece is tinker's metal, what will paſs ? 

And what thou art to follow, what to fly, 

This to condemn, and that to ratify ? 

When to be bountiful, and when to ſpare, 

But never craving, or oppreſt with care? 

The baits of gifts, and money to deſpiſe, 

Aud look on wealth with undefiring eyes? 

When thou can't truly call theſe virtues thine, 

Be wiſe and free, by hezven's conſent, and mine. 
But thou, who lately, of the common ſtrain, 

Wert one of us, if ſtill thou doſt retain 

The fame ill habits, the ſame follies too, 

Gloſs'd over only with a ſaint- like ſhow, 

Then I reſume the freedom which I gave, 

Still thou art bound to vice, and ſtill a ſlave. 

Thou canſt not wag thy finger, or begin 

The leaſt light motion, but it tends to ſin.” 
How's this ? Not wag thy finger, he replies? 

No, friend ; nor ſuming gums, nor ſacrifice, 

Can ever make a madman free, or wiſe. 

« Virtue and vice are never in one ſoul : 

A man is wholly wiſe, or wholly is a fool.” 

A heavy bumkin, taught with daily care, 

Can never dance three ſteps with a becoming air. 


_ xsius. 
In ſpite of this, my freedom till remains. 


Coxxurus. 

Free ! what, and fetter'd with ſo many chains ? 
Canſt thou.no other maſter underſtand 
Than him that freed thee by the prætor's wand? 
Should he, who was thy lord, command thee 

now, 

With a harſh voice, and ſupercilious brow, 
To ſervile duties, thou would'ſt ſear no more; 
The gallows and the whip are out of door. 
But if thy paſſions lord it in thy breaſt, 
Art thon not ſtill a flave, and ſtill oppreſt? 
Whether alone, or in thy harlot's lap, 
When thou would'ſt take a lazy morning's nap; 
Up, up, ſays Avarice; thou ſnor'ſt again, 
Stretcheſt thy limbs, and yawu'ſt, but all in vain ; 
The tyrant Lucre no denial takes; 


| | At his command th' unwilling ſluggard wakes ; 


The gods would leave him to the waves and wind, 
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What muſt I do? he cries : What? ſays his lord: 

Why, riſe, make ready, and go ſtraight abroad: 

Wich fiſh, from Euxine ſeas, thy veflcl freight; 

Flax, caſtor, Coan wines, the precious weight 

Of pepper, and Sabæ an incenſe, take 

With thy own hands, from the tir'd camel's 
mack : -. 

And with poſt-haſte thy running markets make. 

Be ſure to turn the penny; Iye and ſwear ; 

Tis wholeſome fin : but Jove, thou ſay'ſt, will 
hear : 

Swear, fool, or ſtarve; for the dilemma's cven : 

A tradeſman thou ! and hope to go to heaven ? 

Reſolv'd for fea, the Naves thy baggage pack, 

Each ſaddled with his burden on his hack 

Nothing retards thy voyage, now, unless 

Thy other lord forbids, Voluptuouſneſs: 

And-he may aſk this civil queſtion: Friend, 

What doſt thon make a ſhip-board ? to what end? 

Art thou of Bethlem's noble college free ? 

Stark, ſtaring mad, that thou would ſt temp: the 
ſea ? 

Cubb'd in a cabbin, on a mattreſs laid, 

On a brown george, with lowſy ſwobbers ſed, 

Dead wine, that ſtinks of the borrachio, ſup 

From a ſoul jack, or greaſy maple-cup ? 

Say, would'ſt thou bear all this, to raiſe thy ſtore 

From lix i' th' hundred, to ſix hundred moure ? 

Indulge, and to thy genius frecly give; 

For, not to live at eaſe, is not to live; : 

Death ſtalks behind thee, and each flying hour 

Does ſome looſe remnant of thy liſe devour. 

Live, while thou liv'ſt; for death will make us 
all 

A name, a nothing but an old wife's tale, 


Speak; wilt thou Avarice, or Pleaſure, chuſe 
To be thy lord? Take one, and one refuſe. 
Put both, by turns, the rule of thee will have ; 
And thou, betwixt them both, wilt be a ſlave. 
Nor think, when once thou haſt reſiſted one, 
That all thy marks of ſervitude are gone: 
The firugyling greyhound gnaws his leaſh in 
vam; 
If, when 'tis broken, ſtill he drags the chain. 
Says Phzdra to his man, Believe me, fricnd, 
To this uneaſy love Vil put an end: 
Shall l run out of all? my friends diſgrace 
And be the firſt lewd unthrift of my race? 
Shall I the neighbours nightly reſt invade 
At her deaf doors, with ſome vile ſerenade? 
Well haſt thou freed thyſelf, his man replics, 
Go, thank the Gods, and offer ſacrifice. 
Ah, ſays the youth, if we unkindly part, 
Vill not the poor ſond creature break her heart ? 
Weak foul ' and bliadly to deſtruction led! 
She break her heart ſhe'll ſooner break your 
head. 
She knows her man, and, when you rant and 
ſwear, 
Can draw you to her, with a ſingle hair, 
But ſhall | not return? Now, when ſhe ſues! 
Shall 1 my own, and her defires reſule ? 
Sir, take your courſe : but my advice is plain ; 
Oncc trees, 'tis madnels to relume your chain, 


Ay; there s the man, who, loos'd from luft and 
pelt, 


Leſs to the prætor owes, than to himſelf. 

But write him down a Have, who, humbly proud 
With preſents begs preſerments from the crowd; 
That early ſupphiant, who ſalutes the tribes, 
And ſets the mob to ſcramble for his bribes ; 
That ſome old dotard, fitting in the ſun, 

On holidays may tell, that ſuch a feat was done: 
In ſyture times this will be counted rare. 


Thy ſuperſtition too may claim a ſhare : 


When flowers are ſtrew'd, and lamps in order 


plac'd, 


And windows with illuminations grac'd, 

On Hero's day; when ſparkling bowls go round, 
And tunnies tails, in ſavoury ſauce are drown'd, 
Thou mutter'ſt prayers obſcene ; nor doſt refuſe 
The faſts and ſabbaths of the curtaiPd Jews, 
Then a crack'd egg-ſhell thy fick fancy frights, 
Befides the childiſh fear of walking fprights, 

Ot v'ergrown yelling prieft thou art afraid; 
The timbre], and the fſquirtifego maid 

Of Iſis, awe thee : left the Gods, for fin, 
Should, with a ſwelling dropfſy, ſtuff thy ſkin : 
Unleſs three garlick-hcads** 2 curſe avert, 
Eaten each morn, devoutly, nevt thy heart, 
Preach this among the brawny guards, ſay'{t thou, 
And fee if they thy doQrine will allow ; 

The dull fat captain, with a hound's deep threz?, 
Would bellow ont a laugh, in a baſe netz ; 
And prize a hundred Zeno's juſt as much 

As a clipt Lxpence, or a ſchilling Dutch, 
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THE AEGUMENT. 


This fexth ſatire treats on admirable common-place of 


moral philoſophy ; of the true uſe of riches. They 
certainly . eee by the power who befterrs 
them, as infir Tents and helps of living commdio!') 
ourſelves ; and of adminiſtering to the wants of ct, 


' who are opprejſed by fortune. There are t1v0 cs. 


tremes in the opinions of men concerning them. Cre 
error, though on toe right hand, yet à great one, . 
that they are no helps to a virtuous life ; the e 
places all our happineſs inthe acquijitien and p0ſ/c,/® 
of them : and this is, undoubtedly, the zue, fe extrent. 
The mean betwixt theſe, is the opinion of the Strich. 
⁊ubieh is, that riches may be uſeful to the leading 
a virtuous life; in caſe wwe rightly underſtand leu 
to give according to right reaſon, aud how ts e, 
seive what is given us ty ot. The watt of 
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giving wvell, is called liberality : and it is of this 
virtue that Perſius Torites in this jative ; <vhevein 
he not only forwws the late ful uſe of riches, but alfo 
ſrarply inveighs againſt the vices which are oppoſed 
to it ; and eſpecially of thoſe, which conſiſt in the 
defetts of giving or ſpending ; or in the abuſe of 
riches. Je writes to Cafius Baſſus his friend, and 
a poct alſo. Enquirer firſt of his bealth and fludies ; 
end afterwards informs lim of his own, and tobere 
be is now refident, He gives an account of bimfeif, 
that he is endeawvouring, by little and little, to wear 
bis vices ; and particularly, that he is combating 
ambition, and the deſire of wealth. He dwells upon 
the latter vice: and, being ſenſible that few men 
either deſire or uſe riches as they ought, he endeavours 
ts convince them of their folly ; which is the main 
dn of the whole ſatire. 


THE SIXTH SATIRE. 


TO CASIUS BASSUS, A LYRIC POET. 


HAS winter caus'd thee, friend, to change thy 
ſcat, 
And ſeck in Sabine air a warm retreat? 
Say, doſt thou yet the Roman harp command? 
Do the ſtrings anſwer to thy noble hand! 
Great maſter of the Muſe, inſpir'd to ſing 
The beauties of the firſt-created ſpring ; 
The pedigree of Nature to rehearſe, 
And ſound the Maker's work, in equal verſe, 
Now ſporting on thy lyre the loves of youth, 
Now virtuous age, and venerable truth; 
Exprefling juſtly Sappho's wanton art 
Of odes, and Pindar's more majeſtic part. 
For me, my warmer conſtitution wants 
More cold, than our Ligurian winter grants; 
Aud therefore, to my native ſhores retir'd, 
| view the coaſt old Ennius once admir'd ; 
Where clifts on either ſides their points diſplay ; 
And, after, opening in an ampler way, 
Alford the pleaſing proſpect of the bay. 
"Tis worth your while, O Romans, to regard 
The port of Luna ſays our learned Bard; 
Who in a drunken dream beheld his ſoul 
The fifth within the tranſmigrating roll ; 
Which firſt a peacock, then Euphorbus was, 
Then Homer next, and next Pythagoras; { 
And laſt of all the line did into Ennius paſs. 
Secure and free from buſineſs of the ſtate, 
And more ſecure of what the vulgar prate, 
Hcre 1 enjoy my private thoughts; nor care 
What rots for ſheep the ſouthern winds prepare : 
Survey the neighbouring fields, and not repine, 
When 1 behold a larger crop than mine: 
lo ſce a beggar's brat in riches flow, 
Adds not a wrinkle to my even brow ; 
Nor, envious at the ſight, will I forbear 
My plenteous bowl, nor bate my bountcous cheer. 
Nor yet unſeal the dregs of wine that itink 
Of caſk ; nor in a naſty flaggon drink; 
Let others ſtuff their guts with homely fare; 
tor men of difſerent inclinations are; 


romp born perhaps beucath on common ſtar, 
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In minds and manners twins oppos'd we ſee 

In the fame fign, almoſt the ſame degree: 

One, ſrugal, on his birth-day fears to dine; 

Does at a penry's coſt in herbs repine, 0 

And hardly dares to 4ip his fingers in the brine.) 

Prepar'd as pricit of his own rites to land, 

He ſpriukles pepper with a ſparing hand. 

His jolly brother, oppoſite in ſenſe, 

Laughs at his thriſt; and, laviſh of expence, © 11 

Quafts, crams, and guttles, in his own defence, | al 
For me, I'll uſe my own ; and take my ſhare; 1 

Yet will not tur bots for my ſlaves prepare; 4 


Nor be ſo nice in taſte myſelf to know 
If what I ſwallow be a thruſh, or no. * 
Live on thy annual income; ſpend thy ſtore; 
And ſreely grind, from thy full threſhing- floor; 
Next harveſt promiſes as much, or more. 


Thus I would live: but friendſhip's holy band, 8 


1 «nd 


And offices of kindneſs, hold my hand : 

My friend is ſhipwreck'd on the Brutian ſtrand, 

His riches in th' Ionian main are loſt; 

And he himſe't ſtands ſhivering on the coaſt z 

Where, deſtitute of help, forlorn and bare, 

He wearies the deaf Gods with fruitleſs prayer. 

Their images, the relicts of the wreck, 

Torn ſrom the naked poop, are tided back 

By the wild waves, and, rudely thrown aſhore, 

Lie impotent; nor can themſelves reſtore. 

The veſſel ſticks, and ſhews her open'd fide, 

And on herſhatter'd maſt the mewsin triumphride. 

From thy new hope, and from thy growing ſtore, 

Now lend aſſiſtance, and relieve the poor. ft | 

Come; do a noble act of charity; 1 
3 
b 


„ 


is. BM. A044 a" a2 * 
SSC 
* _ 


- 


*S- 
OI 


A pittance of thy land will ſet him free. 
Let him not bear the badges of a wreck, 
Nor beg with a blue table on his back ; 


Nor tell me that thy frowniog heir will ſay, ' ; 
'Tis mine that wealth thou ſquander'ſt thus away; * 
What is t to thee, if he neglect thy urn, >| 
Or without ſpices lets thy body burn? 2 


If odours to thy aſhes he refaſe, 

Or buys corrupted caſſia ſrom the Jews? 

All theſe, the wiſer Beſtius will reply, 

Are empty pomp, and dead-men's luxury: 

We never knew this vain expence, before 

Th' effeminated Grecians brought it o'er ! 

Now toys and trifles from their Athens come 

And dates and pepper have unſinew'd Rome. 

Our ſweating Find their ſailads, now, defile, 4 

lnſecting homely 1-rbs with frrgrant oil. "of 

But to thy fortune be nut thou a ſlave : | 

For what haſt thou to fear beyond the grave? 

And thou who gap'it for my eſtate, draw near; 

For 1 would whiſper ſome what in thy ear, . 4 

Hear'ſt thou the news, my friend? th' expreſs is '4 
come f } 

With laurel'd letters from the camp to Rome: 

Cxfar ſalutes the queen and ſenate thus: 

My arms are on the Rhine victorious. 


| 


From mourning altars ſweep the duſt away: } # 
Ceaſe faſting, and proclaim a fat thankſgiving-day, 4 
The goodly empreſs, jollily inclin'd, be. 
Is to the welcome bearer wondrous kind: U x 
And, ſetting her good houſewifery aſide, v; 


prepares for all the pageantry of pride. 4 


482 


The captive Germans, of gigantic ſize, | 
Are rank'd in order, and are clad in frize: 
The ſpoils of kings and conquer'd camps we boaſt, 
Their arms in truphics hang va the triumphal poſt | 
Now, ſor ſo many glorious actions done: 
In foreign parts, and mighty battles won : 
For peace at home, and for the public wea'ch, 
I mean to crown a bow! to Cæſar s health: 
Beſides, in gratitude for ſuch high matt-rs, 
Know I have vow'd two hundred gladiators. 
Say, would'ſt thou kinder me from this expence; ! 
I diſinherit thee, if thou bar'ſt eke offence. 
Yet more, a public largeſs | deſign 
Of oil and pipes, to make the people dine: 
Control me not, for fear | change wy will. 
And yet methinks I hear the, grumbling ſtill, 
You give 3« if you were the FPerfiau king : 
Your land dees tot fo large revenves bring. 
Well; en my terms thou wilt not be ny heir? 
If thou car'tl littic, leſs al be my care: 
Were none of all my father's {i ters left: 
Nay, were I of my mother's kin hereft: 
None by au uncle's or grande qs fide, 
Yet i could ſome adopted heir provide. 
I need but take my journey half a day | 
From haughty Rome, and at Aricia ſtay, { 
Where Fortune thruws poor Manius in my way. 
Him will I chooſe ; What! him of humble birth, 
Obſcure, a foundling, and a ſeu. of earth ? 
Obſcure ? Why pr'ythec what am 1? 1 know 
My father, grandfire, and great - grandſite too. 
If farther I derive my pedigree, 
I can but gueſs beyond the fourth degree. 
The rett of my forgotten anceſtors ; 
Were ſons of carth, like him, or ſons of whores. 
Yet, why would'ſt thou, old covetous wretch, 
aſpire - 5 
To be my heir who might'ſt have been my ſire ? 
In Nature's race, ſhauld'ſt thou demand of me | 
Mys orch, when 1 in courſe run aſter thee ? 
'Thig: 1 approach thee, like the God of gain, 
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Wits wings on head and heels, as poets feign ; 
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Thy moderate fortune ſrom my gift receive; 
Now fairly take it. or as fairly leave. 
Zut tak: it as it is, d aſk n more. 
Wa-, when thon haſt enibezzled all thy ſtore? 
Where 's all thy tacher Icft ? Tis true, I grant, 
Some | have murtgacd, w ſupply my want: 
Ti: lepacies of Fadius too are flown; 
Ail ipent, on the ſ-I{-ſame errand gone. 
How little then to my paor ſhare will fall? 
Little indeed , bur yer that little's all. 

Nor t«:i me, in a dying father's tone, 
Be careful fill of the main chance, my fon; 
Put on 1h y proncipal in truſty hands: 
Live qu tc v'- ; and never dip thy lands: 
But yet wh. left for ine? What 's left, my friend! 
Aſk that agnin, and all the reſt I ſpend. 
lo not my fortunes at my own command ? 
Pour gil, aud pour it with a plenteous hand, 
Upon wy ſallads, boy: ſhall I be fed 
Wir ſoddlen nettles, and a ſing'd ſow's head? 
is holiday; provide me better cheer; 
is holiday, and ſhall be round the year. 
Shall I my houſhold gods and genius cheat, 
To make him rich, who grudges me my meat? 
Nr he way loll at eaſe; and, pamper'd high, 
Win lam laid, may ſerd on giblet- pie? 
And, when his throbbing luſt extends the vein, 
Have wherewithal his whores to entertain ? 
Shall | in homeſpun cloth be clad, that he 
His paunch in triumph may before him ſee ? 

Go, miſer, go; for lucre ſell thy foul ; 
Truck wares for wares, and trudge from pole to 

pole: 

That men may ſay, when thou art dead and gone, 
Sce what a vaſt eſtate he left his ſon 
How large a family of brawny knaves, 
Well fed, and far as Cappadocian flaves! 
Increaſe thy wealth, and double all thy ſtore; 
is done: now double that, and ſwell the ar 
To every thouſand add ten thouſand more, 
Then ſay, Chryſippus, thou who would'ſt confine 


Thy heap, where I ſhall put an end to mine. 


end! 


SY ' » &Þ 


Mz. EDMUND SMITH. 


PH E DRA AND HIPPOLITUS, 
A T . 


To Taz Rignr Honourable CHARLES Lon Dp HALIFAX. 


MY LORD, | | 


S ſoon as it was made known that your Lordſhip was not diſpleaſed with this 

Play, my friends began to value themſelves upon the intereſt they had taken in 

its ſucceſs ; I was touched with a vanity I had not before been acquainted with, and 
began to dream of nothing leſs than the immortality of my Work. 

And 1 had ſafficiently thewn this vanity in inſcribing this Play to your Lordſhip, 
did I only conlider you as one to whom io many admirable pieces, to whom the Praiſes 
of Italy, and the beit Latin poem ſince the Æneid, that on the peace of Ryſwick, 
are conſecrated. But it had been intolerable preſumption to have addreſſed it to you, 
my Lord, who are the niceſt judge of poetry, were you not alſo the greateſt encou- 
rager of it; to you who excel all the preſent age as a poct, did you not ſurpaſs all the 
preceding ones as a patron. | 

For in the times when the Muſes were moſt encouraged, the beſt writers were coun- 
tenanced, but never advanced ; they were admitted to the acquaintance of the greateſt 
men, but that was all they were to expect. The bounty of the patron is no where 
to be read of but in the works of the Poets, whereas your Lordſhip's will fill thoſe of 
the hiſtorians. | 

For what tranſactions can they write of, which have not been managed by ſome 
who were recommended by your Lordſhip ? *Tis by your Lordſhip's means, that the 
univerſities have been real nurſeries for the ſtate ; that the courts abroad are charmed 
by the wit and learning, as well as the ſagacity, of our miniſters; that Germany, 
Switzerland, Muſcovy, and even Turkey itſelf, begins to reliſh the politeneſs of the 
Engliſh ; that the poets at home adorn that court which they formerly uſcd only to 
divert; that abroad they travel, in a manner very unlike their predeceſſor Homer, and 
with an equipage he could not beſtow, even on the heroes he deſigned to immortalize. 

And this, my Lord, ſhews your knowledye of men as well as writings, and your 
judgment no leſs than your generoſity, You have diſtinguiſhed between thoſe who by 
their inclinations or abilities were qualified for the pleaſure ouly, and thvfe that were 
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fit for the ſervice of your country ; you made the one eaſy, and the other uſeful; you 
have left the one no occaſion to wiſh for any preferment, and you have obliged the 
Public by the promotion of the others, 

And now, my Lord, it may ſeem odd that I ſhould dwell on the topic of your 
bounty only, when I might enlarge on ſo many others; when J ought to take notice 
of that illuſtrious family from which you are ſprung, aud yet of the great merit which 
was neceſſary to ſet you/on a level with it, and to raiſe you to that houſe of Peers which 
was already filled with your rclations. When I ought to conſider the brightneſs of 
your wit in private converſation, and the ſolidity of your eloquence in public debates; 
when ] ought to admire in you the politeneſs of a courtier, and the ſincerity of a friend; 
the openneſs of behaviour which charms all who addreſs themſelves to you, and yet that 
hidden reſerve which is neceſſary for thoſe great affairs in which you are concerned. 

To paſs over all theſe great qualities, my Lord, and inſiſt only on your generoſity, 
looks as if I ſolicited it for myſelf ; but to that I quitted all manner of claim when I 
took notice of your Lordſhip's great judgment in the choice of thoſe you advance; 
ſo that all at preſent my ambition aſpires to is, that your Lordſhip would be pleaſed to 
ee this preſumption, and permit me to profeſs myſelf with the moſt profound 
reſpect, | 

: Your Lordſhip's moſt humble, 

and moſt 'obedient ſervant, - 


EDM. SMITH. 


DRAMATIS PERSON E. 


M EN. 
Theſeus, King of Cretteeeeeeeee =» - Mr. Betterton, 
Hippolitus, his ſon ; in love with Iſmena = - Mr. Booth. 
Lycon, miniſter of ſtate - - = . , - Mr. Keen, 


Cratander, captain of the guards Mr, Corey. 


WO M E N. 


Phedra, Theſcus's Queen, im love with Hippolitus Mrs. Barry. 
Iſmena, a captive Princeſs, in love with Hippolitus - Mrs. Oldfield. 


GUARDS, ATTENDANTS. 


[See the Prologue and Epilogue in the Poems of Abpisox and Pa log.) 


PE 


2 1 
And c 
That 
Of gc 
choul 


Is tl 
To ha 
Then 
Nor k 


But n 
With 
She 1 
Flew 
With 
And 


This 
Why 
Why 
Too 


That 


s MIT Es 


PHAEDRA any HIPPOLITUS. 


ACT I SCENE I. 


Enter CKATANDER and LyYCON. 


LYCON. 
4 * auß Cratander, that the royal Phædra 
Should {fill continue reſolute in grief, 
And obſtinately wretched: 
That one ſo gay, ſo beautiful and young, 
Of godlike virtue and imperial power, 
Should fly inviting joys, and court deſtruction. 


CRATANDER, 

Is there not cauſe, when lately join'd in marriage, 
To have the king her huſband call'd to war? 
Then for three tedious moons to mourn his abſence, 
Nor know his fate ? 


L vcox. 

The king may cauſe her ſorrow, 
But not by abſence. Oft I've ſeen him hang 
With greedy eyes, and languiſh o'er her beauties ; 
She from his wide, deceiv'd, defiring arms 
Flew taſteleſs, loathing ; whilſt dejected Theſcus, 
With mournful loving eyes purſu'd her flight, 
And dropt a ſilent tear. 


CRATANDER, 
Ha ! this is hatred, 
This is averſion, horror, deteſtation: 
Why did the queen who might have cull d mankind, 
Why did ſhe give her perſon aud her throne 
To one ſhe loath'd? 


LYCON, 
Perhaps ſhe thought it juſt 
That he ſhould wear the crown his valour ſav'd. 


CRATANDER, 
Could ſhe not glut his hopes with wealth and 
honour, ; 

Reward his valour, yet reje his love ? 
Why, when a happy mother, queen, and widow ; 
Why did ſhe wed old Theſeus ? While his ſon, 
The brave Hippolitus, with equal youth, 
Aud equal beauty, might have ſill'd her arms. 


LYCON. 

Hippolitus (in diſtant Scythia born, 
The warlike Amazon, Camilla's ſon), 
Till our queen's marriage, was unknown to Crete; 
And ſure the queen could wiſh him ſtill unknown: 
She loaths, deteſts him, flies his hated preſence, 
And ſhrinks and trembles at his very name. 


CRATANDER, 

Well may ſhe hate the Prince ſhe needs muſt fear; 
He may diſpute the crown with Phædra's ſon. 
He's brave, he's fiery, youthful, and belov'd ; 
His courage charms the men, his form the women; 
His very ſports are war. 


LYCON. 
O! he's all hero, ſcorns th' inglorious eaſe 
Of lazy Crete, delights to ſhine in arms, 
To wield the ſword, and launch the pointed ſpear: 
Ts tame the generous horſe, that nobly wild 
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Neighs on the hills, and dares the angry lion: 
To join the ſtruggling courſers to his chariot, 
To make their ſtubborn necks the rein obey, 

To turn, to ſtop, or ſtretch along the plain. 
Now the queen's ſick, there's danger in his cou- 
rage. 

Be ready with your guards —I fear Hippolitus. 
{ Exit Crat. 
Fear him! for what ? poor ſilly virtuous wretch, 
Affecting glory, and contemuing power: 

Warm without pride, without ambition brave; 
A ſenſeleſs hero, fit to be a tool 

To thoſe wheſe godlike ſouls are turn'd for empire. 
An open honeſt fool, that loves and hates, 

And yet more fool to own it. He hates flatterers, 
He hates me too; weak boy, to make a foe 
Where he might have a flave.. I hate him too, 
But cringe, and flatter, ſawn, adore, yet hate him. 
Let the queen live or dic, the prince muſt fall. 


Enter I$MENA, | 
What! fill attending on the queen, Iſmena ? 
O charming virgin! O exalted virtue! 
Can ſtill your goodneſs conquer all your wrongs ? 
Are you not robb'd of your Athenian crown ? 
Was not your royal father Pallas flain, 
And all his wretched race, by conquering Theſeus? 
And do you ſtill watch o'er his conſort Phædra, 
And {till repay ſuch cruelty with love? 


IS8MENA, 
Let them be cruel that delight in miſchief, 
I'm of a ſofter mould, poor Phædra's ſorrows 
* _— my yielding heart, and wound my 
ou 


LYCoON. 

Now thrice the riſiug ſun has chear'd the world, 

Since ſhe renew'd her ſtrength with due refreſh- 
ment; 

Thrice has the night brought eaſe to man, to beaſt, 
Since wretched Phædra clos'd her ſtreaming eyes: 
She flies all reſt, all necc{lary food, 
Reſolv'd to dic, nor capable to live. 


ISMENAs. 

But now her grief has wrought her into frenzy; 
The images her troubled fancy forms 
Are incoherent, wild ; her words disjointed : 
Sometimes ſhe raves for muſick, light, aud air; 
Nor air, nor light, nor muſick, calm her pains; 
Then with extatic ſtrength ſhe ſprings aloft, 
And moves and bounds with vigour not her own. 


| LYCON. 

Then life is on the wing, then moſt ſhe ſinks 
When moſt ſhe ſeems reviv'd. Like boiling water 
That foams and hiſſes o'er the crackling wood, 
And bubbles to the brim; ev'n then molt wailing, 
When molt it ſwells. . 


ISMENA. 
My lord, now try your art; 
Her wild diſorder may diſcloſe the ſecret 
Her cooler ſenſe conceal'd ; the Pythian god leſs 
Is dumb and ſullen, till with fury ſill'd 


A ſpreads, ſhe riſes, growing to the ſight, 
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She ſtares, ſhe foams, ſhe raves; the awſul ſecrets 

Burſt from her trembling lips, and «af: the tor- 
tur'd maid. 

But Phzdra comes, ye gods! how pale, how weak! 


Enter P DRA and Attendants. 


PHAEDRA. 

Stay, virgins, ſtay, I'll 7c!t my weary eps ; 
My ftrergth forſakes me, aud my dazzled eyes 
Akc with the flaſhing light, my looſcu'd knees 
Sink under their dull weight; ſupport nic, Lycon. 
Alas! I faint. 


LYCON, 
Aﬀeord her eaſe, kind Heaven! 


PHAZDRA, 

Why blaze theſe jewels round my wretehed 

head! 

Why all this labour'd elegance of croſs! 
Why flow theſe wanton curls i artful rings! 
Take, ſnaich them Hence! alas! you all conſpire 
To heap new ſorrows on my tortur'd ſoul : 
All, all conſpire to make your queen unhappy ! 


ISMENA, 

This you requir'd, and to the pleaſing taſk 
Call d your officious maids, and urg'd their art; 
You bid them lead you from yon hideous darkneſs 
To the glad chearing day, yet now avoid it, 
And hate the light you ſought. 


PHADRA. 
Oh! my Lycon! 
Oh ! how I long to lay my weary head 
On tender, flowery beds, aud ſpringing graſs, 
To ſtretch my limbs beneath the ſpreading ſhades 
Of venerable oaks, to flake my thirſt 
With the cool nectar of refreſhing ſprings. 


| LYCON, 
PH ſooth her frenzy; come, Phadra, let's away, 
Let'sto the woods, and lawns, and limpid ſtreams ! 


PHAEDRA, 

Come, let's away, and thou, moſt bright Diana, 
Goddeſs of woads, immortal, chaſte Diana! 
Goddeſs preſiding o'er the rapid race, 

Place me, O place me in the duity ring 

Where youthful chariotcers contend ſor glory! 
See how they mount and ſhake the flowing reins ! 
Sce from the goal the ficry coutſers bound, 

Now they ſtrain panting up the ſteepy hill, 

Now ſweep along its top, now neigh along the vale! 
How the car rattles ! how its kindling wheels 
Smoke in the whirl! The circling ſand aſccuds, 
And in the noble duſt the chariot's Joſt ! 


LYCON, 
What, madam ! 


PHADRA, 
| Ah, my Lycon ! ah, what ſaid I! 
Where was 1 hurry'd by my roving fancy! 
My languid cyes are wet with ſudder, tcara, 
And on my face unbidden bluſhes giuwy, 


LYCON, 


Blvſh then, but bluſh for your deſtructive Glen: e, 


8 ITA 


| 
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That tears y our ſoul, and weighs you down to death; 
Oh! ſhould you dic (ye powers forbid het death!) 
Who then vould ſhield from wrongs your he'pleſs 
orphan ! 

O! he might wander, Phzedra's fon might wander, 
A raked ſuppliant througli the world for aid! 
Then he may cry, invoke his mother's name: 

H- may be doon''d to chains, to ſhame, to death, 
Wii: proud Hippolitus ſhall mount his throne, 


' PHEDRA., 
O Heavens! 


LYCON. 
Ha! Phædra, are you tonch'd at this! 


PHEDRA. 

Unhappy wretch! what name was that you ſpoke? 
been. 

And does his name provoke your juſt reſentments! 

Then let it raiſe your feat, as weil as rage: 

Think how you wroug'd him, to his fitner wrong'd 

him ! 

Think how you drove him hence, a wandering exile 

To diſtant climes! then think what certain ven- 

geance 

His rage may wreak on your unhappy orphan ! 

For his ſake then renew your drooping ſpirits, 

Feed, with new oil, the waſting lamp of life, 

That winks and trembles, now, ju now expiring ; 

Make haſte, preſerve your life ! 


PHADRA. 
Alas! too long, 
Too long have I preſerv'd that guilty life, 


LYCON, 
Guilty! what guilt ! has blood, has horrid 
murder, 
Imbrued your hands! 


PUHXDRA-s 

Alas! my hands are n. : 
But, oh! my heart's deſil'd! 
've ſaid too much, forbear the reſt, my Lycon, 
And let me die to ſave the black confeſſion. 


LYCOY. | 

Die, then, but not alone! old faithful Lycon 
Shall be a victim to your cruel! filence, 
Will you not tell? Oh lovely, wretched queen? 
By all the cares of your firſt infant years, 
By all the love, andtaith, and zeal, I've ſhew'd yen, 
Tell me your griefs, unfold yuur hidden ſorrows, 
And teach your Lycon how to bring you comfort. 


P.TDRA. 

What ſhall I ſay, ralicious, cruel powers! 
O where ſhall I begin! O cruel Venus! 
How ſatal Love has been to all cur race! 


LYCON. 
Forget it, madam ; let it die in ſilence. 


PUEDRA, 
O Ariadne! O unhappy lifter ! 


LYCOS, 


Ceaſe to record your ſilter's grief and ſhame. 
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 PHADRA, 
And fince the cruel God of Love requires it, 
| fall the laſt, and moſt undone of all. 


LYCON, 
Do you then love ? 


PUXDRA. 
Alas! I groan beneath 
The pain, the guilt, the ſhame, of impious love. 


LYCON, 
Forbid it, Heaven ! 


ru DRA. 

Do not upbraid me, Lycon! 
| love !—Alas! I ſhudder at the name, 
My blood runs backward, and my faultering tongy2 
Sticks at the ſound!—l love!-—O righteous Heaven! 
Why was le born with ſuch a ſenſe of virtue, 
do great abhorrence of the ſmalleſt crime, 
And yet a ſlave to ſuch impetuous guilt ! 
Rain on me, gods, your plagues, your ſharpeſt 

tortures, 

Aſſlic my ſoul with any thing but guilt— 
And yet that guilt is mine —l'll think no more. 
I'll to the woods among the happier brutes : 
Come, let's away ! hark the ſhrill horn rcſounds, 
The jolly huntſmen's cries rend the wide Heavens! 
Come, o'er the hills purſue the bounding Stag, 
Come, chace the Lion and the foaming Boar, 
Come, rouſe up all the monſters of the wood, 
For there, ev'n there, Hippolitus will guard me! 


LYCON, 
Hippolitus ! 


PHEDRA, 
Who's he that names Hippolitus ! 
Ah! I'm betray'd, aad all my guilt diſcover'd ! 
Oh! give me poiſon, ſwords—1'll not live, not 
bear it; 


Ill top my breath! 


Is MENA. 
I'm loſt, but what's that loſs ! 
Hippolitus is loſt, or loſ to me: 
Yet ſhould her charms prevail upon his ſoul, 
Should he be falſe, I would not wiſh him ill, 
With my laſt parting breath I'd blefs my lord; 
Then in ſome lonely deſert place expire, 
Whence my unhappy death ſhould never reach him, 
Leſt it ſhould wound his peace, or damp his joys. 
¶Aſide. 
Lv cox. 
Think till the ſecret in your royal breaſt, 
For by the awſul majeſty of Jove, 3. 
By the All-ſeeing Sun, by righteous Minos, 
By all your kindred gods, we ſwear, O Phzdra, 
dale as our lives, we'll keep the fatal ſecret. 


ISMENA, &c. : 
We ſwear, all ſwear, to keep it ever ſecret, 


FHXDRA, 
Keep it ! from whom ? why it's already known, 
The tale, the whiſper of the babbling vulgar ! 
Oh! can you keep it from yourſelves, unknow it ? 


Or do ydu think i'm ſo far gone in guilt, 


That I can ſee, can bear the looks, the eyes, 
Of one who knows my black deteſted crimes, 
Of one who knows that Phædra loves her fon ? 


LYCON. 

Unhappy queen ! auguſt, unhappy race! 
Oh! why did Theſeus touch this fatal ſhore ? 
Why did he ſave us from Nicander's arms, 
To bring worſe ruin on us by his love ? 


PHEDRA, 

His love indeed ! for that unhappy hour, 
In which the prieſts join'd 'Theſcus' hand to mine, 
Shew'd the young Scythian to my dazzled eyes. 
Gods ! how I ſhook ! what boiling heat inflam'd 
My panting breaſt ! how fron the touch of Theſeus 
My fleck hand dropt, and all the idle pomp, 
Prieſts, altars, victims, ſwam before my ſight ! 
The God of Love, ev'n the whele God, poſſeſt nie! 


LYCON. 
At once, at firlt poſſeſt you? 


PUEDRA-s 
Yes, at firſt ! 
That fatal evening we purſued the chace, 
When from behind the wood, with ruſtling ſound, 
A monſtrous boar ruſh" forth; his baleſul eyes 
Shot glaring fire, and his ſtiff pointed briſtles 
Roſe high upon his back; at me he made, 
Whetting his tuiks, and churning hideous foam z 
Then, then Hippolitus flew in to aid me; 
Collecting all himſelf, and riſing to the blow, 
He launch'd the whiſtling ſpear : the well aim'd 
javelin 
Pierc'd his tough hide, and quiver'd in his heart; 
The monſter fell, and gnaſhing with huge tuſks 
Plow'd up the crimſon carth. But then Hippolitus, 
Gods! how he mov'd and look'd when he ap- 
proach'd me ! 
When hot and panting from the ſavage conqueſt, 
Dreadful as Mars, and as his Venus lovely, 
His kindling cheeks with purple beauties glow'd, 
His lovely, ſparkling eyes ſhot martial fires ; 
Oh godlike form! oh extaſy and tranſport ! 
My breath grew ſhort, my beating heart ſprung 
upward, 
And leap'd and bounded in my heaving boſom. 
Alas! I'm pleas'd, the horrid tory charms me.— 
No more. That night with fear and love I ſicken'd. 
Oft I receiv'd his fatal charming viſits; 
Then would he talk with ſuch an heavenly grace, 
Look with ſuch dear compaſſion on my pains, 
That I could wiſh to be fo ſick for ever. 
My ears, my greedy eyes, my thirſty ſoul, 
Drank gorging in the dear delicious poiſon, 
Till I was loſt, quite loſt in impious love: 
And ſhall I drag an execrable life : 
And ſhall I hoard up gullt, and treaſure vengeance ? 


LYCON, 
No; labour, ſtrive, ſubòue that guilt and live. 


PUTDRA, 
Did I not labour, ſtrive, all-ſeeing powers! 
Did | not weep and pray, implore your aid ? 
Burnt clouds of incenſe on your loadcd altars ? 
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Oh! 1 calld Heav'n and Earth to my aſſiſtance, Shades and enriches all the plains below, 
All the ambitious thirſt of fame and empire, Say, how he dy'd. 1 
_ all the honeſt pride of conſcious virtue : 5 * ga 
— 3 Di ie — 5 He dy'd as Theſens ought, Say I c 
In battle dy'd ; Philotas, now a priſoner, And it 
LYCON. That, ruſhing on, fought next his royal perſon, A worn 
Did you e' er try That ſaw his thundering arm heat ſquadrons down, With ! 
To gain his love ? Saw the great rival of Alcides fall : rule 
Theſe eyes beheld his well-known ſteed, beheld Then, 
PHXDRA. A proud barbarian glittering in his arms, Whe 
Avert ſuch crimes, ye powers ! | Encumber'd with the ſpoil, The 
No, to avoid his love, I ſought his hatred ; Whe 
I wrong'd him, ſhunn'd him, baniſh'd him from 3 1 The. 
Crete, : 8 s he then ead ! 
I ſent him, drove him, from my longing ſight : 2 q lord, my T ee dead! 
In vain 1 drove him, for his tyrant form wh als 901 eb 124 0 dees 1 
Reign'd in my heart, and dwelt before my eyes. Ah F. u rt — b ſoft complaint! 
If to the gods I pray'd, the very vows = t = = tributes due from pious brides, E. 
I made to Heav'n, were, by my erring tongue, ng a chaſte matron, and a virtuous wiſe : 
Spoke to Hippolitus. If I try'd to ſicep, a ng Love, the tyrant of my heart, MA 
Straight to my drowſy eyes my reſtleſs fancy s all my forrows, and uſurps my grief, 
Brought back his fatal form, and curſt my ſlumber, LYCON. 
; Diſmiſs that grief, and give a looſe to joy: Am 
— He's dead, the bar of all your bliſs is dead; 5 
Firſt let me try to melt him into love. Live then, my queen, forget the wrinkled Theſcus, g hate 
5 And take the youthful hero to your arms. "s 5 
No; did his hapleſs paſſion equal mine, runb RA. vr e. 
I would refuſe the bliſs I moſt de ſir'd, | dare not now admit of ſuch a thought, Bur © 
Conſult my fame, and ſacrifice my life. And bleſs'd be Heav'n, that ſteel'd my ſtubborn ic ; 
Yes, | would die, Heaven knows, this very moment, heart, ler: 
Rather than wrong my lord, my huſband Theſcus. | That made me ſhun the bridal bed of Theſeus, But Ill. 
And give him empire, but refuſe him love. 
LYCON., 
Perhaps that lord, that huſband, is no more; ; LYCON, 3 
He * Crete in haſte, his army thin, ü Then may his happier ſon be bleſs'd with both; 
To mect the numerous troops of fierce Moloſſians; 1 hen e your ſoul, and muſter all your charm, 
Yet though he lives, while ebbing life decays, Sooth his ambitious mind with thirſt of empire, W. at h. 
Think on your ſon. And all his tender thouglits with ſoft allutements. What i 
1 But ſhould the youth reful: ſſer'd love! PI 
| ut mould tne youth retule my profler dove 
O let me ſee my Bene 4 - as 3 O ſhould he throw me ſrom his loathing arms! Alas 
A haſty farewell, a laſt dying kiſs ! 3; voy gong. - CT q AG on 
, _.. . : 1erce in the right, and obſtinately good: 
Yet, tay, his fight will melt my Juſt reſolves; | When round beſet, his virtue. ed. 1 
Cheri 1 dab Y ns . Breaks with reſiſtleſo force th' oppoſing dams, 2 
3 And bears the mounds along; they're hurried on, 
- And ſwell the torrent they were rais'd to ſtop. Lut pro 
Eater MeSSENGER. I dare not yet reſolve; il ery to live. F 
MESSENGER. And to the awful gods Il leave the reſt. p 
Madam, I grieve to tell you 1 | This 4h 
What you muſt know—Your royal huſband's dead. Xa dam, your Gignet, that your lave may ordef as 
PHAEDRA, What's moſt convenient for your royal ſervice. Wrich « 
| Dead! oh ye powers! 1 by ho 
LYCON. Lake it, and with it take the fate of Phædra <& le! 
O fortunate event ! And thon, O Venus, aid a ſuppliant queen, her 
| Then earth-born Lycon may aſcend the throne, | That owns thy triumphs, and adores thy power: 0 rack 
4 Leave to his happy ſen the crown of Jove, O ſpare thy captives, and ſubdue thy foes. 
| And be ador'd like him. {fi} Mourn, mourn, | On this cold Scythian let thy power be known, Hippe 
0 ye Cretans, And in a lover's cauſe aſſert thy own ; ; 
1 Since he is dead, whoſe valour ſav'd your iſle, Then Crete, as Paphos, ſhall adore thy ſhrine; * 
| Whoſe prudent care with flowing plenty crown'd | This nurfc of Jove with grateful fires ſhall ſhine, This 
; His peaceful ſubjects; as your towering Ida And with thy fathcr's flames ſhall worſhip thine. | * - 
= ; With ſpreading vaks, aud with deſcending ſtreams, [Exit Phadra, &.. hl © * 
ö Vor. 
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Ly cod us. 
If ſhe propoſes love, why then as ſurely 

His haughty ſoul refuics it with ſcorn. —— 

Sy | confine him! —If fhe dies he's ſafe ; 

And it ſhe lives, Vil work ker raging mind. 

4 woman ſcorn'd, v/ith cafe 'I work to veygeance: 

With humble, fawning, wiſe, obſcquious arts, 

il rule the whirl and travtport of her foul ; 

Then, what her rcaſan hates, her rage may ac, 
When barks glide ſlowly throuph the lazy main, 
The bafiled pilots turn the helms in vain 
When driven by winds, they cut the foamy way, 
The rudders govern, and the ſhips obey. [Exit. 


. 


Eater Pu x DRA, LycoN, and ISMENA. 


Enter MeSSENCER, 
MADAM, the Pence Hippolitus attends. 


THNDUDA. 


Adm't l. : here, where Phadra's now thy 


fore! © 
Nhat ie % fail wee wvilty tongu- 
Let ©» irony: farktes ns ow 
br -6:.. |: onde thin my new 
My teſtl- ; . 4;; „ring fl. 168? 
dat „e. es, eie o art eon. 
R . ( 0h nie br a biaze wi light, 
Fear; nt bear ti rt el las preſence, 
but ks C preis d with woe. { Saroons. 


r HreporITUsS, 


E1/?OLITUS, 
Immortal gods ! 
V. at have! done to raiſe ſuch range abhorrence ! 
g bat have 1 done to ſhake her ſhrinking nature 
With my approach, and kill ber with my fight? 


vox. 
Alas! another grief devgurs her ſoul, 
And only your aſliitance can relieve her. 


HIPFOLITUS, 
Ha! Make it kauwn, that | may fly and aid her. 


LYCON, 
ut promiſe firſt, my lord, to keep it ſecret, 


HIPPOLITUS. 

Promiſe ! I ſwear, on this good ſwerd 1 ſwear, 

Its ſword, which firſt gaia'd youthful Theſcus 
honour ; : 

Which of: has puniſh'd perjury and falſ-hood ; 
 tnderiag Tave, by Grecian Hercules, 
the majeſtic form of godlike heroes 

Hat ſhine around, and conf-crare the! ſteel; 
Noracks, no ſhame, ſhall ever lot ce it ſrom me. 


PHEDRA., 


Hippolitus! 


mPePoLITUS, 
Yes, 'tis that wretch who begs you to diſmiſs 
Th 11s hated object from your even fur ever; 
leave to march againſt the foes of Theſeus, 
A Pi revenge or {hare his ſathcr's fate. 
Yor, III. 
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PHEDRA, 


Oh, THippolitus ! 
I own ''ve wrong'd you, moſt unjuſtly wrong'd 
you, 
Drove you from court, from Crete, and from your 
father 
The court, al Crete, deplor'd their ſuſſering hero, 
And l (che lad occafiou) moſt of all. 
Yet could you hnow relenting Phædra's ſoul, 
Oh could you think with what reluctant grief 
! wrong'd the bero, whom ! wiſt'd to cnerifh ! 
Oh! you'd confeſs me wretched, not unkind, 
And own theſe ills did mott deſerve your pity, 
Which mit procur'd ycur hate. 


uirrolitus. 
My hate to Phædra? 
Ha! could I hate the royal ſpoulz of 1 heſeus, 
My queen, my mother? 


PHA.DRA, 
Why your queen an mother? 

More hunible titles ſuit 1 loft condition. 
Alus! the iron had of eats vn me, 
And! have cry tine U invlore your pardon. 
A: ! wonld viy lor? ferger injo: ous Phedra, 
nl with corapaſſion vw her heipleſs orphan ! 
Would he recerv- him to his dear protection, 
Defeud his youth from all encroaching foes! 


HIPPO!ITUS, 

Oh, I'll defend him! with my life defend him! 
Heavens dart your judgments on this faithlefs head, 
if i don't pay him all a flave's obedience, 

And all a father's love. 


PHEDRA. 
A lather's love! 
Oh doubtful ſoupds! oh vein deceitfal hopes! 
Mr grict's mucheus'd i by this tranſcentin;; goodneſs, 
And Theicus' death fits lighter on my foul : 
Death ?- He's not dead! he lives, he breathes, he 
ſpcuks, 
He lives in you, he 's preſent to my eyes, 
[ fee him, ſpeak to him. My heat! I rave 
And all my folly 's known. 


HIFFULITU3, 
Oh! glorious folly ! 
See Theſeus, ſee, how much your Phædra lov'd 
you, 


uA DRA. 

Love him indeed! dote, ERuguiſh, die for him, 
For ſak my food, my ileep, #:! joys for Theſeus, 
(But Lot that heary venerable Thefeus) 

But Theſcus, as he was, When mantling blaod 
Giow'd in his love Checks; W hen lis bright eyes 
Sputiield with =o .thful fires ; when every grace 
Slione in the fatiicr, which new crowns the fon ; 
When Thefſcus was Hippolitus. 

K1PPUTITUS, 
Ha! Amazement ſtrikes me! 
Where will this end? 


* 


I.YCON, 
Is * t diſteult to gur ſs ? . 
Does net her flying palcucls that but now 


I 
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Sat cold and languid in ber ſading cheek, 
(Where now ſucceeds a momentary luſtre,) 
Does not her beating heart, her trembling limbs, 


Her wif:inz looks, her ſpeech, her preſent filence, 


All, al! proclaim imperial Phadra loves you, 


UIPPOLCITUS, 


What do I hear? What, does no lightning flaſh, 


No thunder bellow, when ſuch mon{trous crimes 
Are owe d, avow'd, confeſt? All-ſceing ſun! 
Hide, hide ia ſhameful night thy beamy head, 
And ceaſe to view the horrors of thy race. 
Alas! I ſhare th' amazing guilt ; theſe eyes, 
That firft iuſpir'd the black inceſtuous flame, 
Theſe ears, that heard the tale of impious love, 
Are all accurs'd, and all deſerve your thunder. 


PHDRA. 
Alas! my lord, believe me not ſo vile. 
No: by thy goddcſs, by the chaſte Diana, 


None but my firſt, my much lov'd lord Arſamnes, 


Was e'er receiv'd in theſe unhappy arms. 

No! for the love of thee, of thoſe dear charms, 
Which now [| ſec are doom'd to be my ruin, 

I ſtill deny'd my lord, my huſband 'T'hcſeus, 


"The chaſte, the modeſt joys of fpotic{s marriage; 


That drove him hence to war, to ſtormy ſeas, 
To rocks and waves leſs cruel than his Phædra. 


ol 


niPPOLITUSe 


If that drove Theleus hence, then that kill'd 


'Theſcus, 
And cruel Phædra kill'd her huſband 'Theſens, 


PUFDRA. 


Forbear, raſh youth, nor dare to rouze my ven- 


geance ; 
You need not urge, nor tempt my ſwelling rage 
With black reproaches, ſcorn, and provucation, 
To do a deed my reaſon would albhor. 

Long has the fecret ſtruggled in my breaſt, 
Long has it rack'd and rent my tortut'd boſom ; 
But now tis out. Shame, rage, coutuſion, tear 
And drive me on to uc unheard-of crimes, 

To muider thee, myſeif, and all that know it. 
As when cenvulſions cleave the labouring earth, 
Before the diſmal yawn appears, the ground 
Trembles and heaves, the nodding huufes craſh ; 
_ He's fate, who ſrom the dreadful warning flies, 
But he that ſces its opening boſom, dies, 


HIPPOLITUS, 

Then let me take the warning and retire ; 
F' rather truſt the rough lonian waves, 
Than woman's fiercer rage. 


LzMENA foewvs berfelf, liſtening. 


LYCON, 
Alas! my Lord, 
You muſt not leave the queen to her deſpair, 


11 POLITUS, 


Auſt not? From thee ? Frum that vile upſtart 


Lycon. 
- LYCON. 


Yes: From that Lycen who derives his greatnel+ 
From PFhadra's race, aud now would guard her 


life, 


Ss MIT E 5 


[ Exit. 


P O E M S. 


Then, Sir, ſorbear, and view this royal ſignet, 
And in her ſuithful flave obey the queen, 


With that reſpect, it may not ſcem confinement, 
Dut only mcant for honour. 


HIPPOLITYUS. 
So, confinement is 
The honour Crete beſtows on Theſcus' ſon, 
Am | confin'd ? And is 't ſo ſoon forgot, 


dom ? 


Your ſhricking maids clung round the hallow'd 
ſhrines, 

When all your palaces and loſty towers 

Smok'd on the carth, when the red ſky around 

Glow'd with your city's flames (a dreadful luſtre): 

Ihen, then my father ſlew to your aſſiſtance; 


Then Theſeus ſav'd your lives, eſtates, and ho- 


nours, 
And do you thus reward the hero's toil ? 
And do you now confine the hero's ſon ? 


% 


co. 
Take not an eaſy ſhort confinement ill, 
| Which your own ſafety and the queen's requires; 
But fear not aught from one that joys to ſerv: 
you. 
nePOLITUS., 
O, I diſdain thee, traitor, but not fear thee, 
Nor will I hear of ſervices from Lycon. 
Thy very looks are lies, eternal falſchood 
Smiles in thy lips and flatters in thy eyes; 
Ev'n in thy humble face I read my ruin, 
in every cringing bow and fawning ſmile : 
Why elſe d'you whiſper out your dark ſuſpicions ? 
Why with malignant clogies encrcaſe 
The prople's fears, and praiſe me to my tuin? 
Why through the troubled ſtrects of frightel 
Gnoſſus 
Do Hucklers, helms, and poliſh'd armeur blaze! 
Why ſounds the dreadful din of inſtant war, 
Whilſt ſtill the foc's unknown? 


r cox. 

Then quit thy arts, 
Put off the ſtateſman and reſume the judge. 
Thou Proteus, ſhift thy various forms no more, 
But boldly own the God. [Afide,— 
That foe's too near, [To Hipp. 
The quecr's diſcaſe, and your aſpiring mind, 
Diſturb all Crete, and give a looſe to war. 


HIPPOLITUS. 

- Gcds! Dares he ſpeak thus to a monarch's ſun ! 
And mult this earth-born ſlave command in Crets ! 
Was it for this my god-lik- father fought ? 

Did Theſeus bleed for Lycon? O ye Cretans, 
Sce there your king, the ſucceſſor of Minos, 
And heir of Jove. 


LYCON, 
You may as well provoke 
That Jove you worſhip, as this flave yuu ſcorn- 
Go ſeize Alcmaon, Niciae, and all 


{ Enter Guard. 
Guards, watch the prince, but ut q at awfuldiſtance, 


When fierce Procruſtesꝰ arms o'cr-ran your king. 


When your ſtreets echo'd with the crics of orphans, | 


Fo 


net, 


Guard;, 1 
iſtance, | 


zucht, 


t 13 


r king- 


rphans, | 


allow'd 


und 
luſtre): 
ce; 


nd ho- 


uires; 
o ery? 


hee, 


icions ? 


in ? 
rig htel 


Haze? 
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The black ahettors of his impious treaſon, 

Now o'er thy head th' avenging thunder rolls: 
For know, on me depends thy inſtant doom. 

Then learn (proud prince) to bend thy haughty ſoul. 
And if thou think'ſt of life, obey the queen, 


UIVPOLITUS, 

Then free from fear or guilt I'll wait my doom: 
Whatc'er 's my fault, no ain ſhall blot my glory. 
I'll guard my honour, you diſpoſe my life ; 

[ Exeunt L. yc. & Crat 
Since he dares brave my rage, the danger 's near. 
The timorous hounds that hunt the generous lion 
Buy afar off, and tremble in purſuit ; 
But when he ſtruggles in th' entangling toils, 
Inſult the dying prey.— Tis kindly done, Iimena, 

Iſm. enters, 

With all your charms to viſit my diſtreſs; 
Soſten my chains, and make confinement caſy. 
it then given me to bchold thy beauties, 
Thoſe bluſhing ſweets, the lovely loving eyes! 
To preſs, to ſtrain thee to my beating heart, 

Aud grow thus to my love! What 's liberty to this? 
What's ſame or grcatneſs? 'V'ake them, take them, 
Ph dra, | 
Freedom and fame, and in the dear confinement 

Lacloſe me thus for ever. 


ISMENA, 
O Hippolitus! 

0 I could ever dwell in this confinement ! 
Nor with for aught while | behold my lord; 
Put pet that wiſh, that only wiſh is vain. 
When my hard fate thus ſorces me to beg you, 
Drive from your god-like foul a wretched maid ; 
Take to your arms (aftiltt me Heaven to ſpeak it) 
Take to your arms imperial Phadra, 
And think of me no more. 


HIPPOLITUS, 
Not think of thee ? 

What! part, for ever part? Unkind Iſmena 2 
Cl! can you think that death is half ſo dreadful, 
As it would be to live, and live without thee ? 
dar, ſhould I quit thee, ſhavid 1 turn to Phacdra, 
day, could'ſt thou bear it? Could thy tender foul 
Endure the torment of defpairing love, 
Aud ſee me ſettled in a rival's arms ? 


ISMENA, 
Think not of me: perhaps my equal mind 
May harm to bear the fate the gods aller me. 
Vt would you hear me; coult your lov'd Iſmena 
With all her charms er rule your fuller: honour, 
Yuu yet might live, nor Icave the puor Iſmena. 


FI{POLITUS. 
Speak, if I can, I'm ready to obey. 


Is AENA. 
C the queen hopes. 


HIPPOLITUS., 
No more.— My ſoul difdains it. 
No, ſhould 1 try, my hanghty foul would ſwell; 
Sharpen each word, and threaten in my eycs. 
0" ſhould I ſtoop to cringe, te lye, ſorfwear ? 


* 


Veſerve the ruin which I rive to ſuun? 
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ISMENA. 

O, I can't bear this cold contempt of death! 
This rigid virtue, that prefers your glory 
To liberty or life. O cruel man! 
By theſe fad ſighs, by theſe poor ſlreaming cyes, 
By that dear love that makes us now unhappy, 
By the ncar danger of that precious life, 
Heaven knows 1 value much above my own, 
What! Not yet mov'd? Are you tefolv'd on 

death ? 

Then, ere 'tis night, 1 ſwear by all the powers, 
This itec] ſhall end my ſears and life together, 


NIPPOLITU3, 
Yeu ſhan't be truſted with a life ſo precious. 
No, to the court U 1] publiſh your delign, 
Ev'n bloody Lycon will prevent your fate ; 
Lycon ſhall wrench the dagger ſrom your boſom, 
Aud raving Phadra will preſerve Iſmenau. 


I*MENA, 

Phe lra! Come on, I'!l lead you on to Phædra; 
I'll tell her all the ſecrets of our love, 
Give to her rage her cloſe deſtructive rival; 
Her rival ſure will fall, Her love may ſave you. 
Come ſce me labour in the pangs of death, 
My agonizing limbs, my dying eyes, 
Dying, yet fixt in death on my Llippolitus. 


HIPPOLITUS, 
What's your deſign ? Ye powers! what means 
my love ? 


I*MENA, 
She means to lead you in the road of fate; 
She means tu die with one ſhe can't preſerve. 
Yet when you {ce me pale upon the earth, 
This once lov'd form grown horrible in death, 
Sure your releuting {foul would wiſh you'd ſav'd 
me. 


HIPPOLITUS., 
Oh! 'I do all, do any thing to ſave you, 
Give vp my fame and all my darling honour 2 
I'll run, Ill fly; what you'll command I'll fay. 


I*MENA. 

Say, what occaſion, chance, or Heaven inſpires? 
Say, that you love her, that you lov'd her long; 
Say, that you'll wed her, ſay that you'll comply; 
Say, to preſerve your lite, fay any thing. 

et : ; (Exit Hip. 
Bleſs him, ye powers! and if it be a crime, 
Oh! if the pious fraud offend your juſtice, 
Aim all your vengeance on Iſmena's head; 
Puniſh Umena, but lorgive Hippolitus. 
He's gone, and now my brave reſolves are ſtag- 

ger'd, 3 
Now 1 repent, like ſome deſpairing wretch 
That boldly plunges in the frightlul deep, 
Then pants, and ſtruggles with the whirling waves; 
And catches every ſlender reed to fave him. 
cho. = 
But ſhould he do what your commands enjoiu'd 
him, 

Say, ſhould he wed her? 


3 R 2 
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ISMENA, 
Should he wed the queen! 
Oh! I'd remember that 'twas my requeſt, 
And die well pleas'd | made the hero happy. 


no. 
Die! does Iſmena then reſolve to die? 


IS ME NA. 
Can I then live? Can I, who lov'd fo well 

To part with all my bliſs to ſave my lover? 

Oh! can I drag a wretched life without him, 

And ſee another revel in his arms ? 

Oh! 'tis in death alone I can have comfort ! 


1 


Enter Lycon. 


Ly co. 
What a reverſe is this! Perſidious boy, 

Is this thy truth? [s this thy boaſted honour ? 

"Then all are rogues alike : | never thought 

But one man honeſt, and that one deccives me. 
[Aſide. 

Iſmena here! 

*Tis all agreed, and now the prince is ſaſe 

Prom the ſure vengeance of deſpairing love. 

Now Phædra's rage is chang'd to ſoft endearments, 

She doats, ſhe dies; and few, but tedious days, 

With cndlefs joys will crown the happy pair. 


ISMENA, 
Does he then wed the queen ? 


LYCON, . 
At leaſt I think ſo. 
I, when the prince approach'd, not far retir'd 
Pale with my doubts: he ſpoke; th' attentive 
quecu 
Dwelt on his accents, and her gloomy eycs 
Sparkled wth gentler ſires: he bluſhing bow'd, 
She treinbling, loft in love, with ſult confuſion 
Receiv'd bis paſſion, and return'd her own: 
Ther ſmiling turn'd to me, and bid me order 
The pompous rites of ter enfuing nuptials, | 
Which 1 mult now purſue, Farewel, iimena. 
: [ Exit, 
ISMENA., 
Then I'll retire, and not diſturb weir joys, 


cuo. 
Stay and learn more. 


ISMENA, 

Ah! wh: refore ſhould I ſtay ? 
What! Shall I tay to rave, t upbraid, to hold him? 
To ſnatch the ſ{truvgling charmer from her arms ? 
Fr could you think that open generous youth 
Conld with ſeign'd iove deceive a jealous woman? 
Coull he fr ſoon grow artful in diffombling ? 
Ah! withoue deubt his thoughts in! pir'd his tongue, 
And all his ſoul receiv'd a real love. 
Perhaps nev- oraces darted from her eyes, 
Perhah ft pity charm'd his yielding ful, 
Perkins her love, perhaps her kinguoin charm”! 


tim ; 
Perhapz—Alasz! how many things might charm 
him 


cuo. 
Wait tue ſucceſs : it is not yet decided. 


00 S. 


ISMENA, 
Not yet decided! Did not JLycon tell us 
How he proteſted, ſigh'd, and look'd, and vow'd: 
How the ſoft paſſion languiſh'd in his eyes? 
Yes, yes, he loves, he doats on Phædra's charms, 
Now, now he claſps her to his panting breaſt, 
Now he devours her with his eager eyes, 
Now graſps her hands, and now he looks, and vows 
The dear falſe things that charm'd the poor Iſmena, 
He comes: be ſtill, my heart, the tyrant comes, 
Charming, though falſe, and lovely in his guilt, 


Euter HiveoLtTCs., 


HIPPOLITUS, 
Why hangs that cloudy ſorrow on your brow ? 
Why do you figh ? Why flow your ſwelling eyes, 
Thoſe eyes that us'd with joy to view Hippolitus? 


ISMENA. 

My lord, my ſoul is charm'd with your ſucceſs; 
You know, my lord, my fezrs are but for you, 
For your dear life; and ſince my death alone 
Can make you ſafe, that ſoon ſhall make you happy. 
Vet had you brought Icfs love ro Phædra's arms, 
My ſoul had parted with a leſs regret, 

Bleſt if ſurviving in your dear remembrance, 


> HIPPOLITUS. 
Your death! My love! My marriage! And to 
Phædra! 
Hear me, I{mena, 
ISMEYNA. 
No, I Care not hear you. 
But though you've been thus croelly unkind, 
Though vont have lf: me for the royal Pizdra, 
Let full wy toul o'er-runs with ſondneſs t'wares 
you: 
Yet full | die with joy to fave Hippolitus, 


HTPPOLITUS. 
Dic to ſave me! Cole I outlive Ifmena ! 


ISMENA 

Yes, you'd outlive her in your Phacra's arms, 
And may you there find every blooming pleaſure ; 
Oh, may the gods ſhower bleſſings on thy head! 
May the geds crown thy glorious arms with con- 

queſt, 
And all thy peaceſul days with ſure repoſe ! 
Nioy*ft thou he block with lovely Phadra's charmè, 
And for toy eafc: forget tile loſt Iſmena! 
Furcwell, Hippo! tus 
| HIPPOLITUL, 
{moua, ſtay, 

Stay, hear me ſneak, or by th' infernal powers 
{il not ſurvive the minute you depart, 


| I5MEN A, 
What would you ſay ? Ah! don't deceive my 
weakn-is, 
| TIPPOTLITUS, 

Peceive thee | Why, Iſmena, 40 you wrong ne! 
Why doubt my faith ? O Iovoly, cruel maid! 
Why wound ny teacer foul with harſh ſulpicion! 
Oh! ty the ſe charming s ycs, by thy dear love, 
I 1cither thought nor ſpuke, delign'd nor promis d 


Lo love, or wed thc queen. 
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ISMENA. 
Speak on, my lord, 
My honeſt ſoul inclines me to believe thee ; 
And much I fear, and much I hope I've wrong'd 
thee, 


HIPPOLITUS, 
Then thus. I came and ſpake, but ſcarce of love; 
The eaſy queen recciv'd my faint addreſs 
With eager hope and unſuſpicious faith. 
Lycon with ſeeming joy diſmiſs'd my guards, 
My generous foul difdain'd the mcan deceit, 
But {till deceiv'd her to obey Iſmena. 


ISMENA. 

Art thou then true? "Thou ort. Oh, pardon me, 
Pardon the errors of a ſilly maid, 
Wild with her fcars, aud mad with jealouſy ; 
For (till that fear, that jealouly, was love. 
Haſte then, my lord, and fave yourſelf by flight; 
And when you're abſent, when your god- like form 
Shall ceaſe to chear torlorn [{mena's cyes, 
Then let each day, euch hour, each minute, bring 
Some kind rememorance of your conſtant love; 
Speak of yur health, your ſortune, and your friends 
(For ſure thoie friends ſhall have my tendereſt 

' wiſhes); 
Speak much of all; but of thy dear, dear love, 
Speak much, ſpeak very much, and {fill ſpeak on. 


HIPPOLITUS., 

Oh ! thy dear love ſhall ever be my theme, 
Of that alone l' talk the live-long day; 
But thus I'iI talk, thus dwelling in thy eyes, 
Taſting the odours cf thy fragrant boſom. 
Come then to crown me with immortal joys, 
Come, be the kind companion of my flight, 
Come haſte with me to leave this fatal ſhore. 
Th- bark before prepar'd for my departure 
Expects its fre ght, à hundred luſty rowers 
Have wav'd their ſinewy arms, and cull'd Hip- 

politus; 

The looſen'd canvas trembles with the wind, 
And the ſea whitens with auſpicious gales. 


1SMENA. 
Fly mn, my lord, and may the gods protect 
thee ; | 
P!;, ere inſidious Lycon work thy ruin; 
Hy, ere my fondneſs take thy life away; 
y from the queen. 


UIPPOLITUS, 
But not from my Iſmena. 
Why do you force me from your heavenly ſight, 
Lich thfe dear arms that vught to clalp me to 
thee ? 


ISMENA, 

Oh 1 could rave ſor ever at my fate! 
And with alternate love and fear poilefs'd, 
Now force thee from my arms, now ſnatch thee 

GO Py breaſt, 

And tremble till you go, but die till you return. 
Nay, ! could go Ye gods, if 1 thuuld go, 
What would fame ſay? If 1 ſhould ity alone 
Wh a young lovely prince that charm'd my foul ? 


Shall wake the lazy day. 


POE MS. 493 
HIPPOLITUS, 
Say you did well to fly a certain ruin, 
To fly the ſury of a queen incens'd, 
To crown with endleſs joys the youth that lov'd 
you. 
O! by the joys our mutual loves have brought, 
By the bleſt hours I've larguiſh'd at your feet, 
By all the love you ever bore Hippolitus, 
Come fly from hence, and make him ever happy. 


ISMENA, 
Hide me, ye powers; I never ſh3ll reſiſt. 


HIFPOLITUS. 

Will you refuſe me? Can I leave behind me 
All that inſpires my foul, and chears my eyes? 
Will you not go? Then here I'll wait my doom. 
Come, raving Phadra, bloody Lycon come! 

i offer to your rage this worthleſs life, 
Since tis no longer my limena's care. 


ISMENA. 
O! haſte away, my. lord; I go, I ly 

Through all the dangers of the boiſterous deep. 

When the wind whiltles through the crackling 
maſts, 

When through the yawning ſhip the foaming ſca 

Rowls bubbling in; then, then I'll claſp thee faſt, 

And in tranſporting love forget my fear. 

Oh! I will wander through the Scythian gloom, 

O'er ice, and hills of everlaſting ſnow 

There, when the horrid darkneſs ſhall encloſe us, 

When the bleak wind ſhall chill my ſhivering 
limbs, 

Thou ſhalt alone ſupply the diſtant ſun, 


And chear my gazing eyes, and warm my heart- 


HIPPOLITCS, 
Come, let's away, and like another Jaſon 
il bear my beautcous conqueſt through the ſeas 2 
A greater treaſure, and a nobler prize 
Than he from Colchos Lore, Sleep, fleep in peace, 
Ye monſters of the woos, on Ida's top 
Sccurely roam; no more my carly horn 
Franſporting love 
Reigns in my heart, and makes me all its own. 
So when bright Venus yielded up her charms, 
The bleſt Adonis languiſh'd in her arms; 
His idle horn on fragrant myrtles hung, 
His arrows ſcatter'd, and his how unſtrung : 
Oblcnre in coverts lye his dreaming hounds, 
Aud bay the fancy'd boar with feeble ſounds. 
For nobler ſports he quits the ſavage fields, 
And all the hero to the lover yields. 


. 


Later Lycos. 


vc. 

HEAVEN is at laſt appray'd : the pitying gods 
Have heard our wiſhcs, and auſpicivus Jove 
Smiles on his native iſle; for Phadra lives, 
Reltor'd to Crete, and to herſcif, ſhe lives; 

Toy witit freſh ſtrength inſpires her drooping limbs, 
Revives her charms, and v'cr her faded checks 
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Spreads a freſh roſy bloom, as kindly ſprings 


With genial hcat renew the frozen e:rth, 
And paint its ſmiling face with gaudy flowers. 
But ſce ſhe comes, the beauteous Phædra comes. 


Enter PuXDRA, 


How her cyes ſparkle! How th-ir radiant beams 
Confeſs their ſhining anceſtor the ſun ! 


And give the pains you ſufter'd : Nay, Hippolitus 
The fierce, the brave, th' inſenſible Hippolitus 
Shall pay a willing homage to your beauty, 

And in his turn adore 


PHEDRA. 

*Tis flattery all 
Yet when you name the prince, that flattery's 

pleaſing. 

You with it ſo, poor good old man, you wiſh it, 
The fertile province of Cydonia 's thine ; 
Is there aught elſe ? Has happy Phxadre aught, 
In the wide circle of her far-ſtretch'd empire? 
Aſk, take, my friend, ſecure of no repulſe: 
Let ſpacious Crete through all her hundred citics 
Reſound her Phædra's joy. Let altars ſmoke, 
And richeſt gums, and ſpice, and incenſe, roll 
Their fragrant wreaths to Heaven, to pitying 
Heaven, 
Which gives Hippolitus to Phædra's arms. 
Sct all at large, and bid the loathſome dungeons 
Give up the meagre ſlaves that pine in darkneſs, 
And waitc in grief, as did deſpairing Phædra: 
Let them be chear'd, let the ſtarv'd priſoners riot, 
And glow with generous wine.—L et forrov ceaſe. 
Let none be wretched, none, ſince Phædra's happy. 
But now he comes, and with an equal paſhon 
Rewards my flame, and ſprings into my arms! 


Euter MESSENGER. 
Say, where 's the prince? 


MESSEN GER. 
He 's no where to be found. 


PH EDRA- 


Perhaps he hunts. 


MESSENGER. 
He hunted nat to-day. 


PUEDRA. 
Ha ! Have you ſearch'd the walks, the courts, 
the temples? 


MESSENGER, 
Search'd all in vain. 


PUMZDRA, 
Did he not hunt to=(liy ? 

Alas! you told me once before he did nat: 

My heart miſgives me. 


LYCaN. 
So indeed doth mine, 


PUZDRA, 
Could he deceive me? Could that goil-like youth 
Deſigu the rum of a queen that loves him? 
Oh! he's all truth; his words, his togks, Vis eyes, 


= e | 
Your charms tv-day will wound defpairing crowds, 
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Open to view his inmoſt thoughts. —He comes! 
Ha! Whoart thou ? Whence com'it thou? Where's 
Hippolitus ? 


MESSENGER, 
Madam, Hippolitus with fair Iſmena 
Drove toward the port 


PU.,DRA. 

With fair Iſmena! 
Curs'd be her crucl beauty, curs'd her charms, 
Curs'd all her ſoothing, fatal, falſe endearments, 
That heavenly virgin, that exalted goddneſs 
Could ſez me tortur'd with deſpairing love, 
With artiul tears could mourn my monſtrous ſuf. 

ferinus, 


0 


While her baſe malice plotted my deſtruction. 


Lycos. 
A thouſand reaſons crowd upon my ſoul, 
That evidence their love. 
PUTPDRA. 
Yes, yes, they love; 
Why elſe ſhould he reſuſe my proffer'd bed? 
Why ſhould one warm'd with youth, and thirſt of 


glory, 
Diſdain a ſoul, a ſorm, a crown like mine? 


5 Ly co. | 
Where, Lycon, where was then thy boaſted 
cunning 
Dull, thoughtleſs wretch ! 


PHXDRA-. 

O pains unfelt kefore ! 
The grief, deſpair, the agonics, and pangs, 
All the wild fury of diſtracted love, 
Are nought to this.—Say, famous politician, 
Where, when, and how, did their firſt paiſion riſe? 
Where did they breathe their ſighs? What ſhady 

groves? 

What gloomy woods, conceal'd their hidden loves? 
Alas! they hid it not; the well pleas'd tun 
With all his beams ſurvey'd their guiltlefs flame; 
Glad zephyrs waſted their untainted ſighs, 
And Ida echo'd their endearing accents. 
While I, the ſhame of nature, hid in darkneſs, 
Far from the balmy air and chearivg light, 
Preſt down my ſighs, and dry'd my falling tears; 
Search'd a retreat to mourn, and watch'd to græve. 


LYCON. 

Naw ceaſe that grief, and let your injur'd love 
Contrive due vengeance ; let majeſtic Phædra, 
I'bat lov'd the hero, ſacrifice the villain, 

Then hatte, feng! forth your miniſters of vengeance, 
Uo ſnatch the traitor from your rival's arms, 
And force him trembling to your awful prelcnce. 


PHA.DRA. : 
O rightly thought! Diſpatch th' attending 
guards, 


Bid them bring ſorth their inſtruments of death; 
Darts, engines, Names, and launch into the deep, 
And hurl ſwift vergeance on the perjur'd flave. 
Where am I, gods? What is 't my rage commands? 
Ev'n now he's gone! Ev'n now the well-tim'd oars 
With ſounding flrokss divide the ſparbling waves, 
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£ | And happy gales aſſiſt their ſpeedy flight. Nor till ſhe ſunk beneath his thunder ing arm, ö 
8 Now they embrace, and ardent love enſlames Beneath which, warlike nations bow'd, would yield | 
Their fluſhing checks, and trembles in their eyes. | To honeſt wiſh'd for love. b 
Now they expoſe my weakneſs and my crimes ; bo 
Now to the ſporting crowd they tell my follies. PUTDRA, if 
Not ſo her ſon; it 
Enter CRATANDER. Who boldly ventures on forbidden flames, if 
5 Ou one deſcended from the cruel Pallas, i 
g a * _ E Foe to thy father's perſon and his blood 1 
Sir, as I went to ſeize the perſons order'd Hated by hl, of kindred yer mane Bl it 
te, l met the priace, and with him fair limena 3 The laſt of all the wicked race he ruin 9 
| ſciz'd the prince, who now attends without, in vain a fierce ſuccelſive hatred reign'd 1 
PHAEDRA, Between your fires: in vam, hke Cadmus' race, if 
ſuf Haſte, bring him in. | With mingled blood they dy'd the bluſhing earth. 1 
LYCON. HIPPOLITUS, 1 
Be quick, and ſeize Iſmena. In vain irdeed, ſince now the war is o'er; | 
We, like the Theban race, agree to love, { 
Enter Hivyoltitus, And by our mutual flames and ſuture offepring, | 
* Atone tor flaughter paſt, li 
Couldſt thou deceive me? Could a ſon of Theſeus " it 
gtoop to ſo mean, ſo baſe a vice as fraud? * . offspring. q 
ſt of F Nay, ad fuc a N ous perudye yet fl Heavens! What a medley's this? What dark fl 
| From promis'd love? confuſion, i 
uirrotirus. Of blood and death, of murder and relation? 1 
| My ſoul diſdain'd a promiſe, What joy 't had been to old diſabled Theſeus, i 
nſted When he ſhould take thy offspring in his arms ? 9 
RASTA. Ev'n in his arms to hold an infant Pallas, 1 
A But yet your falſe equivocating tongue, „And he upbraided with his grandlire's fate, * 
Your looks, your eyes, your every motion promis bens youth ! U 
But you are ripe in frauds, and learn'd in falſhoods. N 
Look down, O Theſcus, and behold thy ſon, LYCON, | i 
As Sciron faithleſs, as Precruſtes cruel. Too barbarous I fear, x 
Behold the crimes, the tyrants, all the monſters, | Perhaps even now his faction *'s up in arms, | 
. From which thy yalour purg'd the groaning earth ; | Since waving crowds roll onwards tow'rds the jh 
n riſ»? Behold them all in thy own {on reviv'd. palace, 5 
ſhadly And rend the city with tumultuous clamours! 
N ee e e verhaps to murder Phadra and her ſon, 
loves? [ 3 r ouy 2 Jau ſtain Jr yr own; And yive the crewn to him and his Iſmeaa : 
ill have ſtrove to make my glorious father But I'll prevent it. [Exi# Lycon. 
be. 8 
Xx my p: 11 11 uCs, . 
As Iheſcus juſt, and as Camilla chaſte, * 
fs, | P!YXEDRA. ? PHEDRA, : 4 
| The godlike The{cus never was thy parent. : What! the kind Iſmena | 
tear; No, 'twas ſome mouthly Coppadocien drudge, That -nurs'd me, warch'd my ſickneſs! Oh the 1 
rave. Obedient to the ſcourge, aud beaten to her arms, watch'd me, ES * 
g Begot the e, traitor, an the chaſte Camila. 8 CAVENGUS vultures vatch the dying lion, q 
ops Camilla chte! An Amazon and chiſte ! TS —_ _ 7 * his — = 
| That quits her ſex, aud yet retai her virtue. rage nie ar enn, juſtice? 
buy See the chaſte matron mount the 1-i1ghing ſteed; Ou! be areas d my baba, thou ſhalt have jultice. 
lu ſtrict embraces lock the ſtruggling warrior, Now all the ſpicits of my god-like race 
FeAnce, And chooſe the lover in the ſturdy foe. Enftane my foul, and urge me on to vengeance, 
| Arſamn:z, Minds, Jove, th' avenging ſun, 
ence - * : - p | Infvire my fury, and demand my juſtice. 
Eater MeSSENGER, mga a; wn Oh ! ye Alt 4ave it: thou, Mine: os appland it ; 
ading © Ves thou ſhalt copy it in their pains below. 
HIPPOLITUS, Gods of revenge, ariſe, tle comes! He comes ! 
ath; | No; ſhe rcfus'd the vows ct godlike Theſcus, And ſhoots himſelf through ail my kindling blood. i 
ſcep, And choſe to ſtand his arms, not mec: his loves II have it here.—Now batc perfidious wretch, 2 
6. An doubtful was the fight. The wide Thermo-] Now figh, and weep, and tremble in thy turn. 1 
und! Ho doon 55 Jes, your limena ſhall appeaſe my vengeance. 1 
+ —_ the huge ſtrokes reſound; its ſriguted waves j I{mena dies: And thou her pitying lover 9 
5 nvey'd the rattling din to diſtant ſhores, Doom'+:itt her to death.—Thou too ſhak ſce her b 
Whillt ſhe alone ſupported all his war: br. ed; 4 
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See her convulſive pangs, and hear her dying 
groans : 

Go, glut thy eyes with thy ador'd Iſmiena, 

And laugh at dying Phadra! 


HIFPOLITUS. 
Oh Iſmena ! 


ISMENA. 

Alas! My tender foul would ſhrink at death, 
Shake with its fears, and fink beneath its pains, 
In any cauſe but this. But now I'm iteel'd, 
And the near danger leſſeus to my ſight. 
Now, if 1 live, 'tis only for Hippolitus, 
And with an equal joy [Il die to fave him. 
Yes, for his ſake lll go a willing ſande, 
And wait his coming in th' Elyian fields, 
And there enquire of each deſcending ghoſt 
Of my lov'd lcro's welfare, life, and honour, 
"That dear remembrance will improve the blifs ; 
Add tv th' Elyſian joys, aud make that Heaven 

more happy, 


HIPPOLITUS, : 
Oh heavenly virgin! [ Ajide.J—-O imperial 
Phædra, 
Let your rage fall on this devoted head; 
But ſpare, oh! ſpare a guiltleſs virgin's life: 
Think of her youth, her innocence, her virtue; 
Think, with what warm compaiſion ſhe bemoan'd 
you ; 
Think, how ſhe ferv'd and watch'd you in your 
ſickneſs ! 

How ev'ry rifing and deſcending ſun 
Saw kind Iſmena watching o'er the queen. 
I only promis'd, I alone deceiv'd you; 
And I, and only I, ſhould feel your juſtice, 


I3MENA. 
Oh ! ty thoſe powers, to whom I ſoon mull 
anſwer 
For all my faults, by that bright arch of Heaven 
I now laſt ſee, I wrought him by my wiles, 
By tears, by threats, by every ſemalc art, 
Wrought his diſdaining ſoul to falſe compliance, 
The fon of Theſcus could not think of fraud, 
*'T'was woman all. 
rnb. 
I fee *twas woman all. 
And woman's fraug mould meet with woman's 
Vengeance. 
But yet thy courage, truth, and virtue ſhock me; 
A love fo warm, ſo firm, ſo lite my own. 
Oh had the gods fo plzas'd; had buunteous Heaven 
Beſtow'd Hippoktus on Phaera's arms, 
So had ] food the Nirock of angry fate ; 
So had I given my lite with joy to ſave him. 
HIPPOLITUS, 
And can you doom her death? Can Minos' 
dauer 
Condemn the virtue whic!: her ful admires ? 
Are not y{u Pliazdra? Once the boaſt of fame, 
Shame of our ſex, and pattern of your on. 
PHZDRA. 
Am 1 that Phædra? No,—Another foul 
Inſorms my ekg'd iframe, Could cafe Limena 
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Provoke my hatred, yet deſerve my love ? 

Aid me, ye gods, ſupport my finking glory, 
Reſtore wy reaſon, and confirm my virtue. 
Vet, is my rage unjuſt ? Then, why was Phadre 
Reſcu'd for torment, and preſerv'd for pain? 
Why did you raiſe me to the heighth of joy, 
Above the wreck of clouds and ſtorms below, 
To daſh and break me on the ground for ever ? 


15MENA. 
Was it not time to urge him to compliance ? 

At leaſt to ſeign it, when perſidious Lycon 

Confin'd his perſon, and confpir'd his death. 


. PHEDRA. 
Confin'd and doom'd to death—O crucl Lycon ! 
Could 1 have doom'd thy death Could theſe ſad 
eyes 
That lov'd thee living c'er behold thee dead ? 
Yet thou cou'*it ſee me die withuut concern, 
Rather than fave a wretcacd queen from ruin. 
Elſe could you chuſe ty truſt the warring winds, 
The ſwelling waves, the rocks, the faithleſs ſands, 
Aud all the raging monſters cf the deep ! 
Oh! think you fec mc on the naked ſhore. 
Think how [I ſcream and tear my ſcatter'd hair; 
Break from the embraces of my ſhricking maids, 
And harrow on the ſand my bleeding botom : 
Then catch with wide-ſtretch'd arms the empty 
billows, 


And headlong plunge into the gaping deep, 


HIPPOLLTUS. 
O, diſmal ſtate ! My bleeding heart relents, 
And all my thoughts diſſolve in tenderelt pity. 


PHZDRA. 

If you can pity, O! refuſe not love 
But ſtoop to rule in Crete, the ſeat of heroes, 
And nurſery of gods. A hundred cities 
Ceurt thee for lord, where the rich buſy crowds 
Struggle for paſſage through the ſpacious ſtreets ; 
Where thouſand ſhips o*er{hade the leſſening main, 
And tire the labouring wind. The ſuppliant nations 
Bow to its enſigns, and with lower'd fails 
Canſeſs the occan's queen. For thee alone 
The winds ſhall blow, and th vaſt occan roll. 
For thee alone the fam'd Cydonian Warriors 
From twanging yews ſhall jend their fatal ſhafts, 


ViPPOLITUS, 
Then let me marehi their leader, not their prince; 


"Theſzus ; 
That I may ſhake th Egyptian tyrant's yoke 
From Aſia's neck, and tix it on his oven; 
That willing nations may 6b: y your laws, 
And your bright anceſtor the ſun may ſhine 
Oa ought but Phedra's empire, 
PULYZDRA. 
Why not thiae ? 
Doſt thou fo far deteſt my preffer's bed, 
As to refue my crown? — , crue! youth! 
By -I the pain that wriags my tortur d foul ! 
By «'! the dear deccitiut hopes you gave me; 
O! eaſe, at leaſt once more delude, my ſort os. 
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For your dear ſake Ive loſt my darling honour ; 
For you, but now 1 gave my foul to death: 

For you 1 'd quit my crown, and troop beneath 
The happy bondage of an humble wife. 

With thee 1 'd climb the ſtecpy Ida's ſuramit, 
And ia the ſcorching heat and chilling dews, 
O'er hills, o'er vales, purſue the ſhaggy lion; 
Careleſs of danger and of waſting toil ; 

Of pinching hunger and impaticnt chirſt; 

I'd find all joys in thee, 


HIPPOLITUS, 
Why ſtoops the queen 
To alk, intreat, to ſupplicate and pray, 
To proſtitute her crown and fex's konour, 
To one whoie humble thoughts can only riſe 
Lo be your flave, not lord? 


PILEDRA-» 
And is that all ? 
Gods! Does he deign to force an artful groan ? 
Or call a tear from his unwilling cyes, 
Hard as his native rocks, cold as his ſword, 
Ficrce as the wolves that howl'd around his birth ? 
He hates the tyrant, and the ſuppliant ſcorns. 
O Heaven! O Minos! O imperial Jove ! 
Do ye not bluſh at my degenetate weaknels ! 
Hence lazy, mean, ignoble paſſion, fly; 
Hence frem my ſoul— Fis gone, tis fled for ever, 
And Heaven inſpires my thoughts with righteous 
vengeance. 

Thou ſhalt no more deſpiſe my oſfer'd love; 
No more Iſmena ſhall upbraid my weaknets. 

[ Catches Hipp. fevord te fab berſclf. 
Now all ye kindred gods look down and ite, 
How I'll revenge you, and mylelf, on Pazdra. 


Enter LyCON, and ſnate hes azvay the feword. 


LYCON, 
Horror on horror! Theſeus is return'd. 


PUZEDRA. 
Theſeus ! Then what have | to do with life ? 
May I be ſnatch'd with wiads, by carth o'er- 
whelm'd, 
Rather than view the face of injur'd Theſeus, 
Now wider ſtill my growing korrors ipread, 
My ſame, my virtue, nay, my frenzy's fled: 
Then view thy wretched blood, imperial Jove, 
If crimes enrage you, or misfortunes move; 
On me your flames, on me your bolts employ, 
Me if your anger ſpares, your pity ſhould Jeftroy, 
[ Runs off. 
LYCON. 
This may do ſervice yet. | 
[Exit LycoN, carries of the fevurd. 


HIPPOLITUS, 
te hereturn'd ? Thanks to the pitying gods. 

Shall | again hehold his awful eyes? 

Again be folded in his loving arms? 

Yet in the midft of joy I fear for Phrdra; 

| fear his warmth and unrelenting juſtice. 

O! ſhould her raging paſſion reach his cars, 

His tender love, by anger fir'd, would turn 


To burning rage; as ſoft Cydonian 0:1 
Voc. IN. wil 2 a 


Still to per{ilt in hatred to my lon. 


POEM $ 497 
Whoſe balmy juice glides o'er thᷣ untaſting tongue, 
Vet touch'd with fire, with hotteſt flames will blaze. 
But oh ye powers! I ſee his godlike form. 

O extaſy of joy! He cames, he comes! 

s it my lord? My father? Oh! 'tis he: 

| fee him, touch him, feel his known embraces, 
See all the father in his joyſul cyes. 


Euter TutsEvs, with others. 
Where have you been, my lord? What angry 
demon 
Hid you from Crete ? From me ?—What god 
has ſav'd you? 
Did not Philotas ſce you fall? O anſwer me! 
And then PI Il aſk a thouſand queſtions more. 


THESEUS, 

No: But to ſave my life | feign'd my death; 
My horſe and well-known arms confirm'd the tale, 
u hinder'd farther fearch. This honeſt Greek 
Conccal'd me in his houſe, and cur'd my wounds; 
Procur'd a veſſel; and, to bleſs me more, 
Accompany'd my light 
But this at leiſure, Let me now indulge 
A father's ſondneſs; let me ſnatch thee thus; 
Thus fold thee in my arms. Such, fuch, was ! 

[Embraces Hippolitus. 

When firſt 1 ſaw thy mother, chaſte Camilla; 
And much ſhe lov'd me,—Oh! Did Phædra view 

me 
With half that fondneſs But ſhe 's ſtill unkind; 
Elſe haily joy had brought her to theſe arms, 
To welcome me to liberty, to life; 
And make that lifs a blefling. Come, my fon, 
Let us to Phædra. 
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HIPPOLITUS, 
Pardon me, my lord. 


TuUrsTUs. 
Forget her ſormcr treatment ; ſhe 's too good 


HIPPOIITUS, 
O ! Let me fly from Crete, from you, [ A/idz. 
and Phædra. 


Tursrus. 
My ſon, what means this turn? this ſudden ſtart? 
Why would you fly from Crete, and from your 
father? 


HIPPOLITUS, 

Not ſrom my father, but ſrom lazy Crete; 
To follow danger, and acquire renown : 
To quell the monſters that efcap'd your ſword, 
And make the world confeſs me Theſeus fon. 


TUESEUS. 

What can this coldacls mean? Retire, my ſon, 
| Exit Hippolitus. 
While 1 attend the queen. — M hat ſhock is this ? 
Why tremble thus my limbs? why faints my heart? 
Why am I thrill'd with fear, till now unknown? 
Where 's now the joy, the extaly, and tranſport, 
"That warm'd my ſoul, and urg'd me on to Phædra? 
O! had I never lov'd her, I'd been bictt. 

Sorrow and joy, in love, alternate reign ; 
Sweet is the blitz, diſtraQting is the pak, 
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So when the Nile its fruitſul deluge ſpreads, 

And genial heat informs its ſlimy beds; 

Here yellow harveſts crown the fertile plain, 

There monſtrous ſerpents ſcight the labouring 
ſwain : 

A various product fills the ſatten'd ſand, 

And the fame floods enrich and curſe the land. 


ACT IV. 


Enter I,ycon ſolus. 


LYCON, 
TH!S may gain time till all my wealth's em- 
bark'd, 

To ward my foes revenge, and finiſh mine, 

And ſhake that enipire which I can't poſſeſs. 

But then the queer: She dies—— Why let her 
die; 

Let wide deſtruction ſeize on all together, 

So Lycon live. A ſafe triumphant exile, 

Great in diſgrace, and envy'd in his fall. 

The queen !—then try thy art, and work her 
paſlions. 


Enter Pur DRA Attenda: ts. 
Draw her to act what moſt lier ſoul ubhors, 
Poſſeſs her whole, and ſpeak thyic!f in Phædra. 


PUTDRA, 

Off, let me looſe ; why, cruel barbarous maids, 
Why am [ barr'd from death, the common reſuge 
That ſpreads its hoſpitable arms for all? 

Why muſt 1 drag th' inſutferable load 

Of foul diſhonour, and deſpairing love? 

Oh! length of pain! Am ] ſo often dying, 
And yet not dead? Feel I ſo oft drath's pangs, 
Nor once can find its caſe? 


LYCON. 

Would you now die? 
Now quit the field to your inſulting foe ? 
Then ſhall he triumph o'er your blaited name: 
Ages to come, the univerſe, ſhall learn 
The wide immortal infamy of Phadra : 
And the poor babe, the idol of your ſoul, 
The lovely image of your dear dead lord, 
Shall be upbraided with his mother's crimes; 
Shall bear your ſtiame, ſhall fink bencuth your faults; 
Inhierit your diſgrace, but nut your crown. 


PH .FDRA. 

Maſt he too fall, in volv'd in my deftrution, 
And culy live to cuiſe the name of Phxira? 
On dear, unhappy babe muſt ] hequcath these 
Only a fad inheritance of woe? 

Gods! cruel gods! can't all my pains atone, 
Unleſs they reach my infurt's gulltlels head? 
On luſt eſtate ! when life's f thurp a tornicut, 
Aud death elf can't calc! -flitt ne, Lycon, 
Advile, ſpcah comfort to my trœuhled Juul. 


LYCON, 
Tis you muſt drive that trouble from your ſoul ; 
As ſtreams, when dam'd, forget their ancient 
current, 
And 3 at their banks, in other channel!“ 
W; 
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| So wult you bend your thoughts from hopeleſs love, 


$0 tuen their courſe to Thefeus' happy boſom, 
And crown his eager hopes with wiſh'd enjoyment : 
Then with ſreſh charms adorn your troubled looks, 
Diſplay the beauties firlt inſpir'd his ſoul, 

Soothe with your voice, and woo him with your 
eyes. | 


PUXDRA-. 

Impoſſible ! What woo him with theſe eyes, 
Stil wet with tears that flow d hut not for Theſeus? 
his tongue (9 us'd to ſound another name; 
What! take him to my arms! Oh awſvl Juno 
Touch, love, careſs him! while my wandering faucy 
On other objects ſtrays? A lewd adultreſs 

In the chaſte bed ? And in the father's arms, 
(Oh horrid thought ! Oh execrable inceſt !) 
Ev'n in the father's arms embrace the ſon ? 


LYCON, 

Yet you muſt ſee him, leſt impatient love 
Should urge his temper to too nice a ſearch, 
And ill-tim'd abſence ſhould diſcloſe your crime. 


PHEDRA, 

Could I, when preſent to his awſul eyes, 

Conceal the wild diſorders of my ſoul ? 

Would not my groans, my looks, my ſpeech, be- 
tray me? 

Betray thee, Phædra then thou 'art not betray d 

Live, live iecure, adoring Crete conceals thee : 

Thy pious love, and moit endearing goodneſs, 

Will charm the kind Hippolitus to ſilence. 

Oh wretched Phædra! oh ill-guarded ſecret ! 

To foes alone dilclos'd ! 


I.YCON, 
I needs muſt ſear them, 


Spight of their oaths, their vows, their imprecations, 


PHEDRA. 
Do imprecations, oaths, or vows avail ! 
I too have ſworn, ecv'n ut the altar ſworn 
Eternal love aud endleſs faith to Theſeus; 


That board me ſwear, is witneſs to my ſalſchoo!, 


| The youth, the very author of my crimes, 


Ev'n he {hall tell the fault kimſelf inſpir'd; 
The fatal cloquence, that charm'd my foul, 
Shall laviſh all its art to my deſtruction. 


LY Ca Ns 

Oh he will tell it aii! eſtruction ſcize him 
With ſeeming grief, and aggravating pity, 
And more to blacken, will excuſe your folly ; 
i alſe tears {hall wet his unrelenting eyes, 
And his glad heart with artful ſigus ſha!l heave ; 
Thea Theſeus—How will indignation {well 
His mighty heart! Huw his majeſtic ſrame 
Will ſhake wich rage tho fierce, too {wilt ſor vent ! 
How he ' expoſe you to the public ſcorn, : 
and loathing crowds ſhall murmur out their 

horror ! 
hen the fierce Scythian Now methinks I ſee 
His fiery cycs with ſullen pleaſures glow, 
Survey your torturcs, and inſult your pangs; 
ice him, {ailing on the plcas'd Iſmena, 


Punt out with ſceru the once proud tyrant Phædrs. 


And yet am falle, ſurſworn : The hallow'd ſhrine, 
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1, 


- Viite them all, then turn them on the toe. 
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PHEDRA. 
Carſt be his name! May infamy attend him 
May ſwift deſtruction fa!l upon his head, 
Hurl'd by the hand of thuſe he muſt adores ! 


LYCON, 

By Heaven, prophetic truth inſpires your tongue ! 
He ſhall endure the ſhame he means to give; 
And all the torments which he heaps on you, 
With juſt revenge, ſhall Ihefeus turn on him. 


PUXDRA. 
I; 't poſſible? Oh Lycon! Oh my reſuge ! 
Oh good old man! Thou oracle of wiſdom ! 
Declare the means, that Phadra may adore thee. 


LY CON, 
Accuſe him firſt, 


PHAEDRA, 
Oh Heavens ! Accuſe the guiltleſs ! 


LYCON, 

Then be accus'd ; let Theſeus know your crime ; 
Let laſting infamy o'erwhelm your glory; 
Let your foe triumph, and your infant all 
Shake off this idle lethargy of pity, 
With ready war prevent th' invading foe, 
Preſerve your glory, and ſecure your vengeance ; 
Be yours the fruit, fecu: ity, and eaſe; 
The guilt, the danger, and the labour, mine. 


bu DRA. 
Heavens ! Theſcus comes! 


Enter Fuxstus. 


LYCON. 
Declare your laſt reſolves. 


PHIDRA. 
Do you reſolve, for Ph:zdra can do nothing. 
(Exit Ph:edra. 


LYCON, 

Now, Lycon, heighten his impatient love, 
Now raife his pity, now enflame his rage, 
Quicken his hopes, then quaſh them with deſpair; 
Work his tumultuous paſſions into frenzy; 


THESEUS. 

Was that my queen, my wife, my idol, Phædra? 

Does ſhe Rill thun me? Oh injurious Heaven ! 
Why did you give me back again to lite ? 

Why did you ſave me from the rage of battle, 
Jo let me fall by her more fatal hatred ? 


LYCON. 

Her hatred! No, ſhe loves you with ſueh fond- 
neſs, 

As none but that of Theſeus e'er could cqual ? 

Yet fo the. gods have doom'd, ſo Heaven will 

have it, 

dhe nc'er muſt view her rauch-lov'd Theſcus more. 


THESEUS, 


P O E MS. 499 
Break through the idle bands that yet have held me, 
And ſeize the joys my honeſt love may claim. 


LYCON, 
Is this a time for joy ? when Phadra's grieſ—— 


THESEUS, 
Is this a time for grief ? Is this my welcome 
To air, to life, to liberty, and Crete ? 
Not this I hop'd, when, urg'd by ardent love, 
| wing'd my eager way to Phadra's arms; 
"Then to my thoughts relenting Phædra flew, 
With open arms, to welcome my return, 


With kind endearing blame condemn'd my raſhneſs, 


And made me ſwear to venture out no more. 

Gn! my warm foul, my boiling fancy glow'd 
With charming hopes of yet uniaſted joys; 

New pleaſures ſill'd my mind, all dangers, pains, 
Wars, wounds, defeats, in that deac hope were loft. 
And Cocs the gow avoid my eager love, 


us ive me ſtill with uorelenting hatred, 


Invent ney pains, deteſt, loath, ſhun my ſight, 
Fly my return, aud ſorrow for my ſafety ? 
LYCON., 
O thipk not ſo' for, by th' unerring gods, 
When firit I told ker of your wiſh'd return, 
When the lov'd name of Theſeus reach'd her cars, 
At that dear name ſhe rear'd her drooping head, 
Her ſeeble hands, and watery eyes, to Heaven, 
To blefs the bountcous gods: at that dear name 
Ihe raging tempeſt of her grief was calm'd; 
Her fighs were huth'd, and tears forgot to flow. 


THESEUS, 
Did my return bring comfort to her ſorrow ? 
Then haſte, conduct me to the lovely mourner: 
Q 1 will kiſs the pearly drops away? 
Suck from, her roſy lips the ſragrant ſighs 
With other ſighs her panting breaſt ſhall heave, 
With other dews her ſwimming eyes ſhall melt, 
With other pangs her throbbing heart ſhall bear, 
And all her ſorrows ſhall be loſt in love. 


LYCON. 

Does Theſeus burn with ſuch unheard of paſſion ? 
And muſt not ſhe with out-ſiretch'd arms receive 

him, | 
And with an equal ardour meet his vow, 
Ihe vows of one {» dear! O righteous gods! 
Why mult the bleeding heart of Iheſeus bear 
Such torturing pangs; while Phædra, dead to love, 
Now with accu.ing eyes on angry Heaven 
Stedfaſtly gazes, and upbraids the gods; 
Now with dumb piercing gricf, and izamble ſhame, 
Fixes her gloomy watry orbs to earth ; 
Now burit wich ſwelling anguiſh, rends the ſkies 
With loud complaints of her outrageous wrongs ? 


THESEUS. 
Wrong'd Is ſhe wrong'd ? and lives he yet 
who wrong'd her? 
LYCON, 


He lives, ſo great, ſo happy, ſo belov'd, 


THESEUS, 


Not ſee her! By my ſufferivgs but I will, 
Though troops embattled ſnould oppoſe: my paſſage, 
And ready death ſhould guard the fatal way. 
Not fee her! Oh 1 ' claſp her in theſe arms, 


Shall Theſcus live, and not revenge his Phxdra ? 
Gods! hall this arm, renown'd for righteous ver- 
geanc'y 
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That Phadra ſcarce can hope, ſcarce with revenge. 
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For quelling tyrants, and redreſſing wrongs, 
Now fail? now firſt, when Phædra 's injur'd, fail ? 
Speak, Lycon, haſte, declare the ſecret villain, 
The wretch fo mcauly baſe to injure Phædra, 

So raſhly brave to dare the ſword of "Vheſcus. 


LYCON. 

I dare not ſpeak; but ſure her wrongs are mighty: 
The pale cid huc that deadens all her churms, 
Her ſighs, her hollow groans, her flowing tears, 
Make me ſuſpect her monſtrous grief will cud her. 


THESEUVS, 

End her; end Theſeus firſt, and all mankind ; 
But moſt that villain, that deteſted fave, 
That brutal coward, that dark lurking wretch ! 


LYCON, 

o noble heat of uncxampled love 
Tha Phædra hop'd, when in the midſt of grief, 
In the wild torrent of o'crwhclming ſorrows, 
She, groaning, {till invok'd, {till call'd on Iheſcus. 


THESEUS, 

Did ſhe then name me Did the weeping charmer 
Invoke my name, and call for aid on Theſeus? 
Oh that lov'd voice upbraided my delay. 

Why then this ſtay ? 1 come, I fly, oh Phadra! 
Lead on—Now, dark diſturber of my peace, 

If now thou art known, what luxury of vengeauce 
Haſte, lead, conduct me. 


I'YCON, 
Oh! I beg you ſtay. . 


THESEUS, 


What! ſtay when Phædra calls ? 


LYCON, 

Oh ! on my knees, 
By all the gods, my lord, I beg you itay ; 
As you reſpect your peace, your lite, your glory: 
As Phadra's days are precious to your ſoul; 
By all your love, by all her ſorrows, ſtay. 


THESEUS, 
Where lies the danger? whereſore ſhould I ſtay ? 


LYCON, 
Your ſudden preſence would ſurprize her ſoul, 
Renew the pgalling image of her wiongs, 
Revive her ſorrow, indignation, ſhame ; 
And all your fon would ttrike her from your eyes, 


TUFSEUS, 
My fon '=— But he's too goud, too brave to 
wrong her, 
—Whence then that ſhocking change, that 
ſtrong ſurprize ; 
That fright that ſciz'd him at the name of Phæ dra 


LYCOV. 
Was he ſurpriz'd ? that ſhew'd at Icaſt remorſe, 


1NFSFUS. 
Remorſe ! ſor what ? By Heavens, my troubled 
thoughts 
Preſage ſome dirt attempt. 


Say, what remorle ! 
LYCON. 

I world not——v.i l muſt, Tis you com- 
mad; 


S FPO EMS. 


This Phædra orders; thrice her faultering tongue 
Bad me unfold the guilty ſcene to "Vheſcus ; 

Thrice with loud cries recall'd me on my way, 

And blam'd my ſpeed, and chid my rafh obedience, 

Left the unwelcome tale ſhould wound your peace, 

At laſt, with looks ſerencly ſad, ſhe cry'd, 

Go, tell it all; but in ſuch artful words, 

Such tender accents, and ſuch melting ſounds, 

As may appeaſe his rage, and move his pity ; 

As may incline him to forgive his ſon 

A grievous ſault, but ſtill a fault of love. 


THESEUS, 
Of love! what ſtrange fuſpicions rack my ſoul? 
As you regard my peace, declare, what love ! 


IL.YCON, 

So urg'd, I muſt declare; yet, pitying Heaven, 
Why muſt [| ſpeak ? Why mutt unwilling Lycon 
Accuſe the prince of impious love to Phzdra ? 


THESEUS. : 
Love to his mother! to the wife of Theſeus! 


LYCON, 

Yes, at the momeut firſt he view'd her eyes, 
Ev'n at the altar, when you join'd your hands, 
His eaſy heart receiv'd the guilty flame, 

And from that time he preſt her with his paſſion. 


THESEUSs, 
Then 't was for this ſhe baniſh'd him from Crete; 
I thought it hatred all : O righteous hatred ! 
Forgive me, Heaven forgive me, injur'd Phædra, 
"That I in ſecret have condemn'd thy juſtice, 
Oh! 't was all juſt, and 'Theſcus ſhall revenge, 
Ev'n on his ſon, revenge his Phadra's wrongs. 


LYCON, 

What caſy tools are theſe blunt honeſt herocs, 
Who with keen hunger gorge the naked hock, 
Prevent the bait the ſtateſman's art prepares, 
And peſt ro ruin! Go, believing ſool, 

Go att thy far-fam'd juſtice on thy fon, 
Next on thyiclf, and both make way for Lycon. 
Ade. 


rurs ros. 
Ha! am I ſure the 's wrong'd ? perhaps 't is 
malice, 
Slove, make it clear, make good your accuſation, 
Or treble fury ſhall revenge my ſou. 


LYCON. 

Am then dovhted ! and can faithful Lycon 
Be thought to forge ſuch execrable falſehoods ? 
Gods! when the queen unwillingly complains, 
Can you ſuſpect her truth? O godlike Theſeus! 
ls this the love you bear unhappy Phadra ! 

Is this her hop'd-for aid! Go, wretched matron, 
Sigh to the winds, and rend th' unpitying heavens 
With thy vain ſorrows; fince relentlefs Theſeus, 
Thy hope, thy refuge, Iheſcus, will not hear thee! 


THESEUS, ; 

Not hear my Phædra! Not revenge her wrongs - 

Speak, make thy proofs, and then his deom s 48 
fix'd 

As when Jove ſpeaks, and high Olympus ſhakes, 

| And Fate his voice obeys, 
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LYCON, 
Bear witneſs, Heaven! 
With what reluctance I produce this tword, 
This fatal proof egaintt th' unhavopy prince, 
Le. it ſhould work your juſtice to his ruin, 
And prove he aim'd at force, as well as inceſt; 


THESEUS. 
Gous! 't is illuſton all! Is this the ſword 
By which Procruſtts, Scyrmn, Pallas fell ? 
I this the w-2.,on which riy darling fon 
Swore to em pioy in nougat but acts of nonour? 
Now, faith.ul zouth, thou nobly hait ſulfill d 
Th: generous promiſe. O mclt injur'd Phædra! 
Why did I tif} to his deceitful form ? 
Why blame thy juſtice, or ſufhect thy truth. 


I. veox. 

Had you this morn beheld his ardent eyes, 
deen His arm lock'd in ber diſhevel'd hair, 
That weapon glittering o'er her trembling boſom, 
Whilſt ſhe with ſcicaias r-fus*'d his impious love, 
Entreating death, and riſivg .o the wound. 
Oh! had you ſeen her, when the frighted youth 
Retir'd at your approach : had you then ſeen her, 
In the chaſte tra;:ſports of becoming ſury, 
Seize on the ſword to picrce her guiltleſs boſom, 
Had you ſeen tnis, you could not doubt ker truth, 


THESEUS. 

Oh impious monſter! Oh forgive me, Phadra! 
And may the gods inſpire my injur'd foul 
With equal vengeance that may ſuit his crimes, 


LYCON, 

For Phædra's ſake, forbear to talk of vengeance; 
That with new pains woald her tender breaſt ; 
$-nd him away from Crate, and by his abſence 
Give Phæ dra quict; and afford him mercy, 


THESEUS, 
Mercy ! for what! Oh! well © rewarded 

Poor Plaelrn's mercy.———-Oh mien barbarous 
traitor ! 

To wrong (ach beonty, and inſult ſuch goodneſs, 

Mercy! wnac 's that ? à virtue coin'd by villains; 

Who praiſe the weakneſs Walch ſupports their 
crimes, 

Be mute, and fly, leſt when my rage is rous'd, 

Thou for thyſelt in vain implore my merey. 


LYCON. 

Dull fool, 1 laugh at mercy more thaft thou doſt, 
More than! do the juſtice thou *rt ſo fond of. 
Now come, young hero, to thy father's arms, 
Receive the due reward of haughty virtue; 

Now boaſt hy race, aud laugh at carth-born 
Lycon. [ Exit, 


Ent:zr HieyoLITVUs, 


THESEUS, 
Vet can it be? ls this th' inceſtuous villain? 
How great his preſence, how erett his look, 
now every grace, how all his virtuous mother 
lines in his face, and charms me from his eyes ! 
Oh Neptune! Oh, great founder of our race ! 
Why was he fram'd with fuch a godlike lock? 


| 
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Why wears he not ſome moſt deteſted form, 
Baleſul to light, as horrible to thought; 

That I might act my juſtice without grief, 
Puniſh the villun, nor regret the ſon ? 


UIPPOLITUS. 
May I preſume to aſk, what ſecret care 
Bronds i y. ar vreaſt, and clouds your royal brow ? 
Why dart your awful eyes thoſe angry beams, 
And Night Hippolitus, they us'd to cheer ? 


TUESFUS. 

Anſwer mc. firſt; when call'd to wait on Phædra, 
What ſudden fear ſurpriz'd your troubled foul ? 
Way did your cbbig blond forſake your cheeks ? 
Why did you haften trom your ſuther's arms, 

To ſhun the queen your duty bids you pleaſe ? 


HIPPOLITUS. 
My lord, to pleaſe the queen, I'm forc'd to ſhun 
Sa © * 
And keep this hated object from her ſight. 


THESEUS, 
Say, what 's the cauſe of her {tvoterate hatred ? 


UIPPOLIT US, 
My lord, as yet 1 never gave her cauſe. 


TY!” 5EUS. 
Oh were it ſo! C. When laſt did you attend 
her ? 


n!PPOLITU®, 
When leſt attend her? Oh unhappy queen 
Your error 's knowr, yet | Cain to wrong you, 
Or to letray a foult mylelf have caus'd. Aide. 
When Ii attend her? — 


THESEUS. 
Auſwer me directly; 
Nor dare to trille with your father's rage. 


NIPPOLITUS. 
My lord, this very morn | ſaw the queen, 


THESEUS, 
What paſy'd ? 


nirrotitus. 
I aſk'd pernuſlion to rctize, 


THESEUS, 
And was that all ? 


HIPPOLITUS, 
My lord, 1 humbly beg, 
With the moſt low ſubmiſtuns, alk no more. 


THESFUS, 
Yet you don't anſwer with your low ſubmiſſions, 
Anſwer, or never hope to ſce me more. 


HIPPOLITUES, 
Ton much he knows, ! fear, without my telling; 
And the poor queen's betray'd and loſt for ever. 
Aide. 
THESEUS. 
He changes, gods! and faulters at the qreſtion: 
His ſcars, his words, his looks declare him guilty. 


[Afides 
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mrrotitvs. 

Why do you frown my lord? Why turn away, 
As from ſome loarhſome monſter, not your ſon ? 


THESEUS, 
Thou art that monſtcr, and no more my ſon. 
Not one of choſe: of the moſt korrid form, 
Of which my hand has eas'd the Lurthen'd earth, 
Was half fo ſhocking to my fight as thou. 


UWIPPOLITI'S, = 
Where am l, gods ? Is that wy father 'Theſeus ? 
Am l awake? Am I Hippolitus? 


THESEUS, 

Thou art that fiend. —Thou art Hippolitus. 
Thou art !—Oh fall! Ol ſata! ſtain to honour! 
How had my vain imagination form'd thee ! 
Brave as Alcides, and as Minos jult ! 

Sometimes it led me through the maze of war; 
There it ſurvey'd thee ranging through the ſield, 
Mowing down troops, and dealing out deſtruction: 
Soinctimes with wholeſome laws reforming ſtates, 
Crowning their happy joys with peace and plenty ; 
While you 


nPPOrITUS. 
With all my father's ſoul inſpir'd, 
Burnt with impatient thirſt of early honour, 
To hunt through bloody fields the chaſe of glory, 
And bleſs your age with trophies like your own. 
Sods! How that warm'd me! How my throbbing 
heart ; 
Leapt to the image of my father's joy, 
When you ſhould ſtrain me in your folding arms, 
And with kind raptures, and with ſobbing joys, 
Commend my valour, and confeſs your ſon ! 
How did I think my glorious toil o'er-paid ? 
Then great indced, and in my father's love, 
With more than conqueſt crown'd? Go on, Hip- 
politus,- 
Co tread the rugged paths of daring honour ; 
Practiſe the ſtricteſt and anſtereſt virtue, 
And all the rigid laws of righteous Mlinos; 
'Theſeus, thy lather 'Theſcus, will reward thee. 


THESEUS: 
Reward thee? ——Ycs, as Minos would reward 
the. 
Was Minos then thy pattern? And did Minns, 
The great, the good, the juſt, the righteous Minos, 
The judge of hell, and oracle of earth, 
Did he inſpire adultcry, force, and inceſt ? 


IsMENA appears. 


ISMENA, 
II.! What 's this ? [Afde. 
nirrotirus. 


Amazement ! Inceſt 


THESEU®*, 
Inceſt with Phadra, with thy mother Phadra. 


HIPPOLITUS, 

This charge ſo unexpected, 10 amazing, 
80 new, ſo ſtrange, impothble to thou; ht, 
Stuns my aſtoniſh'd foul, and ties my voice. 
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THESEUS. 

Then let this wake thee, this once glorious 

ſword, 
With which thy father arm'd thy infant hand, 
Not for this purpoſe. Oh abandon'd Qlave ! 
Oh cariy viiluin! Moſt deteſted coward! 
With this niy inſtrument of your':ful glory! 
With this ! Oh noble entrance into arms! 
With this t' invade the ſpotleſs Phedra's honour ? 
Phædru! My lite ! My better half, my queen! 
That very Phædra, for whoſe jult defence 
the gods would claim thy ſword. 


HIPPOLITUS, 

; Amazement ! Death! 
Heavens ! Durſt I raiſe the far-fam'd ſword of 
Theſeus 
Againſt his qucen, againſt my mother's boſom, 

TUESEUS, 
If not, declare when, where, and how you loſt it ? 
How Phadra gain'd it? Oh all the gods! He's 
ſilent. 
Why was it bar'd? Whoſe boſom was it aim'd at? 
What meant thy arm advanc'd, thy glowing 
checks, 


| Thy hand, heart, eyes? Oh villain ! monſtrous 


- villain 
HIPPOLITUS, 

Is there no way, no thought, no beam of light? 
No clue to guide me through this gloomy maze, 
To clear my honour, yet preſerve my faith ? 
None! None, ye powers! And mult 1 groan be- 

neath 
This execrable load of foul diſhonour ? 
Mult Theſeus ſuffer ſuch unheard-of torture 


| Theſeus, my father! No, I'll break through all; 


All oaths, all vows, all idle imprecations, 

| give them to the winds. Hear me, my lord! 

Hear your wrong'd fon. The ſword— Oh fatal 
vow ! 

Enſnaring oaths ; and thou, raſh thoughtleſs foo}, 

To bind thyſelf in voluntary chains; 

Yet to thy ſatal truſt continue fim! 

Beneath diſgrace, though infamous yet honeſt, 

Yet hear me, father, may the righicous gods 

Shower all their curſcs on this wretched head. 

Oh may they doom me !— 


TNESEVUS. 
Yes, the gods will doom thee. 
The ſword, the ſword ! Now ſwear, and call te 
witneſs 


Heaven, hell, and earth. I mark it not from cu 


That breathes beneath ſuch complicated guilt. 


HIPPOLITUE, 

Was that like guilt, when with expanded arms 
| ſprang to meet you at your wiſh'd return? 
Does this appear like guilt ? When thus Irene, 
With eyes crect, and viſage unappall'd, 

Fixt on that awſul face, | land the charge; 
Amaz'd, not fearing : Say, if I am guilty, 
Where are the conſcious looks, the face now pale, 
Now fluſhing red, the downcalt haggard eyes, 
Or fix' on earth, or flowly rais'd to carch ; 

A feartul view, then ſunk again with horror: 
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rurzeus. 
This is for raw, untaught, unſiniſh'd villains. 
Thou in thy bloom haſt reach'd th' abhorr'd per- 
ſection: 
Thy even looks could wear a peaceful calm, 
The beauteous ſtamp (oh Heavens!) of faultleſs 
virtue, 
While thy feul heart contriv'd this horrid deed. 
Oh harden'd fiend, can't ſuch tranſcending crimes 
Diſturb thy ſoul, or ruffle thy ſmooth brow ? * 
What, no "remorſe ! No qualms! No pricking 
angs ! 
No feeble ſtruggle of rebelling honour ' 
O 'twas thy joy ! thy ſecret hoard of bliſs, 
To dream, to ponder, act it o'er in thought: 
To dout, to dwell on; as rejuicing miſers 
Brood o'er their precious ſtores ot ſecret gold. 


HIPPOLITUS., 
Muſt 1 not ſpeak ? Then ſay, unerring Heaven, 
Why was | born with ſuch a thirſt of glory? 
Why did this morning dawn to my diſhonour ? 
Why did not pitying fate with ready dcath 
Prevent the guilty day ? 


L 


TUHESEUS, 
Guilty indeed. 

Iy'n at the time you heard your father's death, 
And ſuch a father (Oh immortal gods!) 
As held thee dearer than his life and glory; 
When thou ſhould'ſt rend the ſkies with clamorous 

prick, 185 
Beat thy ſad breaſt, and tear thy ſtarting hair; 
Then to my bed to force your impious Way; 
With horrid luſt t' inſult my yet warm urn; 
Make me the ſcorn of bell, and ſport for ſiends! 
Theſe are the ſuncrai honours paid to Iheſcus, 
Theſe are the ſorrows, theſe the hallow'd rites, 
To which you'd call your father's hovering ſpirit. 


Enter Is ENA. 


ISNMENA. 


Hear me, my lord, ere yet you ſix his doom: 
Turning to Iheſcus. 
Hear one that comes to ſhield his injur'd honour, 
Aud guard his life with hazard of her own. 


TUESEUS, 

Though thou *rt the daughter of my hated foe, 
Though ev'n thy beanty 's loathſome to my eycs, | 
Yet juſtice bids me hear thee, 


15MENA, 
Thus I thank you. | Xneels. 
Then know, miſtaken prince, I is houcſt ſoul 
Cod nc'er be ſWay'd by impious love to Phadra, 
ence hy fore engag'd his carly vows; 
With all my wiles ſubdycd his ſtruggling heart ; 
kor long his duty ſtruggled with his love. 
„ Tinte 
Speak, is this true? On thy obedience, ſpeak. 
HIPPOTL' US, 


so charg'd, 1 own the da.;gerous truth; 1 own, 
against her will, I lov'd the fair Iſacua. 
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ruxsrus. 

Canſt thou be anly clear'd by diſobedience, 
And juſtify'd by crimes? What! love my foe! 
Love one deſcended from a race of tyrants, 
Whoſe blood yet tecks on iny avenging ſword ! 
| 'm curlt each moment I delay thy fate : 
Haſte to the ſhades, and tell the happy Pallas 
Iſmena's flames, and let him taſte ſuch joys 

As thou giv'ſt me; go tell applauding Minos 
The pious love you bore his daughter Phadra 
Tell it the chattering ghoſts, and hiſſing furies, 
Tell it the grinning ſiends, till hell ſound nothing 
To thy pleas'd ears but Phædra and imena, 


Euter CRATANDER, 


Seize him, Cratander ; take this guilty ſword, 
Let his own hand avenge the crimes it acted, 
And bid him vie, at lcaſt, like Theleus' fon. 
Take him away, and cxccute my orders. 


4 HIPPOLYTUS., 
Heavens ! How that ſtrikes me! How it wound 
my ſoul! | 

To think of your unntterable ſorrows, 
When you ſhall ſind Hippolitus was guiltleſs! 
Yet when you know the innocence you doom'd, 
When you thall mourn your ſon's uunappy fate, 
Oh, I beſcech you by the love you bore me, 
With my laft words (my words will then prevail) 
Oh for my ſake forbear to touch your life, 
Nor wound again Hippolitus in Theſeus. 
Let all my virtues, all my joys ſurvive, 
Freſh in your breaſt, but be my woes forgot; 
The woes which fate, and not my father, wrought, 
h! let me dwell for ever in your thoughts, 
Let me be honour'd ſtill, but not deplor'd. 


THESEUS, 

Then thy chief care is for thy father's life. 
Oh blooming Lkypocrite ! Oh young diſſembler ' 
Well halt thou ſhewn the care thou tak'lt of 

Theſeus. 
Oh all ye gods! how this inflames my fury ! 
| ſcarce can hold my rage; my eager hands 
"Tremble to reach thee. No, diſhonour'd 'Vheſe.us ! 
Blot not thy fame with ſuch a monſter's blood. 
Snatch him away. 


UIPPOLITUS, 
Lead on. Farewell, Iſmena. 


ISMENA. | 
Oh! take me with him, let me ſhare hi, ſage 
Oh awful 'Cheſeus! Yet revoke his doom: 
See, lot the very miniſters ol death, 
"Fhough brad to blood, yet ſhrink, aud wiſh to fave 


him. 
TYESEUS, 
Slaves, villains, tear het from him, cut her arms 
off. 
I5MEN A, ; 


Oh! tear me, cut me, till my ſever'd limbs 
Grow to my lord, and ſhare the paius he fullets. 


THESEUS, 
Villains, away, 


r 


| 
| 
| | 
( 
{ 
| 
\ 


S * 


r / 7˙——— K» 2 


8 MI Ir 


504 


ISMENA, 
O Theſcus! Hear me, hear me. 


THESEUS, 
Away, nor taint me with thy loathſo:ac touch. 
Off, woman. 
ISMENA, 

Stay, oh ſtay! I 'I tell you all. [Exit Theſeus. 
Already gone ! Tell it, ye conferove walls; 
Bear it, ye winds, upon your pityit g wings; 
Reſound it, fame, with all your hundred tongues. 
Oh hapleſs youth! A!l IIcaven confpires again 

ou. 

The == pl walls conceal the fatal ſecret : 
Th' untainted winds refuſe th” inſcc ing load: 
And fame itſelf is mute. Nay, ev'n iſmena, 
Thy own Iſmcna 's ſworn to thy deſtruction. 

But ſtil}, whate'er the cruel gods deſign, 

In the ſame fate our equal ſtars combine, 

And he who dooms thy death pronounces 

mine. 


. 
Enter PuXDRA and Lr con. 


LVYI CON. 
ACCUSE yourſelf? Oh! on my knees I beg 


you, 

By all the gods, recal the ſatal meſſage. 

Heavens! Will you ſtand the dreaded rage of 
'Theſeus ? 

And brand your ſame, and work your own de- 
ſtruction? _— 


PHEDRA. 
By thce I 'm branded, and by thee deſtroy'd: 
Thou boſom ſcrpent, thou alluring fiend ! 
Vet ſhan't you boaſt the miſeries you cauſe, 
Nor *ſcape the ruin you have brought on all, 


LVYCON. 


Was it not your command? Has faithful Lycon | 


I”er ſpoke, e' er thought, deſign'd, contriv'd, or 
acted? 
Has he done aught without the queen's conſent? 


PUXDRAs 

Plead'ſt thou conſent to what thou firſt inſpir*dſt? 
Was that conſent ? O ſenſeleſs politician ! 
When adverſe paſſions ſtruggled in my breaſt, 
When anger, fear, love, ſorrow, guilt, deſpair, 
Drove out my reaſon, and uſurp'd my ſoul, 
Vet this conſent you plead, O faithful Lycon ! 
Oh! only zealous for the fame of Phædra! 
With this yuu blot my name, and clear your own ; 
And what's my frenzy, will be call d my crime : 
What then is thine ? Thou cool deliberate villain, 
Thou wile, ſore-thinking, weighing politician! 


L.YCON, 
Oh! 'twas ſo black, my ſrighten'd tongue re- 
coil'd 
At its own ſound, and horror ſhook my foul, 
Vet ill, though pierce d with ſuch amazing anguiſh, 
Such was my zcal, ſo much 1 love my queen, 
I broke through all, to fave the Iitz ut Phedra. 
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PUXT.DRA. 

What's life? Oh all ye Gods! Can life atone 
For all the monſtrous crimes by which 'tis bought? 
Or can I live ? When thou, oh foul of honour! 
Oh carly hero! by my crimes art ruin'd, 
P-raaps ev'n now the great unhappy south 
Falls by the ſordid hands of butcicring villaigs; 
ow, now he biceds, he dies Oh perjui'd traitor! 
des, his rich blood in purple torrents flows, 
and nature ſallies in unbidden groans ; 

Now mortal pangs Cittort his lovely form; 

Us roy beautirs ſade, his ſtarry eyes 
Now darhling ſwim, and fix their cloſing beams; 
Now in ſhort gaſps his labouring ſpirit heaves, 
Aud wenkly flutters on his fauitering tongue, 
Ana ſtruggles into found. Hear, monſter, hear, 
With ais lait breath he curſes perjur'd Phædra: 
He ſummons Fhxdra to the bar of Minos; 
Thou too ſhalt there appear; to torture thee, 
Whole hell ſhall be employ'd, and ſuffering Phædra 
Shall find ſome caſe to lee thee ſtill more wretched, 


N  LYCON. 
Oh all ye powers! Oh Phadra! Hear me, 
hear me, 
Ey all my zeal, by all my anxious cares, 
By thoſe unhappy crimes I wrought to ſerve you, 
By theſe old wither'd limbs and hoary hairs, 
By all my tears — Oh heavens ! She minds me not, 
She hears not my complaints. Oh wretched 
Lycon ! 
To what art thou reſerv'd ? 


FILEYDRAs 
; Relerv'd to all 
The ſharpeſt, ſloweſt paias that earth can furniſh, 
To all! wiſn— On Pheadrca—Guards, ſecure him. 
: [Lycon carried ef, 
Ha ! Theſeus, gods! My freezing lood congeals, 
And all my thoughts, deſigns, and words are loft. 


Enter Tursevs, 


THESEUS, 


Doſt thou at laſt repent ? Oh lovely Phadm! 
At laſt with equal ardour meet my vows; 
O dear-bought bleſling ! Yet I II not complain, 
Since now my ſharpeſt grieſ is all o'crpaid, 
And only heightens joy.— Then haſte, my charmer, 
Let's feaſt our famiſh'd ſouls with amorons riot, 
With ſierceſt bliſs atone for our delay, 
And in a moment love the age we 've loſt, 


: PUA@ADRA, 
Stand off, approach me, touch me not; fly 
hence, 
Far as the diſtant ſkics or deepelt center. 


THESFUS. 
Amazement ! Death! Ye gods who guide the 
world, 
What can this mean? So fierce a deteſtation, | 
So ſtrong abhorrence Speak, exquiſite tormentor 
Was it for this your ſurnmons fil'd my foul | 
With eager raptures, and tumultuous tranſports: 
Ev'n painful joys, and agonics of blitz, 


you, 


e not, 


ched 


rniſk, 
him. 
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geals, 
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Did! for this obey my Phædra's call, 

And Hy with trembling halte to meet her arms? 
And am I thus receiv'd? O cruel Phædra! 

Was it for this you rouz'd my drowly foul 

From the dull lethargy of hopeleſs love ? 

And doſt thou only ſkew thoſe beauteous eyes 
To wake deſpair, and blaſt me with their beams? 


PUTDRA. 
Oh! were that all to which the gods have 
doom'd me; | 
Put angry Heaven has laid in ſtore for Theſeus 
dach perfect miſchief, ſuch tranſcendent woe, 
Thar the black image ſhocks my frighted ſoal, 


And the words dic on my reluctant tongue. 


"TUESEUS, 

Fear not to ſpeak it; that harmonious voice 
Will make the ſaddeſt tale of ſorrow pleaſing, 
And charm the griet it brings.—Ttus let me 

hear it, 
Thus in thy iht; thus gazing on thoſe eyes, 
can ſupport the utmoſt ſpite of fate, 
And fand the rage of Heaven, — Approach, my 
fair! 
TUAHDRA. 
Of, or I fly for ever from thy ſight : 
Chall I embrace the father of Hippolitus ? 


THESEUS, 
Forget th? villain, drive him from your ſoul. 


PHIEDRA.” 
Can I forget, or drive him from my ſoul ? 
Oh! he will ſtill be preſent to my eyes; 
His words will ever echo in my ears; 
Sta will he be the torture of my days, 
Sanc of my life, and ruin of my glory. 


THESEUS, 
And mine and all. —Oh moſt abandon'd villain ! 
Oh laſting ſcandal to our godlike race ! 
That could contrive a crime ſo foul as inceſt, 


PHADRA.s 

Incett ! Oh name it not 
The very mention ſhakes my inmoſt ſoul : 
he gods are ſtartled in their peaceful manſions, 
And rature fickens at the ſhocking ſound. 
Thou brutal wretch ! Thou execrable monſter ! 
To break through all the laws that carly flow 
from untaught reaſon, and diſtinguiſh man; 
Mix like the ſenſeleſs herd with beſtial lui, 
Wether and fon prepoſterouily wicked ; 
% baniſh ſrom thy ſoul the reverence due 
1 honour, nature, and the genial bed, 
1d injure ons fo great, ſo good as Theleus, 


THESEUS, 

To injure. one ſo great, ſo good as Phædra; 
Oh ilave ! to wrong ſuch purity as thine, 

Such dazzling brightnels, ſuch exalted virtue, 


PHEDRA» 
Virtue! All- ſeeing gods, you know my virtue 
tuft 1 lupport all this? O righteous Hceven l 
0 ut yet ſpeak? Keproach | could have herne, 
Pointed his fatyrs ſtings, and edg'd his rage, 
Arte be praisd—— Now, IU be, Udets kee; 
ior, I, 


Ev'n all thy dreadful magazines of pains, 
Stones, luries, wheels, are flight to what 1 ſuffer. 
And hell itlelf 's relief. 


THESEUS, 
What 's hell to thee? 
What crimes could'ſt thou commit? Or what 
re proaches 
Could innocence ſo pure as Phædra's ſ-ar, 
Oh, thou 'rt the chaſteſt matron of thy ſex, 
Ihe faircſt pattern of excelling virtue. 
Our lateſt aunals thall record thy glory, 
The maid's example, aud the matron's theme. 
Each ikiliul artiſt ſhall expreſs thy form, 
In animated gold.-——The threatening ſword 
Shall hang for ever o'er thy ſnowy boſom ; 
Such heavenly beauty on thy face ſhall bloom, 
As ſhall almoſt excuſe the villain's crime; 
But yet that firmneſs, that unſhaken virtue, 
As ſtill ſhall make the monſter more deteſted, 
Wherc-e'cr you paſs, the crowded way ſhali found 
With joyſul cries, and endleſs acclamations: 
And when atpiring bards, in daring ſtrains, 
Shall raiſe ſome heavenly matron to the powers, 
They 'I ſay, the 's great, ſhe 's true, ſhe 's chaſte 
as Phædra. 


PHADRAs 
This might have been,—-—But now, oh cruel 
ſtars! | 
Now, as | paſs, the crowded way ſhall found 
With kiffing ſcorn, and murmuring deteſtation 2 


| The lateſt annals all record my ſhame; 


And when th' avenging Muſe with pointe rage 

Would ſink ſome impious woman down to hall, 

She Il ſay, ſhe 's falle, ſhe 's baſe, ſhe 's foul as 
Phadra., 


| THESEUVS, 

Hadſt thou becn foul, had horrid violation 
Caſt any ſtains on purity like thine, 
They 're waſh'd alrcaCy in the villain's blood: 
The very fword, his in{trument of horror, 
Ere this time drench'd in his inceftuous heart, 
Has done thee jultice, and averg'd the crunes 
He us'd it to pertorm. 


Euler MESSENGER, 


MESSENOER, 
Alas ! my lord, 

Ere this the prince is dead] faw Cratander 
Give him a ſword. —! faw him boldly take it, 
Rear it on high, and point it to his breaſt, 
Wich ſteady hands, and with diſcaiuful looks, 
As one that fear'd not death, but ſcorn'd to eie, 
And not in battle. — A loud clamour follow's ; 
Ard the ſurrounding foidiers Lid Icom tight, 
But all pronounc'd him dead. 


pu E DRA. 
Is he then dead? 


THESEVS. . 


Yes, yes, he's dead; and dead by my command; : 


And in this dreaitul act of meurnful juſtice, 
i nm more renown d thin in my Geat-bought 
lay” cis. 
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THATORA. 


Then thou 'rt renown'd indeed. — Oh 1 


Theſeus! N 
Oh, only worthy of the love of Phædra! 
Haſte then, let 's join ohr well-met hands together; 
Unite tor ev.r, and defy the gods 
To ſhow a pair to eminently wretched, 


THESFUS, 


Wretched ! For what? For what the world“ 


muſt praiſe me 
For what the nations ſhall adore my juſtice, 
A villain's death ? 


PAZEDRA. 
Hippolitus a villain ! 
Oh, he was all his godlike fire could wiſh, 
The pride of Theſeus, ard the hopes of Crete. 
Nor did the braveſt of his godlike race 
Tread. with ſuch early hopes the paths of honour. 


| THESEUS, 

What can this mean ? Declare, ambiguous 

Pha dra; 

Say, whence theſe ſhifting guſts of claſhivg rage? 
Wavy are thy doubtful fpeeches dark and troubled, 
As Cretan ſ-as when vext by warring winds? 
Why is a villain, with alternate paliion, ' 
Accus'd and-prais'd, deteſted and deplor'd ? 


Pl®DRA, 

Canſt thou not gu? 
Canſt thou not read it in my furious paſſtons ? 
In all he wild viforders of my ſev] ? 
Could ſt thou not fer it in de noble warmth 
That urg'd the daring youth to acts of honour ? 
Could'it thou not find it in the gercrous truth, 
Which ſparkled n his eyes, and open'd in his face ? 
Could'ſt not perceive it in the Cuite reſer vc? 
In every word and look, each godlikc act, 
Could'ſt thou not ice Hippelitus was guililefs ? 


T?HESEU®, 
Guiltleſs! Oh all ye gods What can this mean? 


udn. . 
Mean! That the guilt is mine, that virtuous 
Pkadra, 

The maid's exa;nple, and the mitron's theme, 
With beſtial pation wood your loatiiing fon; 
And when dery'd, with inpicus accuſation 
Sully'd th hiftre of his ſhinit.g honour ; 
Of my own crimes accus'd the iouiciels youth, 
And with enſnarin wites deſtroy'd that vutue 
I try'd in vain to ſhake. : 


TEESEV2, 
. Is he then guiltlcſs ? 
Guiltleſs! Then what art thou? aud ob jut! 
Heaven ! 
What a deteſted parricide is Theſcus! 


PHEDRA, 

What am 1? What indeed, but ene more black 
Thar earth or hell c'er bore! O hurrid mixture 
Of crimes and woes, of parricide and inceſt, 
Ferjury, murder; to arm the erring fither 
A aid the guiltiels fon, O impicus Lycon ! 

Is wet 2 hell of wyes thy arts kave plupy'd we, 


| 
| 
| 


kl 
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ö 


| 


THESEVS. 
Lycon Here, guards —Oh moſt abandon's 
villain ! 
Secure him, ſeize him, drag kim piece-meal hither, 


| Enter Goarps, 


GUARDS, 
Who has, my lord, incur'd your high difs 
pleaſure ? 
THPSEUS. 

Who can it be, ye gods, but perjur'd Lycon ? 
Who can inſpire ſuch ſtorms of rage, but Lycon ? 
Where has my ſword leſt one ſo black, but Lycon? 
Where! Wretched Thecus | in thy bed and heart, 
The very darling of my ſoul and eyes! 

Oh beauteous fiend ! But truſt not to thy form. 

You too, my ſon, was fair; your manly beauties 

Charm'd every heart (O heavens!) to your de- 
ſtruction. 

You too were good, your virtuous foul abhorr'd 

The crimes for which you dy'd. Oh impicus 
Phædra 

Inceſtuous fury ! Execrable murth'reſs! 

Is there revenge on earth, or pain in hell, 

Can art invent, or beilrg rage ſuggeſt, 

Ev'n endleſs torture which thou ſhalt not ſuffer ? 


PUZDRA. 

And is there auglit on earth I would not ſuffer? 
Oh, were there vengeance equal to my crimes, 
Thou need'ſt not claim it, moſt unhappy youth, 
From any hands but mine: T' avcuge thy fate, 
I'd court the fierceſt pains, and ſue for tortures; 
And Phædra's ſufferings ſhould atone for thine :, 
Ev'n now I fall a victim to thy wrongs ; 

Ev'a now a fatal draught works out my ſoul; 
Ev'n now it curdles in my ſhrinking veins 
The lazy blood, and freezes at my heart. 


Lycox brought ia. 


THESEUS. 
Halt thou eſcap'd my wrath ? Yet, impious 
Lycun, 
O1 thee I'll empty all my hoard of vengeance, 
Aud glut my boundleſs rage. 


LYCON. 
O! mercy, mercy? 


THESEUS, 

Such thou ſhait find as thy beſt Jceds deſerve, 
Such as thy gullty ul can hope from Thelcus; 
Such as thou ficzw'dit to poor Hip pulitus, 


Lvcox. 
Oh chain me! whip me! Let me be the ſcorn 
Of did rab les, and infulting crowds ! 
Give me but lic, and make that life moſt wretched, 


PURIERA. ' 
Art thou ſo baſe, to {piritleſs a flave ? 

Not ſi the lovely youth thy arts have ruin'd, = 

Not ſo he bore the fate to which you doum'd him. 

| ; THESEU3. 

Oh abje d villain! Yet it gives me joy 

To ſee the fears that ſhake thy guiity foul, 


Tnhar 
Oh, h 
While 
Ard 


Drag 
Let h 
Then 
Grin 


And 
Will! 
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Enhance thy crimes, and antedate thy wozs. 
Oh, how thou *It howl thy feartuij foul away; 
While laughing crowd {hall echo to thy crics, 


away with hin. 
Drag lim to all the tot in- ats earth can furniſh ; 
Let him be rack d and geſh'd, impal'd alive 
Then let the mangl' d wo Nec, hx'd ou nich, 
Grin der the ſacuting crowds, and glut their 
vengennce. 
And is this a:? And ert thou now appeas'd? 
W:il thi⸗ atone ſo1 poor Hippali tus! 
Oh ungor?4 apprure! Oh ravenous thirſt 
Of a Zon's blood | What not a day, a momapt! 


no. 
A day! A moment! On! thou ſnould'ſt have 
ſta t 
Tears, aper, all the round of circling time, 
Ere touct'd the life of that conlummniate y. uch. 


russ. 
And y"t ewith joy I flow to lis destruction, 
Zoaſted his fate, and triurph'd in his ruin. 
Nut this 7 promis'd to his dying mother, 
When in her mortal pangs ſhe lighing gave me 
The rut cold h ſies from ner tremblirg iips, 
Ard 8 her | tecble wangering hands to min. 
When her lat breath, now quivering at her mouth, 
implor'd ns guodneſs ch her lovely ; ſon : 
T> ker Hip poiitus. He, alas" deſcends 
An early victim to the lazy nales, 
(Oh heavca and earth!) by Theſcus doom'd, 
deſcends. 


bl 


PHEDRA. 
He 's doo d by Theſrus, but accus'd by Phædra, 
Py Phædra's madneſs, and by Lycoa's hatred. 
Yet with my Lite 1 expiate my frenzy, 
And die for thee, my nc zog rage deſtroy'd: 
Thee Ip urſue (oh great ill fated yorth !) 
Purſue theg Riil, bot now with chaſte deſices; 
Thee through t] 
Thee through the gliimracring dawn, add purer 
day, 
Through all thi Elyſian Nang O rightęaus Minos! 
Elyſan Plains! There he and his Hnteua 
Shall {port for ever, {wil tor over drink 
Immortal love; white Ife off fta how! 
In lonely plains; white all the blacheſt ghoſts 
ohciak from the bale{ul ſight of once wore man- 
ltrons, 
And more accurs'd than they, 


# 


THESE.US, 
tao mu ſt on, 
itn m iſt once more ſee the burning hore 
Oi vid Acheron and black Coevtus, 
Whence no &lcides will releuſe me ws 


COS 
„ 


PHADRA. 
Then why this tay ? 
together ; 


Fa 1 n .* * 1 . 

1 Nei ſets Wide its adamautne gate „ 
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Fae din of rat. l. n, 


355 


Come on, let's plunge 


| Hove huge Megara ftallrs | wha ſtreaminę fire 
Ard make thy pains their ſport! Halle, hence, 


| 


4 
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2 diſmal waſte of gloomy death; 


Sue, tlie juſt beings offer to my Verge ance 
1 2 ITE 5 ts 8 W, Lycen fon revenge z 
Thauks, Heaven, "tis erte 1 teal it to his 
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Of groans, of loud complaints, of piercing ſurieks, 
That wide through all its gloomy world refound, 


--r 


n 
— — 


— 
Re 
— 


i 


Blaze from her glaring eyes * { roents curl 
In horrid wreaths, and Eis wround her head! 
Now, now ike Grays me te rhe. bar of Minos. 

Sce how the awtul judges ot tle dead 

Look ſtedfaſt hate, and horrible Ciinay ! 

Sev Mincs turns away his icattng ro 

Rape cha his ſtruvy 2b n ng words: the fatal urn 
Drove fm! tremt! d: OA ye gods! 
Whit, :.ycon here ! Oh ee, * villain! 

Then am I fi 64 earth? By hell 


A fury row, a ſcort v reſc. vd for Lycon! 
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ens er Lycon, n to ſſaò bim. 


NU ARNS. 
"tis your 10rd. 


H 


eavens! 


AA. 

My 1;:4! O cqua! Heaven! 
Muſt cach portertous moment rife in crimes, 
Ard ſallying lite go off in parricide ? 
Then trutt not chy low drugs. Thus ſure of death 

Habs Her. 

Complen: thy horrors—And if this ſuſtice not, 
'Thou, Minos, do the reſt, 
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THESEUS. 
At length ſhe's quiet, 

And earth now hears not ſuch a wretch as Theſeus; 
Yet T'}t obey Hippolitns, and live: 
Then to the wars; and as the Corvbantines, 
With claſhing ſhields, and braying trumpets, 

drown'd : 
The cries of j:fant Jove—l fle conſcience, 
mucmurs 10 the din of arms. 
But whot are arms to me? Is he not dead 
For whom 1 fourht ? For vhom my noary age 
| Glow'd with the boiling heat of y. ath | in battle ? 
How then to drag a wretched lite beneath, 
An endleſs round of ©:!! returning woes, 
And alli the gnawing patigs of vain remorſe ? 
What torment 's thts ?—-— Therefore, O greatly 

thought, | 
Therefore do juſtice on thyſeiſ—and lige; 
Ie above all meſt infiniccly wretched, 
Iſncna wo—Iay, then, avenricig Heaven 
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IsvUEzXA enters. 
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Has vonted 2 ail 1 ifs Fr 2, {') wretc ned Nia 701! 


1 4 
Why daſt thou cane ; to well my raging grief? Y 
| . 
? Wis „ add 70 Lorroves, an (mitte r W Oe 72 by 
> 5 4 1 8 *1, 
W:y do thy mouraſul eyes vphraid my gulk? ö 
„ . 1 + [1 . 
Why thus recal ta my dit ted foul L 
The 4 remembrance of my goo lice fon, 0 
f 3 1 
Ol chat doar youth my cruelty has ruin's ? 
ISNTENA. 
Ruin'd '-——O 1 5+: rowers! Oawful Thefus !* 
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eds my lord 1 I, here has lat ite 
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508 $MITH's 
TRESEUS, 

Gads! Can I ſpcak ? 
Can I declare his fate to his Iſmena ? 
Oh lovely maid | Could'ſt thou admit of comfort, 
Thou ſhould'ſt fur ever be my only care, 
Work of my lite, and labour of my foul. 
For thee alone, my ſorrows, lull'd, Mall ceaſe ; 
C:aſe for a while to mourn my murder d fon : 
For thee alone my ſword once 1more ſhall rage, 
Reftore the crown of which it robb'd your race: 
Then lat your grief give way to thoughts of em- 

pire ; 

At thy own Athens reign, The happy crowd 
Beneath thy eaſy yoke with pleaſure bow, | 
And think in thee their own Aincrva reigns. 


ISMENA, 
— [ then reign ? Nay, muſt I live without 
aim! 
Not ſo; oh godlike youth ! you lov'd Iimena; 
You for her ſske reſus'd the Cretan empire, 
And yet à nobler gift, the royal Phædra. 
Shall I then take a crown, a guilty crown, 
From the relentleſs hand that doum'd thy death? 
Oh! *tis in death alone I can have eaſe, | 
And thus 1 find it. Oer, to flab herſc F. 
Enter Hirromres. 
HiPPOLITUS, 
O lorbear, Iſmena! 
Forbear, chaſte maid, to wound thy tender boſom; 
Oh heaven and earth! ſhould ſhe refolve to die, 
Ard ſnatch all b:anty from the widuw'd earth? 
Was it for me, ye gods! ſhe d fall a victim? 
Was it for me ſhe *d die? O heavenly virgin! 
See, fee thy own Hippolitus, who lives, 
And hopes to live for thee, 


ISMENA., 
Hippolitus ! 
Am H alive or dead! is this Elyſium ! 
'Tis be, tis all Hippolitus Ar't well? 
Ar't thou not wounded ? 
© TUESEVS, 
Oh uchop'd-for joy! 

Stand off, and let me y into his ans. 
Speak, ſay, what god, what miracle preſerv'd thee ? 
Didſt thou not ſtrike thy father's cruel preſent, 
My ſword, into thy breait ? | 


BIF?OLITUS, : 
I aim'd it there, 

Nut turn'd it from myſelf, and flew Cratander; 
The gudrds, not truſted with his fatal orders, 
Gravt*d my wiſh, and brought me to the king: 
1 fear*d not d-ath, but could not beat the thought 
Of Theſeus? forrow, and 1:mena's loſs; 
"Therefore | haton's to your royal preſence, 
Here to receive iay doom. 


rursvus. 
Be this thy doom, 
Ta live for ever in ' ſmeng's arms, 
Go, heavenly puir, ond with your dazzling virtues, 
vont courage, truth, your innocence, aud love, 
Am? and charm mankind; and rule that empire, 
Lor which i ven your rival tathers fought, 


POEM $ 


IEMENAs 
Oh killing joy ! 
HIPPOLITUS, 
Oh extaſy of blifs | 
Am I poſſeſs'd at laſt of my Iſmena ? 
Of that cœleſtial maid, oh pitying gods! 
How ſhall I thank your bounties for my ſufferings, 
For ali my pains, and all the pangs 1 *ve born? 
Since 't was to them I owe divine Iſmena, 
To th:m I owe the dear conſent of Theſeus, 
Yet there 's a pain lies heavy on my heart, 
For the, diſaſtrous fate of hapleſs Phadra. 


T HESEUS, 
| Deep was her anguiſh; for the wrongs ſhe did you 
She choſe to die, and in her death deplot'd 
Your fate, and not her own, 


HIPPOLITUS., 
[ *ve heard it all. 
O ! had not paſſion ſully'd her renown, 
None e'er on earth had ſhone with equal luſtre ; 
Sn glorious liv'd, or fo lamented dy'd. 
Her faults were only faults of ragiuy love, 
Her virtues all her own. 


; ISMENA, 
Unhappy Phædra! 
Was there no other way, ye pitying powers, 
No other way to crown Iſmena's love ? 


| Then muſt lever mourn her cruel fate, 


And in the midſt of my triumphant joy, 
Ev'n in my hero's arms, confeſs ſome forrow, 


THESEUS, 

O tender maid! forbear, with ill-tim'd grief, 
To damp our bleſſings, and incenſe the gods: 
But let 's away, and pay kind Heav'n our thanks 
For ail the wonders in our f:vour wrought ; 

Ther Heaven, whoſe mercy reſcurd erring Theſeus 
From cxecruble crimes, and endleſs woes. 

Then learn from me, ye kings that rule the world, 
With equal poize let ſtcady juſtice fray, 

Aud flagrant crimes, with certain vengeance pay, 
But, till the prooſs are clear, the ſtroke delay. 


NIPPOLIT US, 

The righteons gods, that innocence require, 
Protect the roodnets which themſelves inſpire. 
Uaguarded virtue human arts defics, 

Ti accus'd is happy, While th' accuſer dies. 
| [Exeunt omuct. 


ON run 
BIRTH OF THE PRINCE OF WALESF, 


AM non vulgares, If-, malire triumphos, 
Auguſtos Iſis nus: quam tacituia Stuartos. 
Tu quoties erebris cumulaſli altaria Corts 
Multa rogans nunien, cui vincta jugalia cur ! 
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* From the © Strenge Natalitiæ Academiæ 
© Oxonienſis in celtifimum Principem. Oxon 
— * - 6 5 5 
« & Theatro Sheldoniano. An. Dom, 1628. —— 
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At jam votivam Superis ſuſpende tabellam; 
gunt rata vota tibi, ſævique oblita doloris 
Amplexu parvi gaudet Regina Jacobi. 
Languentes dudum priſcus vigor afflat ocellos, 
lafans et caræ ſuſpenſus in oſcula Matris 
Numine jam ſpirat blando, viſumque tenellum 
Miſcet parva quidem, fed viv ida Patris imago. 
O etiani patrio vivat c:lebratus honore, 
Vivat canitie terris venerandus ead-m ! 
omen habet certe ſupera quod veſcitur aura 
Tum primum, lætos æſtas cum pandat honores, 
Omnia cum vireant, cum ſormoſtuimus annus. 
Et Vos felices optata prole Parentes! 
Quos z1nc Parca pi's refpe.it mota querelis: 
Fu! votre valuere preces; victrixque Deorum 
fata movet pictas, quamvis nol.atia flecti: 
Proles chara darur ſ-nio, inconceita juventr. 
di eitius ſoboles nulio miranda daretur 
Prodigio, ſanctis vix digna Parentibus eſſet: 
(0) quæ vita dabit, cui dat mirecula partus ? 

|, Princeps, olim patrios imitare triumphos, 
Le ſemper magui ve.tigia Patris adora : 
Hie pruma nondum indutus lanvgine maulas 
* 


The uncommon excellence of Edmund Smith's 
productions mult cuſure them a favourable recep- 
tion; eſpecially when it is conſidered that at the 
time of their compoſition he was only one remove 
ſrom a ſchool-boy. Had Dr. Joiinfon feen the 

rt of theſe publications, he would not have been 
at a loſs to determine, in the excellent lite he has 
given tlie world of Smith, wh:ther the latter wos 
almitt*d ih the uuiverſity in the year 1689, as he 
wonld thene. have bee. enabled to pronounce with 


c/rizinty that he was in 1688 a Member of Chriſt 


Church. I take this to have been the year of 
drnch's adn Mon 5, and that le ws then juſt come 
fl from Weltminſter, in time to fignallſe his abi- 
lities by writing on the Birth of the Prince of 
Wi..z, „hen a FRESNMAN (according to the uni- 
tty ot Ae) cad before he wis appointed to a Stu- 
deithup ; for his name is jubſer hed to that Copy 
of Verſes, with the 1adirnu: of ComMmaner. The 
g faperiority  yenes that is diſplayed in this 
firit=<x bo ve —provn ion of 5mith, beyond 
what Adaiſon has diſcovered in his firſt perfor- 
mince Paſtoral on the Inaupuration of King 
Witham avd Queen Mary—futiciently ſerves to 
eccourt tor Smith's hein, us Dr, Johuſon obſerves, 
„oh f the mmunurers at fortune, and wonder- 
* ing why 1 was Caficred to Le pour, when Addiſon 
„was cooled and preferred.“ Smith could not 
but be conte ue of the greater degree of literary 
merit he Lirifolf rof d even in the very depart- 


is „0 


ment to Wich . ddlſon owes the earlier par: o 


his fume, Tux W2ITING er LATIN veger ,—and 
en comparing their juvenile performances, it is 
cvusent that Smith, had reaſon enough for that 
Wl confiels, 4 Lc on firt recommended himſelf 
ta nice by his dedication of the Muſe Anglicane 
10 Jord Hallfax, and by the poems of his own 
heroin inſerted. But what are 43s poems in com- 
p2:108 of Sutru's? RY 8ASTUY. 
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PO EMS. 509 

Invictis orbem per totum inclaruit arms. 

Illius ad tonitru Eatavi ttemuère; Jacobum 

Agnovit dominum ſummiſits navita velis. 

Te quaque Belga tremat, metuat rediviva Jacobi 

Fulmina, cujus adhuc miſerè conſervat bites 

Ore cicatrices, vaſtæ et monumenta ruiræ. 

Subjectus famulas Nereus Libi porrigat undas ; 

Ipte tuo da jura mari. 

Cumque Pater tandem divis miſccbitur ipſe 

Divus (at ö! tarde ſicra ducite ſtamina, Parcæ,) 

Alicre tu noftri jus uinmortale Monarchæ; 

Tu rege ſubjectum patriis virtutibus orbem. 
EpMuNDUs SMITH, Audis Chriſti Cammenſalis. 


ON THE INAUGURATION or 
| KING WILLIAM AND QUEEN MARY*, 
| Iv AURIT ingentis celſo de ſanguine natum, 
M.uritioque parem, ſolenni dicere verſu 
Te, Gulielme, juvat: nus mihi pactora flammà 
Divina caleant, nunc me furor cxcitet idem, 
| Qui Te, ingen heros, bello tot adire labores 


lulcigat, medio, jud ardentem impellit in haſles. 
Te tencro late jactabat fama ſub wvo ; 


Cæpiſti, qua ſinis erat; maturaque virtus 
Edidit ante diem fructus, tardèque fequentes 
Annos pre-urrit longs, et poſt terga reliquit. 
Jam Te, jam vidcer ftagrai:tes cerucre vultus, 
Dum primas ducis fervens in prælia turmas: 
Jam cerno oppotitas acies, quanto impete præceps 
Tela per et elidivs raperis; quo ſulmine belli 
Adverſum ſrangis cungum, et media agmina miſces. 
Num ferus invadit Belyas Furennius heros, 
Invictis ſemper clarus i urennies arints, 

Et, quacunque ruit, ferro bacchatur et igni? 
Tu primo vernans jucuncay flore juventæ 
Covgrederis, ducente Dro, Deus ie batavis, 
Congrederis; non fe G ulorum immania terrent 
Agmina, non magni Luronnius agwinis initar, 
Hen quas tum f-rro Tracer, que funera late 
Ecdideris, quantoſyu: viros de mile ris orcy ! 

Sic cum congoſlus firuxcre nd ſidera montes 
Terrigene ſtatres, ſuperos detrudere ecelo 
Agxreili, polito tum tro inronfus Apotlo 
Armata ſamplit ſatolia {p:cula dextra : 

Tune audax tuit in bciium, et ſurit acer in armis, 
Et Martem, atque ihſus longè antort furmrils at ts. 
Extre mos © quum velem memorare labotes! 

Qi:am vellem {evi fuperata pericula ponti! 

Cui merico nunc juca lahis: quam fie hile fatum 
Frille que illorum cxανiuias. quus «bruit uo 
Immeritòs, canere; at jamjam ſub vondere tante 
Leficio, herbemque ſequar non paſnbus æquis. 
Sed ſeiſo memoranda dies, qui regua Britannum 


j 


4 


* From the“ Voti Oxonienſa pro ſercemſinis 
© Guilbelmo Rege ct Martz Regina M. Britan- 
« nick, &c. nuncupet . Oxonit, & Theatro Chile 
« Jontano. An. Dom. 2689. 
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510 SMITH? 

Debita, qua ſacras ſceptri regalis honores 

Accipies, cingeſque aureo diademate frontem. 

Anglos ſervaſti; da jura volentibus Arglis. 

Sic gravis Alcides humeris ingentibus olim 

Fulcivit patrium, quem mox poſſedit, Olympum. 
a E. SMITH, AÆdis Chriſti Alumnus. 


ON TUE RETURN OF 


KING WILLIAM FROM IREL AND» 


Arrzx THE BATTLE OF TUE ROYNE®, 


INGENS Heros ! O tot defuncte pcriclis ! 
Ergo itctrum victor noſtris allaberis oris ? 
Atque os belligerum, torvuraque in prælia numen 
Exuis, et biendi componis regna quiete ? 
Ergs iterum placida moderaris voce Senatum? 
Oraque divinum fpirant jam mitia lumen ? 
Non fic cum trepides ageres violentus Hibernos 
Cum bello exultaus fremeres, enfenique rotares 
Immani gyro, rubris bacchatus in arvis 
Invitus: (neque enim crudeles ederc ſtrages 
Te juvat, aut animis Ditem ſatiare Tuorum.) 
Sic olim amplexus Semeles petiiſſe Tonantem 
Fama eſt, terrribilem nigranti fulmine et igni ; 
Maluit hic caris accumbere mitior vInis, 
Inque ſuam invitum trahit inſcia Nympha ruinam. 
Tu tamen, & toties Wilhelmi aſſueta triumphis 
Calliope, 6 nunquam Heroum non grata labori, 
Wilnelmi immenſos iterum enumc rare triumphs 
Incipe, et in notas iterum te attollere laudes. 
Ut requiem, ſœdque ingloria tædia pncis 
Exaſus, rurſuſque ardens in Martia caſtra, 
Sanguineaſque acies, ſulgenteſque æte catervas, 
In bellum rnit, »tque iterum ſe miſit in arma. 
Gallus enim fevit, mileroſque ' cruentus Hi- 
bernes : 
Servitio premit, et victà dominatur lerne. 
Hine Furce, Tormenta, Cruces, trac: qu. Catena 
Horrendum ſtridert : itcrumgue reforgere credas 
Macquirum ſquallentem, atque Anglo Tfanguinc 
fedum, . 
Exultantem immane, et vaſta clade ſuperbum. 
O Gens lethifero nequicquarn excmnyta veneno! 
Fruſt ra Bufo tuis, et Ararca ceſſit ab oris, 
Dum pecus Ignati inviſum, ſœdique cuculli, 
Et Monachi ſanctè proteuſo abdemine tardi 
Vipeream inſpirant animam, inficiuntque veneno. 
Aſſurgit tandem Schombergus, et emicat armis, 
Qui juga captivo excutiat ſcrvilia collo: 
Sed fruſtra ; ſecuro hoſtis munimine vu li 
Aut latet, aut errat vaouo, cludicque f: qnentem, 
Augendis reſtat Gulichmi C-ita triumpli.s; 
Vindiciis ſem per Gulit hni {ata reſervan 
Et vincla cripere, et manihus divellcre nodos. 
Sic fruſtra Atrides, fruflra Volemontus heros, 


— — — 


— — 


* From the Academia Oregnienfs Gratulatio 
« pro cxoptato ſereniimi Regis Gulielmi ex 
« Hibernia reditu. Konig, Cc Thcatro Shel- 
« douiauo. Any Dom. 1090. 


S PO EMS. 


Ad Trojam fruſtra pugnarunt mille caring, 
Nec niſi Achillea funduntur Pergama dextra. 
Ergo, Boand:, tuis ſplendet Gulielmus in arvis, 
Magna Boauda, ipſi ſamà haud ceſſura Moſellæ. 
Ut major graditur bello, ut jam gaudia in igneis 
Scintillaut oculis, et toto pectore fervent ! 
Quantum olli jubar aſſulget, qu gratia frontis 
Purpurei metuenda, et non inamabilis horror! 
Sic cum dimiſſum fertur per nubila ſulmen, 
Et juvat, et nimia perſtringit lumina flamm1i, 
Ut volat, ut longe primus rapidum infilit alveum! 
Turbine quo pr:ceps cunctantem tendit in hoſtera! 
Dum vaſtas ſtrages et multa cada vera paſſim 
Amnis purpurco late devolvit in alveo ; 
Dum pergenti obſtat mules immenſa ſuorum, 
Et torpet muto concetum ſanguine Flumen. 
Pergit atrox Heros; fruitra olli tempora circum 
Spicula mille canunt, luduntque in verrice flammæ: 
Fruſtra haſtat:e acies obſtant, irmaque phalanges; 
Fruſtra acres Celtze ; furit Ille, atque impiger 
hoſtes 
Et fugat, et ſternit, totoque agit agmina campo. 
Verſus retro hoſtis trepidè fugit, inque paludes, 
Torpenteſque lacus cæno, horrendotque receſſus 
Dumorum ; et cæci prodelt injuria cli, 
Attamen ©, non fic fauſto movet alite bellum 
Schombergus ; non fic nobis ſavet alca Martis. 
Occid:t heu ! Schombergus iniqui crimine coli; 
Non illum vernans circum ſua tempora laurus 
Conſervat, non arcet iuevitabile ſulmen. 
At nune ad cœlum fugit, et pede ſidera calcat, 
Spectat et Heroes, iptc et ſpe ctandus ab illis. 
Hunc dicet veniens ætas, ſerique nepotes, 
Et quicurgue Anglum audierint rugire Leonem. 
Cœpit enim rngire, et jamjam ad mania victor 
Caletana ſrena: trux, Dunkirkumque repolcit. 
Cre ſſeas iterum 1.nros magnique tropæa 


F 


Henrici repetit: media Lodoicus in aulà 


Imauudum tremit, ct Guliclmi ad nomina pallet, 
EDM. SMITH, dit Chr, Alun. 


AT 0 M0 


TO THE MEMORY OF 


Ma. JOHN PHILIPS. 


TO A TRIEND, 
SIR, 
"INCE our Ifis ſilently deplores 
8 The Bard win ſpread her fame to diſtant 
lhoces; 

Since nobler pens their mournfal lays ſuſpend, 
My honeſt zcal, if not. wy verſe, commend, 
Forgive the pont, and approve the friens 
Your care had long his flecting iſe reſtra'n'd, 
One table fed you, aud one bed contain'd; 
For his dear ſake long reftls fs nights you bore, 
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Much v. as his pain, but your auhctien more. 
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Thy love had o'er the dull diſeaſe prevail'd, 
Thy rairth had cur'd where bafiled phyſic fail'd ; 
put fince the will of Heaven his ſate decreed, 
To thy kind care w 7 worthleſs lines ſucceed 
Fruitlels our hopes, though pious our clays, 
Yours to preſerve a friend, and mine to praiſe, 

Oh! might I paint him in Miltonian verſe, 
With ſtrains like thoſe he ſung on Glo'ſter's herſe; 
But with the meancr tribe l'm forc'd to chime, 
And, wanting ſtreugth to rite, deſcend to rhyme, 

With other fire his glorious Blenheim ſhines, 
And all the battle thunders in his lines ; 

His nervous verſe great Boileau's ſtrength tran- 
ſcends, 
And France to Philips, as to Churchill, bends, 

O! various bard, you all gur powers control, 
You now diſturb, and now divert the foul ; 
Milton and Butler in thy muſe combine, 

Above the laſt thy manly beauties ſhine; 

For as I've ſeen, when rival wits contend, 

One gayly charge, one gravely wiſe defend 

"This on quick turns and points in vain relies, 
This with a look demure, and ſteady eyes, 

With dry rebukes, or ſuccring praiſe, replies. 

do thy grave lines extort a juſte ſmile, 

Reach Butler's fancy, but ſurpaſs his ſtyle; 

He ſpeaks Scarron's low phraſe in humble ſtrains, 
In thee the ſolemn air of great Cervantes reigns. 

What ſounding lines his abje& themes exprets! 
What ſhining words the pompuus Shilling drets! 
There, there my cell, immortal made, outvics 
The frailer piles which v'cr its ruins riſe. 

In her beſt light the Comic Mule appears, 
When ſhe, with borrow'd pride, the buſkin 
wears, 

So when nurſe Nokes, to act young Ammon tries, 
With ſhambling legs, long chin, and ſooliſh eyes ; 
With dangling hands he ſtrokes th' Imperial robe, 
And, with a cuckold's air, commands the globe; 
The pomp and ſeuad the whole buffoun difplay'd, 
And Ammon's ſon more mirth than Gomez made, 

Forgive, dear ſhade, the ſcene my folly draws, 
Thy ſtrains divert the grief thy aſhes cauſe : 
When Orpheus ſings, the ghoſts no morc complain, 
But, in his lulling muſic, loſe their pain: 
do charm the ſallies of thy Georgic Muſe, 

So calm our ſorrows, and our joys inſuſe; 

Here rural notes a gentle mirth inſpire, 

Here lofty lines the kindling reader fire, 

Lite that ſair tree you praiſe, the poem charms, 

Cools like the fruit, or like the juice it warms. 
Bleſt clime, which Vaga's ſruitiul ſtreams im- 

prove, 

Liruria's envy, and her Coſmo's love; 

Roilireak he quails beceath the Chiant vine, 

Gives Tuſcan yeariy for thy Scudmorc's wine, 

Aud ev'n his Laſio would exchange for thine. 

Riſe, rite, Roſcommon, ſce the Blenleim Mule 

The dull col. ſtraiut of monkiſh rhyme refuſe ; 

De, ver the Alps his towering pinions ſoar, 

Wikre never Engliſh poet reach'd befund: 

See mighty Coſmy's counſeliur and friend, 
turns on Coſmo and the Bard attend; 

Rich in the coins and bus of ancient Rome, 

In hin lie brings a nobly treaſure hon; 


In them he views her gods, and domes deſign'd, 

In him the ſoul of Rome, and Virgil's mighty 
mind : 

To him for eaſe retires from toils of ſtate, 

Not half fo proud to govern, as trandlate, 

Our Spenſer, ſir{t by Pifan poets taught, 
Fo vs thcir tales, their ſtyle, and numbers brought. 
To follow ours, now "Tuſcan bards defcend, 
From Philips bozrow, though to Spenſer lend, 
Like Philips too the yoke of rhyme diſdain; 
"They firſt on Engliſh bards impos'd the chain, 
Firlt by an Engliſh bard from rhyme their free» 

dom gain. 

Tyrannic rhyme, that cramps to equal chime 
The gay, the fott, the florid, and ſublime; 
Some ſay this chain the doubtful ſenſe decides, 
Confincs the fancy, and the judgement guides; 
'm ſure in needleſs bonds it poets ties 
Pracruſtes like, the ax or wheel applies, 

To lop the mangled ſenſe, or ſtretch it into ize : 

At belt a crutch, that liſts the weak along, 

Supports the feeble, but retards the ttrong ; 

And the chauce thoughts, when govern'd by the 
cloſe, 

Ofc riſe to ſuſtian, or d-ſcend to proſe. 

Your judgement, Philips, rul'd with ſteady 
ſway, 

You us'd no curbing rhyme, the Muſe to ſtay, \ 

To ſtop her fury, or direct her way. 

Thee on the wing thy uncheck'd vigor bore, 

To wanton freely, or ſ:curely ſoar, 

So the ſtreteh'd cord the ſhackle-dancer tries, 
As prone to fall, as impotent to rife 
When ſreed he moves, the Hurd cable bends, 

He mounts with pleafare, aud ſecure deſcends ; 
Now dropping ſeems to rike the diltant ground, 
Now high in air his guiv:ring feet rebound, 

Rail on, ye trillers, who to WilPs repair 
For new lamphous, freſu cant, or modiſh air 
Rail on at NI. ton's fon, who wiſely bold 
Rejects new phraſes, and reſumes the old: 

Thus Chaucer lies in younger Spenſer's trains, 
in Maro's page revivins Eunius reigns; 

The ancicnt words the majeily compleat, 

And make the poem veucrahly great: 

So when the queen in royal habit 's dreſt, 

Old myſtic emblems grace th' imperial veſt, 
And in Eliza's robes all Anna ſtands confeſt. 

A haughty bard, to fame by volumes: aiy'd, 

At Dick's, and Batſon's, and through Smithfie'd, 
prais'd, 

Cries out aluud-—— Bold Oxſord bard, forbear 

With rugged numbers ty torm: nt my car; 

Yet not like thee the heavy critic ſoars, 

But paints in ſuſtian, or in turn deplores; 

With Bunyan's ityic prophanes heroic ſougs, 

To the tenth page lean hoinili-s prolongs; 

For fer fetch*d riiymes makes puzzled angels ſtrain, 

And in low profe dull Lucifer complain; 

His envious Muſe, by native dulncts curſt, 

Danins the beſt poems, aud contrives the worlt, 

Beyond his praiſe or blame thy works prevail 
Compleat where Dryden and thy Milton fait; 
Great Milton's wing on lower themes ſubſides, 
And Dryden off in rivmy his weakuchs hides ; 
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You ne'er with jingliag words deceive the car, 
And yet, on humble ſubjects, great appear. 
Thrice happy youth, whom noble His crowns ! 

V hom Blackmore cenfures, and Godolphin owns : 
So on the tuneſul Margarita's tongue 

The liſtening nymphs and raviſnh'd heroes hung: 
But cits aud fops me heaven born mwitc blame, 
And bawl, and kiſs, and dama her into fame 
Like her ſweet voice, is hy harmonious ſong, 
As high, as ſweet, as coly, and as ſtrong. 

Oh! had relentiog Haves prolong”'d his days, 

The towering hard had ſung i nobler Jays, 

How the lat trumpet wikes the lazy dead, 

How ſaints aloft the croſs t ĩun haut foread 

How opening Heavens then bt ippy regiviis ſhow; 

And yawning g phs with flaming — 
g how; 

And ſaints rejoice abe vc, and ſinge te how! below: 

Well. might he ſing the day ne cuuld io fear, 

And paint the glorics he was fure to wear, 

Oh be& of f-.ends, wit: ne'er the tient urn 
To our juſt vous the hapleſs youth return? 
Muit he no more divert the tedines day? 

Nor iparkling thoughts in aitigque words con- 
vey ?' 

No more to harm! ſs irony end, 

To ncuy fools a grave attcovtion hend, 

Nor merry tals with kara gu tions blend? 

No mare in { tie pathetic phra »nplain 

Of Delia's wit, cf charts, and ner ditdain ? 

Who now elle lige Annu's fame dituſe ? 

Mutt the, whe: zelt The werits, want a Muſe ? 

Who now our i'wylucn's gloricus fate mall tell; 

F.w lov'd he liv'd, and how depler'd to fell? 

How, while the trowbicd elements wrowd, 

Eanin, water, air, the tanning din reſoud; 

Throuzh ftreams of imoute, and adverſ fire, he 
y des, 

Whilc every ſhot is level'd at his ſides? 

How, wle the tinting Durch remotely fire, 

And the f:.:r'd Eugene's iron troops retire, 

In the firtt front, amidſt a Naughtcr'd pile, 

High on the moun4 he dy- 1:47 great Argyle. 

Whom fall I ind uubialy'd in diſpute, 

Eager io lean: unwilling to confure ? 
To whom tac tabours d. my ſoul diſcloſe, 
Reval my pleaſure, or diſcharge my woes! 
Oh i in that b.arenly yout!: far ever ends 
The beſt of ſons, of b-oticers, and of friends, 
ie ſucred Friendihip's Uri Ateft Jaws obey'd, 
Yet more by Conſcience than by Friendſhip fway'd, 
Againſt limſ!f his gratitude maintain'd, 
By favours paſt, not future proſpeRs gain'd: 


Not nic: iy choofing, though by all deſir'd, 


Thuugh Karn'd, not vai; and humble, though 


admir'd: 

Candic ta all, but to himſelf ſevere, 

In humour plant, £3 in lite auitere. 

A wife content his even foul ſecur'd, 

By want not faaken, nor by wealth allur'd. 

Lo all ſincere, thouga carneſt to cummerid, 

Could praife atival, or condemn a Hiend. 

% him eld Greece and Rome were fully known, 

"Dicir tongucs, their ſpirits, and their Ryles, his 
Cn: : 


SwiTn's 
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Pleas'd the leaſt ſteps of famous men to view, 
Our authors“ works, and lives, and ſouls, he kucw; 
Paid to the learn'd and great the ſame eſteem, 
The one his pattern, and the ond Lis theme: 
Wich equal judgment his capacious mind 
Worm Pindar's rage, and Euclid's rcalon join'd, 
Juvicious phyſie's noble art to gain 
All drugs and plants explor'd, alas, in vain ! 
The drags and plants their drooping maſter ſail'd. 
Nor gaoducſs now, nor learning aught avail'd; 
Yet to the bard his Churchill's foul they gave, 
An: mad ham ſcorn the life they could nat fave x 
Eile could he bear unmov'd, the fatal gueſt, 
he weight that all his ſainting limbs oppreſt, 
The coughs that ſtruggled from his weary breaſt ? 
Could he unmov'd approaching death ſuſtaia ? 
Its flow advances, and its racking pain ? 
Could he ſerene his weeping friends ſurvey, 
In his laſt hours his eaſy wit diſplay, 
Like the rich fruit he ſihgs, delicious in decay? 
Once on thy friends lock down, lamented 
ade, 
And view the honours to thy aſhes pail ; 
Some thy lov'd duſt in Parian ſtones cathrine, 
Others immortal epitaphs deſign, 
With wit, and ſtrength, that only yiclds to thing : 
Ev'nl, though flaw to touch the painful ſtring, 
Awake from lumber, and attempt to ſing. 
Thee, Philips, thee deſpairing Vaga mourns, 
And gentle Iſis ſoft complaints returns; 
Dormer laments amidſt the war's alarms, 
and Ceci! weeps in beauteous Fufton's arms: 
'Viice, on the Po, kind Somerſet deplores, 
And ev'n that charming ſcene his grief reſtores 2 
He to thy loſs each mouruſul air applies, 
Mindful of thee on huge Taburnus lies, 
But moſt at Virgil's tomb his ſwelling forron- 
rite, | 
But you, his darling ſriends, lament no more, 
Diſplay his fame, and not his fate deplore ; 
And let no tears from erring pity flow, 
For one that 's bleſt above, immortal:z'd below, 


CHARLETTUS PERCIVALLO SUO, 


OR A dum nondum ſonuit ſecunda, 
Nec puer nigras tepefecit undas, 
Acer ad notos calamus labores 
Spente recutrit. 
Quid priàs noſtris potiaſve chartis 
uinam? Cuinam vigil ante noctem 
Sole depulſam redeunte Scriptor 
Mitto ſalutem? 
Tu meis chartis, bone Percivalle, 
Unicè dignus; tibi pettus implet 
Non minor noſtro novitatis ardor; 
Tu quoque Scriptor. 
Detulit rumor (mihi multa defert 
Rumor) in ſylyis modo te dediſſe 
Furibus præ am, mediumque belli im- 


pune etille. 
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Letu 
Pricl 
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Saucius num vivit adhue Caballus 
Avne ? lerneis potiora Gazis, 
An, tua vita Tibi chariora, 
Scripta ſuperſunt ? 
Cui legis noſtras, relegiſqus chartas? 
Cui meam laudas generoſitatem ? 
em meis verbis, mea neſcientem, 
Mané ſalutas. 


PERCIVALLUS CHARLETTO suo. 


UALIS ambabus capiendus ulais 
() Limen attingit tibi gratus hoſpes 
Quum ſacras primum ſuit aut relinquit 

Iſidis arces, 
Calis exultat tibi pars mamillz 
Læva, quùin cantu propriore ſtrident 
Mifliles, & jam moneant adeſſe 
Cor nua, chartas, 
Tale per noſtrum jecur & medullas 
Gudium fluxit, fin] ac recluſis 
Viuculis vidi bene Jiterati 
Nomen amici. 
Ohvios fures, uti fama verax 
Rettulit, ſenſi pavidus tremenſque ; 
Sed fui, ſumque, excipias timorem, 
| Cetera ſoſpes. 
Scire ſi ſylvam cupias pericli 
Conſciam, & triſtes nemortis tenebras, 
Conlulas lentè tabulas parantem 
Te duce Calum, 
Flebilis legi miſcranda docti 
Fata pictoris, ſed & hoc in.qua 
Drama confolor, ſupereſt pergmpto 
Rixune Mili oe. 
Smibe ſecuras, quid agit dcnatus 
Qui Caput ſtertit grave Lambethanum, 
Quid Comes Guildford, quid habent novorum 
Daulque Dyerque. 
Me mens, quondam tuus, & popinis 
Jenny jain viſit, lacrimanſque narrat, 
Dum molit fucos, ſubito prremptumn 
Funere Kixon. 
Narrot (avertat Deus inquit omen) 
Holpitem nota periiiſe Mitre ; 
Narcut imnierſam prope limen urbis 
Flumine cymbam. 
Narrat —at portis meus Hinton uſtat, 
Nunc.us Pricket redit, avocat me 
Serwin, & ſcribendæ aliò requirunt 
lille tabelle. 
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VU tamen metram mulicr labantem 
Fulciet ? munus vetulz parentis, 
and ptæſtabit, niſi ſors ſerni 
Hoſpita Cygni. 
Lztus accepi celeres vigere 
icli plantas, fimul ambulanti 
Plaudo Sler vino, pueroque Davo 
Mitto ſalutem. 


Vor. III. 
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Yexry, poſt Hinton, comitum tuorum 
Primus, ante omnes mihi gratulandus, 
(Qui tibi totus vacat, & vacabit, 
Nec vetat Uror. 
Elec ego luſi properante Mufa 
Lejvig vatis numeros ſecutus; 
St novi quid fit, meliùs docebit 
Sermo pedeſtris. 
P. S. 
« Cenitant mecum Comites lernæ, 
Multa qui de te memorant culullos 
* Inter, & pulli, vice literarum, 
Crus tibi mittunt.“ 
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UM cxde tellus luxuriat Ducum, 
Meum Pococx1 barbiton exigis, 
Maunẽſque Muſam ſaſtuoſam 
Sollicitant pretioltores. 
Alter virentum prorurat agmina 
Sonora LT hracum, donaque Philiidi 
Ahat puellus, heu decoris 
Virginibus nimis invidenti. 
Te nuda Virtus, te Fidet pius 
Ardor ſerendæ, ſanctaque Veritas 
Per taxa, per pontum, per hoſtes 
Pra cipitant alte miſertum: 
Cuhors catcnis qua j ia ſttidulis 
Gemunt onuſti, vei {de trans ſinum 
Luctantur aca, pendulive 
Sanguincis træpidant in uncis. 
Sentis ut ecunt Abila, ut ardui 
Micaut dracones, tigris ut horridos 
intorquet ungues, ejulatque 
in madido crocoditus antro 
Vides lacuna ſulphure lividos 
Ardete fluctus, ona Retit impiæ 
Moul-.s Gumorrch: mox procella 
Hauſla rubra, pluviiſoue flammis: 
Quod ifs tellus ſi funiles tibi 
Si {forte denos nutricrat Viros, 
Acdhue ſtetiſſet, vec vibrato 
Dextia Dei tonuiſtet igne. 
Quin nune requiris tecta virentia 
Nini ferocis, nunc Babel arduum, 
Immane opus, creſcentibiſque 
Vertice ſideribus propinquum. 
Nequic quam: Amici diſparibus ſonis 
Eludit anres neſcius ertifex, 
Linguaſque miratur recentes 
In patriis peregrinus oris. 
Veſtitur hinc tot ſermo colorihus, 
Quot tu, Pococki, diſſimilis tui 
Orator effers, quot vicifiim 
Te memores celebrare gaudent. 
Ii non tacebunt quo Syriam fenex 
Percurrit æſtu raptus, ut arcibus 
Non jam ſuperbis, & verendis 
Indoluit Solimæ ruinis. 
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Quis corda pulſans tune pavor hauſerat 
Dolor quis arſit non ſine gaudio, 
Cum buſta Chriſti provolutus 
Ambiguis lacrymis rigaret ! 
Sacratur arbos multa Pocucxio, 
Loc6ſque monſtrans inquiet accola. 
Hzc quercus Hofeam ſupinum, 
Hzc Britonem recreavit ornus. 
Hic audicrunt ger+ venerahilem 
Ebr:za Moſen, inde Pococxiuu 
Non ore, non annis minorem, 
Atque ſuam didiccre huguam. 
Ac ſicut albens petpetua n:ve 
Simul favillas, & cineres ſinu 
Eructat ardciti, & pruinis 
Contiguas rotat Altna flammas; 
Sic te trementem, te nive candidum 
Mens intus urget, mens agit ignea 
Sequi reluctantem lot lem 
Per conitry, atrcaſque nubes 
Annon paveſcis, dum tuha pallidum 
Ciet Sionem, dum cromulum polo 
Caligat atl-um, atque incubunti 
Terra rig rans tegitur ſub dinbra? 
Quod agm vn! heu quia turwa ſcquacibus 
4remend: 1:mmis ! quis {trepitantium 
Flictus roterum ett! O Pocockl 
Egreyic, O animoſe Vatis 
Interpres abſtruſi, O ſimili fere 
Correpte flamina, te, quot imagine 
Crucis notantur, te, ſubacto 
Chriſticolæ gravis Ottomannus 
Gemens requirit, te Baby lonii 
Narrant poct:e, te pharetris Arabs 
Plorat re vulſis, & fragoſcs 
Jam gravior ferit horror agros. 
Qua Geſla nondum cegnita Caſaris, 
Qui nec Nlatronis ſcripta, Pocockxies 
Ploratur ingens, & dolenda 
Neſtoreæ brevitas ſenectæ. 


. 
FOR Tur YEAR 17C5, 


I. 
ANUS, did ever to thy wondering eyes, 
So bright a ſcene of triumph riſe ? 
Did ever Greece or Rome ſu.h laurels wear, 
As crown'd the laſt auſvicious year ? 
When firit at Blenheim Anne her ealigns ſpread, 
And Marlborough to the ficld the ſhouting ſqua- 
drons led 
In vain the hills and ſtreams oppoſe, 
In vain the hollow ground in faithleſs hillocks roſe. 
To the rough Danube's winding ſhore, 
His ſhatter'd foes the conquering hero bore. 


Il. 
They fee with ſtaring haggard eyes 
The rapid torrent roll, the foaming billows riſe; 
Amaz'd, aghaſt, they turn, but find. 
In Marlborough's arms, a ſurer fate bot ad. 


Now his red ſword aloft impends, 

Now on their ſhrinking heads deſcends : 
Wild and diſtracted with their fears, 
They juftling plunge amidſt the ſouuding deeps ; 
The flood away the ſtruggling ſquadrous ſweeps, 
And men, and arms, and horſes, whirling bears, 
The trighted Danube to the ſea retreats, 
The Danube ſoon the flying ocean meets, 
Flying the thunder of great ANNA's fleets. 


III. 

Rooke on the ſeas aſſerts her ſway, 

Flames o'er the trembling ocean play, 

And clouds of ſmoke involve the day. 
Aﬀrighted Europe hears the cannons roar, 
And Aftric echoes from its diſtant ſhore, 

The French, uncqual in the fight, 

In force ſuperior, take their flight. 
Factions in vain the hero's worth decry, 
in vain the vanquiſh'd triumph, while they fly. 

IV. 
Now, Janus, with a ſuture view, 
The glorics of her reign ſurvey, 
Whach ſhall &'er France her arms diſplay, 
And kingdoms now her own ſubdue. 
Lewis, for oppreſſion born; 
"Lewis in his turn, ſhall mourn, 
While his conquer'd happy ſwains, 
Shall hug their caſy wiſh'd-for chains. 

Others, enſlav'd by victory, 

Their ſubjeds, as their foes, oppreſs; 

ANNA conquers but to free, 

And governs but to blels, 


O0 d . 


RMOND's glory, Marlborough's arms, 
All the mouths of Fame employ; 
And th' applauding world around 
Echoes hack the pleafing ſound; 
Their courage warms; 
"heir conduct charms; 
Yet the univerſal joy 
Feels a ſenſible alloy! 


Mighty Gorge +, the Senate's care, 
The people's love, great Anna's prayer! 
Wnile the ſlroke of fate we dread 
Impending o'er thy facred head, 
The Britich youth for thee ſubmit to ſear, 
For her the dames in cloudy grief appear! 


Let the noiſe of war and joy 
Rend again the trembling ſky ; 


— 


* This Ode and that which follows it wer 
publiſhed anonymeuſly at the time when the? 
were Written, and are now aſeribed to Mr. Smith 
on the authority of a note in MS. by one of his 
contemporaries. Sce the “ Select Collection of 
„ Miſcellany Poems, 1780.“ Vol. IV. p. 62. N. 

+ George Prince of Denmark, huſband to the 
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Great George revives to calm our fears, 

With proſpe& of more glorious years: 

Deriv'd from Anne's auſpicious ſmiles, 
More chearful airs refreſh the Britiſh Iſles. 


Sound the trumpet ; beat the drum : 
Tremble France; we come, we come! 
Almighty force our courage warms ; 
We feel the full, the powerful charms 
Of Ormond's glory, and of Marlborough's arms ! 


—— A 


ODE IN PRAISE OF MUSIC. 


COMPOSED BY MR. CHARLES KING, 


IN FIVE PARTS, 


yYOR THE DEGREE OF BATCHELOR OF MUSIC; 


PERFORMED AT THE THEATRE IN OXPORD, 
ON FAIDAY THE ELEVENTH OF JULY, 
1707. 


USIC, ſoft charm of Heaven and Farth, 
Whence didlt thou borrow thy auſpicious 
birth ? 

Or art thou of eternal date? 
Sire to thyſelf, thyſelf as old as Fate, 

Ere the rude ponderous maſs 
Of earth and waters from their chaos ſprang 

The morning ſtars their anthems ſang, 
And nought in Heaven was heard but melody and 

love. - 


Myriads of ſpirits, forms divine, 
The Seraphin, with the bright hoſt 
Of Angels, Thrones, and Heavenly Powers, 
Worſhip before th' Eternal Shrine; 
Their happy privilege in hymns and anthems boaſt, 
In love and wonder pals their bliſsful huurs. 
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Nor let the lower world repine 
The maſſy orb in which we ſlug-:rds move 
As if ſequeſter'd from the arts divine: 
Here's Muſic too, 
As ours a rival were to th' world above. 


* 


_— * 
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CHOxK US, FIVE VOICES, 


A . 2 4 2 2 «<p 
P 


Hark how the feather'd choir their mattins 
chant, 
And purling ſtreams ſoft accent vent, 
And all both time and meaſure know, 
Ere ſince the Th-ban bard, to prove 
Ihe wondrous magic of his art, 
Taught trees and fore ſts how ta move, 
All Nature has a general concert held, 
Eact. creature ftrives to bear a part; 
And ail but izea:h and Hell to conquering Muſia 
yicid. 


But ſtay, Idar methinks a motley crew, 
A previſh, odd, eccentric race, 
The glory of the art debaſe ; 
Perhaps becauſe the ſacred emblem 'tis 
Of Truth, of Peace, and Order teo; 
So dangerous 'tis to be perverſely wiſe. 
But be they ever in the wrong, - 
Who ſay the Prophet's Harp e'er ſpoil'd the Poet's 
Song ! 


GRAND CHORUS, FIVE PARTS. 


To Athens now, my Muſe, retire, 
The refuge and the theatre of wit; 
And in that ſafe and ſweet retreat 
Amongſt Apollo's ſons enquire, 
And ſee if any friend of thine be there : 
But ſure ſo near the Theſpian ſpring 
The humbleſt Bard may fit and ſing: 
Here reſt my Mule, and dwell for ever here, 
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THE REVIEW. 


« Longa eſt injuria, longæ : 
« Ambages; ſed ſumma ſequar faſtigia rerum.“ 
Ving. 


Ha have we wander'd a long diſmal night, 

Led through blind paths by each deluding 
light! 

Now plung'd in mire, now by ſharp brambles torn, 

With tempeſts beat, and to the winds a ſcorn! 

Lott, weary'd, ſpent! but fee the Eaſtern ſtar 

And giimmering light dawns kindly from afar ; 

Bright goddeſs, hail! while we by thee ſurvey 

The varions errors of our painſul way; 

While, guided by ſome clew of heavenly thread, 

The labyrinth perplex'd we backward tread, 

Through rulers avarice, pride, ambition, hate, 

Perverſe cabels, and windivg turns of fate, 

The ſenate's rage, and all the crooked lines 

Of incohcrent plots and wild deſigns; 

Till, getting ont where lürſt we ent r'd in, 

A new bright race of glory we begin. 

As, after Winter, Spring's glad face appcars, 
As the bl: ſhore to ſuipwreck'd marincrs, 
Suecels to lovers, glory to tlie brave, 

Heal: to the ſick, or frredom to the ſlave; 


Such was great Cæſar's day ! the wondrous day, 


That Jong in Fate's dark boſom batching lay, 
Heaven to abfulve, and fatidinetion bring, 

For ty ny years ot miſery and ſin! 

hat ſhouts, what triumph, what unruly joy, 
8 well'd every breaſt, did ev-ry tongue empioy, 
With rays direct, wiul't on his prople ſhone 
"The King triumphant from the martyr's throne | 
Was ever prince like kan co mortals given? 

do much the joy of corth and carc of heaven! 
Under the priciiure of unequal fate, 

Of fo erect a mind and ſoul fo great! 

So full of mecincts, and fo void of pride, 
When borne alof;. by Formne's higheſt tide ! 
Mercy, lixe heaven, 's his chief prerogative, 
Elis zu, to lave, and glory to ſorgive. 


All ſtorms compos'd, and tempeſts rage aſleep, 
He, Halcyon like, fat brooding o'er the deep, 
He ſaw the royal bark ſecurely ride, 
No danger threatening from the peaceſul tide ; 
And he who, when the winds and ſeas were high, 
Oppos'd his {kill, and did their rage deſy, 
No diminution to his honour thought, 
'T” enjoy the pleaſure of the calm he brought. 
(Should he alone be ſo the people's ſlave 
As not to ſhare the bleſſings that hc gave ? 
But not till, full of providential care, 
He choſe a pilot in his place to ſteer : 
One in his father's councils and his own 
Long exercis'd, and grey in buſineſs grown; 
Whoſe confirm'd judgment and ſagacious wit 
Knew all the ſands on which raſh monarchs ſplit; 
Of riſing winds could, ere they blew, inſorm, 
And irom which quarter to expect the ſtorm. 
Such vas, or ſuch he ſeem'd, whom Cæſar choſe, 
And did all empire's cares in him repoſe 
hat, after ali his toils and dangers paſt, 
He might lie down and taſte ſome caſe at laſt. 

Now ſtands the ſtateſman of the helm poſſeſt, 
On him alone three mighty nations reſt 
* Eyrla his name, bred at the wrangling bar, 
Ard tk:1'd in arms of that litigious war; 
But more to Wit's peaceſuller arts inclin'd, 
Learning's Mæccnas, and the Muſes friend; 
Fiim every Nluſe in every age had ſung, 
His cuſy flowing wit and charming tongue, 
Hat net the treacherous voice of power infpjr'4 
His mounting thoughts, and wild ambiticn fir'd; 
Did ining leſs alliances to own, 
He now (ets up for kinſmen of the throne ; 
Aud anaa, by the power her father gain'd, 
Back'd with great Cæſar's abſolute command, 
On fulle pretence of ſo:mer contracts made, 
Is furc'd on brave + Britannicus's bed. 

Thus rais'd, His inſolerce his wit out-vy'd, 
And mcaneſt avarice maintain'd his pride: 


* Far! of Clarendon, 
 Duitc of York, 
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When Cæfar, to conflim his inſant ſtate, 
Prown'd in oblivion all old names of hate, 
By threatening many, dut excepting noae 
Wet paid the purchaſe »* oblivion, 
Byrſa his maſter's !r2e-given mercy fold, 
And royal grace retail'd for rebel gold: 
That rew ſtate- maxim he invented firſt, 
(To aged Time's laſt revolution curſt) 
That teaches monarchs to oblige their foes, 
And their belt friends to beggary expoſe ; 
For theſe, he ſaid, would ſtill beg on and ſerve; 
"Tis the old badge of loyalty to ſtarve ; 
But harden'd rebels muſt by bribes be won, 
And paid for all the mighty ills they ve done: 
When wealth and honour from their treaſons flow, 
How can they chuſe but very loyal grow ? 
This falſe ungrateful maxim Eyrſa taught, 
Vaſt ſums of wealth from thriving rebels brought; 
Titles and power to thieves an] traitors ſold, 
Swell'd his ſtrerch'd coffers with o'cr-flowing gold. 
Hence allitheſe tears—in theſe firſt ſeeds was ſown 
His country's following ruin, and his own. 
Of that accurſt and ſacrilegious crew, 
Which great by merit of rebellion grew, 
Had all unactive periſh'd and unknown, 
The falf> * Antonius had ſuſſic'd alone, 
To all ſucceeding ages to proclaim 
Ol this ſtate principle the guilt and ſhame. 
Antonius early in rebellious race 
Swittly ſet out, nor flackening in his pace, 
The ſame ambition that his youthful heat ? 
Urg'd to all is, the little daring brat 
With unabated ardour ducs engage 
The loathſome dregs of his decrepit age; 
Bold, full of native and acquir'd Ceceit, 
Of ſprightly cunning and malicious wit; 
Reitleſs, projecting ſtill ſome new defign, 
Still drawing round the government his line, 
bold on the walls, or buſy in the mine: 
Lewd as the ſtews, but to the blinded eyes 
Of the dull crowd as Puritan preeiſe; 
Before their ſigut he draws the jugeler's cloud 
Ob public intereſt, and the people's good. 
The working ferment of his active mind, 
In his weak body's caſk with pain conſin'd, 
Would burſt the rotten veſſel where 'tis pent, 
But that 'tis tapt to give the træaſon vent. 
Such were the men that from the ſtateſman's 
hand, . 
Not pardon only, but promotion gain'd: 
All offices of dignity or power 
Theſe ſwarming locuſls greedily devour ; 
Preferr's to all the ſecrets of the ſtate, 
Theſe ſcuſcleſs ſinners in the council fate, 
In their unjuſt deccitſul balance laid, 
The great concerns of war and pence were weigh'd, 
This wiſe + Loviſius knew, whoſe mighty mind 
Had univerſal empire loug deſign'd; 
And when he all things found were bought and ſold, 
Thought nothing there impoſlible to gold: 
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* Earl of Shaſteſbury. 
French King, 
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With mighty ſums, through ſecret channels brought, 
On the corrupted countellors he wrought : 
Againſt the » -ighbouring Belgians : y declare 
A hazardous and an expenſive wor, 

Their freſh aſſronts aud matchleſs infolence 

To Cwſar's honour made a fair pretence; 

Mere outſide this, but, ruling by his pay, 
Cunning Lovifius did this project lay, 

By mutual damages to weaken thoſe 

Who only could his valt deſigns oppoſe, 

But Cæſar, looking with a juſt diſdain 

Upon their bold pretences to the main, 

Sent forth his royal brother from his fide, 

To laſh their inſolence and curb their pride: 
Britannicus, by whoſe high virtues grac'd, 

The preſent age contends with all the paſt ; 
Him hcaven a pattern did for heroes form, 
Slow to edviſe, but eager to perform, 

In council calm, fierce as a ſtorm in fight, 
Danger his ſport, and labour 1:is delight: 

To him the fleet and camp, the ſea and field, 
Did equal harvefis oi bright glory yield. 

No leſs each civil virus him comments, 

Ihe beſt of ſubjects, brothers, maſters, ſriends; 
To merit juſt, to needy virtue kind, 

True to his word, and conſtant to his friend: 
What's well reſolv'd as bravely he purſues, 
Fix'd in his choice, as careful how to chuſe. 
Honour was born, not plant-d in his heart, 

And Virtue came by nature, not by art: 
Where glory calls, and Cæſar gives command, 
He flics ; his peinted thund-r in his hand. 

The Bzlgian Bet, endeavour'd, but in vain, 
The tempeſt of his fury to ſuſtain ; 

Shiatter'd and torn, before his flags they fly 

Like doves that the exalted vagle Ipy, 

Ready to ſtoop and feizc them from on high: 
He, Neptune Ike, when, from his watery bed 
Above the waves lifting Lis awiul head, 

He ſmiles, and to his chariot gives the rein, 

In triumph rides o'er the alicrted mains 

And now returns, the watery empire wan, 

At Cwzlar's fect to lay his trident down. 

But who the ſhouts and triampis can relate 

Of the glad ile chat his return did wait? 
Rejoiciug crowds attend him on the: furand, 
Loud as the fea, and numerous as the ſand. 

A joy too great to be by words expreit, 

Shincs in each eye, and beats in every breaſt 2 
So joy the many, but the wiſer few : 
The goeiike prince wirt Hilent wonder view. 
The grateful ſenate his high acts conſuls 

In a vall giſt, but than huis merit leſs. 
Britannicus is all the voice of Fame, 
Britannicus! the knows no other name; 

e people's darling, ard the court's Celight, 
Lovely in peace, as dreadful in the fight ! 

Shall he, fall cover ze who now commands 

80 many thouſand hearts, and tongues, and hands: 
Shall ever he, by ſome Uirange crime of late, 
Fall vader the iguchle vulgar's hate? 

Who knows ? the turns of Fortune who can tell? 
Who fix her globe, or ſtop the rolling wheel * 
The crowd 's a ſea, hol wants run high or low, 
According as the Winds, their leaders, blow. 
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All calm and ſmooth, till ſrom ſome corner flies 
An envious blaſt, that makes the billows riſe : 
The blaſt, that whence it comes, or where it goes, 
We know not; but where-e'er it liſts it blows. 
Was not of old the Jewiſh rabble's cry | 
Hoſanna firſt, and after cruciſy? 
Now Byrſa with full orb illuſtrious ſhone, 
With beams refleR«d from his glorious ſon ; 
All power his own, but what was given to thoſe 
That counſellors by him from rebels roſe ; 
But, rais'd ſo far, each now diſdains a firſt, 
The taſte of power does but inflame the thirſt, 
With envious eyes they Byrſa's glories ſce, 
Nor think they can be great, while leſs than he. 
Envy their cunning ſharpen'd, and their wit, 
Enough before from treacherous couneils fit : 
T' accuſe him openly not yet they dare, 
But ſubtly by degrees his fall prepare : 
They knew by long-experiene'd deſert 
How near he grew rooted to Cæſar's heart; 
To move him hence, requir'd no common ſkill, 
But what is hard to a reſolved will:? 
They found his public actions all conſpire, 
Wiſely apply'd, to favour their deſire : 
But one they want their venom to ſuggeſt, 
And make it gently ſlide to Cæſar's breaſt: 
Who fitter than * Villerius for this part ? 
And him to gain requir'd but little art, 
For miſchief was the darling of his heart. 
A compound of ſuch parts as never yet 
In any one of all God's creatures met: 
Not ſick men's dreams, ſo various or ſo wild, 
Or of ſuch diſagreeing ſhapes compil'd ; 
Yet, through all changes of his ſhifting ſcene, 
Still conſtant to buffoon and harlequin, 
As if he ad made a prayer, than his of old 
More fooliſh, that turn'd all he touch'd to gold. 
God granted him to play th' eternal fool, 
And all he handled turn to ridicule. 
Thus a new Midas truly he appears, 
And f:ws, through all diſguiſe, his aſſcs ears. 
Did he the weightieſt buſinefs of the ſtate 
At council or in ſenate houſe debate, 
King, country, all, he for a jeſt would quit, 
To catch ſome little flaſh of paltry wit: 
How full of gravity ſoc'er he ſtruts, 
The ape in robes will ſcramble for his nuts: 
Did ke all laws of heaven or earth defy, 
Blafpheme his God, or give his king the Ive; 
Adultery, murders, or cv'n warſe, commit, 
Still 'twas a jeſt, and nothing but ſheer wit: 
At laſt this cdg'd tool wit, his darhog ſport, 
Wounded himfclt, and baniſh'd him the court: 
Like common jugglers, or like common whores, 
All his tricks ſhewn, he was kick'd out of doors, 
Net chang'd in humovr by his change of place, 
e fill found company to ſuit his g race; : 
Mountzbanis, quakers, chemiſts, trading varlets, 
Pimps, players, city ſharifta, and zuburb harlots; 
War his averfcn, once he heard it roar, 7 
But, Damn him it he ever hear it mere!“ 
And there you may belie v lim, though lc {wore, 
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But with play-houſes, wars, immortal ware, 
He wag'd, and ten ycars rage produc'd a * farce, 
As many rolling years he did employ, 

And hands almoſt as many, to deſtroy 

Heroic rhyme, as Greece to ruin Troy, 

Once more, ſays Fame, for battle he prepares, 
And threatens rhymers with a ſecond farce : 
But, if as long for this as that we ſtay, 

He Il finiſh Clevedon ſooner than his play. 

This precious tool did the new ſtateſmen uſe 
In Cæſar's breath their whiſpers to infuſe : 
Suſpicion 's bred by gravity, beard, and gown; 
But who ſuſpects the madman and buffoon ? 
Drolling Villerius this advantage had, 

And all his jeſts ſober impreſſions made: 
Beſides, he knew to chuſe the ſoſteſt hour, 
When Cæſar for a while forgot his power, 

And, coming tir'd from empire's grand affairs, 
In the free joys of wine relax'd his cares. 

Twas then he play'd the fly ſucceſsful fool, 
And ſerious miſchief did in ridicule. 

Then he with jealous thoughts his prince could 


And gild with mirth and glittering wit the pill. 
With a grave mien, diſcourſe, and decent ſtate, 
He pleaſantly the ape could imitate, . 
And ſoon as a contempt of him was bred, 

It made the way for hatred to ſucceed. 
Gravities diſguiſe 

The greateſt jeſt of all, © he'd needs be wiſe"? 


[Here the writer leſt off.] 


OVID, BOOK I. ELEGY V. 


2 þ WAS noon, when I, ſcorch'd with the 
double fire | 

Of the hot ſun and my more hot deſire, 

Stretch'd on my downy couch at caſe was laid, 

Big with expectauce of the lovely maid. 

Lhe curtains hut half drawn, a light let in, 

Such as in ſhades of thickeft groves is ſeen ; 

Such as remains when the lun flies away, 

Or when night 's gone, an yet it is rot day. 

This light to modelit maids muſt be allow'd, 

her ſhame may hope its guilty head to ſhrowd, 

And now my love, Corinna, did appear, 

Loole on her neck fell her divided hair; 

Looſe as her flowing gown, that wanton'd in 

the air, 

fn ſuch a garb, with ſuch a grace and mien, 

To her rich bed approach'd th' Aﬀyrian queen. 

So Lais look'd, when all the youth of Greece 

With adoration did her charms confeſs, 

Her envious gown to pull away I try'd 

But ſhe re{itted ſtill, and ſtill deny'd; 

But 1o reliſted, that ſhe fee m'd to be 

Unwilling to obtain the victory. 

So at laſt an eaſy conqueſt had, 

Whilic wy fair combatant herfclt betray'd: 


— — — 


7 'The Rehcarſal, 


. — "LI 


—— — 


„ 


e. 


he 


DU E Es 


But, when ſhe naked ſtood before my eyes, 


Gods with what charms did ſhe my ſoul ſurprize! 


What ſnowy arms did I both fee and feel ! 


With what rich globes did her foft boſom ſwell! 


Plump as ripe cluſters, role each glowing breaſt, 
Courting the hand, and ſucing to be preſt ! 

In every limb what various charms were ſpread, 
Where thouſand little Loves and Graces play'd! 
One beauty did through her whole body ſhine. 
Ifaw, admir'd, and preſs'd it cloſe to mine, 


lay, 
Till in each other's arms we dy'd away : 
O give me ſuch a noon (ye gods) to every day, 


The reſt, who knows not? Thus entranc'd E 


—— 


HORACE, BOOK II. ODE IV. 


LUSH not, my friend, to own the love 
Which thy fair captive's cyes do move: 

Achilles, once the fierce, the brave, 
Stoop'd to the beauties of a flave; 
'Tecmeſſa's charms could overpoyer 
Ajax her lord and conqueror; 
Great Agamemnon, when ſucceſs 
Did all his arms with conqueſt bleſs, 
When Hector's fall had gain'd him more 
Than ten long rolling years before, 
By a bright captive virgin's eyes 
Ev'n in the midſt of triumph dies. 
You know not to what mighty line 
The lovely maid may make you join ; 
See but the charms her ſorrow wears, 
No common cauſe could draw ſuch tears: 
Thoſe ſtreams ſure that adorn her fo 
For loſs of royal kindred flow: 
Oh! think not ſo divine a thing 
Could from the hed of commons ſpring ; 
Whoſe faith could ſo unmov'd remain, 
And ſo averſe to ſordid gain, 
Was never born of any race 
That might the nobleſt love diſgrace. 
Her blooming face, her ſnowy arms, 
Her well-ſhap'd legs, and all her charms 
Of her body and her face, 
I, poor |, may ſafcly praiſe. 
Suſpe& not, Love, the youthful rage 
From Horace's declining age ; 
But think remov'd, by forty years, 
All his flames and all thy fears. 


HORACE, BOOK Il. ODE vil. 


F ever any injur'd power, 
By which the falſe Barine ſwore, 
Falſe, fair Barine, on thy head | 
Had the leaſt mark of vengeauce ſhed ; 


TO )ODTLSTT—— —w— __— ˖ — - 


* Sce another Imitation of this Ode in Valden's 
Pocms. 
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— 3 tooth or nail of thee 

ad ſuffer'd by thy perjury, 

l ſhould — thy aaa thou 
Since perjur'd doſt more charming grow, 
Of all our youth the public care, 

Nor half fo falſe as thou art fair. 

It thrives with thee to be ſorſworn 

By thy dead mother's ſacred urn, 

By heaven and all the ſtars that ſhine 
Without, and every god within: 
Venus hears this, and all the while 

At thy empty vows does ſmile, 

Her nymphs all ſmile, her little ſon 
Does ſmile, and to his quiver run; 
Does ſmile, and fall to whet his darts, 
To wound for thee freſh lovers hearts 
See all the youth does thee obey, 

Thy train of flaves grows every day; 
Nor leave thy former ſubjects thee, 
Fhough oft they threaten to be free, 
Chough oft with vows falſe as thine are, 
Their forſworn miſtreſs they ſorſwear. 
Thee every careful mother fears 

For her ſon's blooming tender years; 
Thee frugal fires, thee the young bride 
ln Hymen's fetters newly ty'd, 

Leſt thou detain by ſtronger charms 
Th' expected huiband from her arms. 


HORACE AND LYDIA. 
BOOK III. ODE IX. 


HORACE. 
"HILST I was welcome to your heart, 
In which no happier youth had part, 

And, full of more prevailing charms, 

Threw round your neck his dearer arms, 

I flouriſh'd richer and more bleſt 

Than the great monarch of the eaſt, 

LYDIA, 

Whilſt all thy ſoul with me was fill'd, 

Nor Lydia Cid to Chloe yield, 

Lydia, the celebrated name, 

The only theme of verſe and fame, 

| louriſh'd more than ſhe renown'd, 

Whoſe godlike fon our Rome did found. 
UYORACE. 

Me Chloe now, whom every Muſe 

And every Grace adorns, ſubdues ; 

For whom [d pladly die, to fave 

Her dearer beauties from the grave. 

LYDIA. 

Me lovely Calais docs fire 

With mutual flames of fierce defire ; 

For whom | twice would die, to fave 

His youth more precious frm the grav?, 
HORACE. 

What if our ſormer loves return, 

And our firſt fires again ſhould burn 

ii Chloe 's bugiſh'd, to make way 


| For the forſaken Lydia? 
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LYDIA. 
Though he is ſhining as a ſtar, 
Conſtant and kind as he is fait; 
Thou light as cork, rough as the ſ-a, 
Yet I would live, would die with thee, 


THE CYCLOPS. 
THEOCRITUS, IDYLL, XI. 


INSCRIBED TO DR. SHORT, 


SHORT, no herb, no ſalve was ever ſound 
To eaſc a lover's heart, or heal his wound; 
No mcdicine this prevailing ill ſubducs, 
None, but the charms of the condoling Muſe : 
Sweet to the ſenſe, and eaſy to the mind, 
The cure; but hard, but very hard, to find. 
This you well know, and ſurely none fo well, 
Who both in Phyſic's ſacred art excel, 
And in Wit's orb among the brighteſt ſhine, 
The love of Phœbus, and the tuneful Nine. 
Thus ſweetly ſad of old, the Cyclops ſtrove 
To ſoften his uncaſy hours of love. 
Then, when hot youth urg'd him to fierce deſire, 
And Galatea's eyes kindled the raging fire, 
His was no common flame, nor could he move 
In the old arts and beaten paths of love; 
Nor flowers nor ſruits ſent to oblige the fair, 
Nor more to pleaſe curl'd his neglected hair; 
His was all rage, all madneſs; to his mind 
No other cares their wonted entrance find, 
Oſt from the field his flock return'd alone, 
Unheeded, unobſerv'd: he on fome itone, 
Or craggy cliff, to the deaf winds and ſca, 
Accuſing Galatea's cruelty ; 
Till night, from the firſt dawn of opening day, 
Conſumes with inward heat, and melts away, 
Yet then a cure, the only cure, he found, 
And thus apply'd it to the bleeding wound; 
From a ſteep rock, from whence he might ſurvey 
The flood (the bed where his lov'd ſca nymph lay), 
His drocping head with ſorrow bent he kung, 
And thus his griefs calm'd wich his mournful ſong. 
« Fair Galatea, why is all my pain 
% Rewarded thus ?—loft love with ſharp diſdain ? 
Fairer than falling ſnow or riſing light, 
Soft to the touch as charming to the fight ; 
Sprichtly as unyok'd heifers, on whole head 
The tender creſcents but begin to ſpread; 
Yet; cruel, yon to harſhnels more incline, 
Than unripe grapes piuck's from the ſivage vine. 
Soon as my heavy cye-lids ſcal'd with fleep, 
Hither you come out from the foaming deep ; 
But, wnen fleep leaves, me, you tcgether fly, 
And vaniſh ſwiftly from my opening cye, } 
Swift as young lambs when the tierce wolf | 
i * tney ſpy. 4 
« | well remember the firſt fatal day 
That made my heart your beauty's eaſy prey, 
Twas When the flood you, with my mother, lit, 
* Of 2ll its briglitnels, all its pride, berelt, 
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To gather flowers from the ſteep mountain's top; 

Of the high office proud, I led you up; 

% To hy:cinths and roſes did you bring, 

& And ſhew'd you all the treaſures of the ſpring. 

But from that hour my ſoul has known no reſt, 

Soft peace is baniih'd from my tortur'd breaſt: 

„rage, I burn. Yet ſtill regardleſs you 

Not the leaſt ſign of melting pity {kew ; 

No; by the gods that ſuall revenge my pain! 

No; you, the more | love, the more diſdain, 

An! nymph, by every grace adorn'd, I know 

* Why you deſpiſe and fly the Cyclops ſa! 

Becauſe a ſhaggy brow from fide to ſide, 

„ Stretch'd in a line, does my large forchead hide; 

« And under that one only eye does ſhine, 

« And my flat noſe to my big lips does join. 

„ Such though I am, yet know, a thouſand ſheep, 

„Ihe pride of the Sicilian hills, keep, 

With ſweeteſt milk they fill my flowing pails, 

„And my vaſt ſtock of cheeſes never fails; 

* In ſummer's heat, or winter's ſharpeſt cold, 

« My loaded ſhelves groan with the weight they 
„ hold. 

«* With ſuch ſoft notes I the ſhrill pipe inſpire, 

That every liſtening Cyclops docs admire ; 

« While with it oſten I all night proclaim 

© Thy powerful charms, and my ſucceſsful flame, 

© For thee twelve does, all big with fawn, I feed; 

And four bear-cubs, tame to thy hand, I breed. 

„% Ah! come to me, fair nymph! and you ſhall 
« find 

« Theſe are the ſmalleſt giſts for thee deſign'd, 

Ah! come, and leave the angry waves to roar, 

© And break themſelves againſt the ſounding ſhore, 

How much more pleaſant would thy flumbers be 

« In the retir'd and peaceful cave with me! 

There the freight cypreſs and green laurel join, 

„And creeping ivy claſps the cluſter'd vine; 

„There treſh, cool rills, from ÆEtna's pureſt ſnow, 

% Diffolv'd into ambroſial liquor, flow. 

VMho the wild waves and blackiſh ſea could chuſe, 

« And theſe ſtill ſhades and theſe ſweet ſtrcams 
« refule ? 

„But if you fear that I, o'er-grown with hair, 


Without a fire defy the winter air, 


& Know I have mighty ſtores of wood, and know 

% Perpetual fires on my bright hearth do glow. 

« My foul, my life itſelf ſhould burn for thee, 

« And this one eye, as dear as life to me. 

« Why was not I with fins, like fiſhes, made, 

„ That l, like them, might in the deep have 
« play'd ? 

« Then would I dive beneath the yiclling tide, 

„And kits your hand, if you your lips deny'd. 

To thee 1 'd lilies and red poppies bear, 

& And flowers that crown each ſ-aſo1 of the year. 

* But l 'm reſolv'd ' earn to vim and dive 

© Of the next ranger that docs here arrive, 

& That th' undilcover'd pleaſures I may know 

« Which you enjoy in the deep food below. 

„ Conie forth, O nymph! and coming forth for- 
. 

% Like r that on this rock 1nmindful fit 

« Of all things cite unmindtul but of rice), 


= Home to return forget, and live with me. 


x 


« With me the ſweet and pleaſing labour chuſe, 
To feed the flock, and milk the burchen'd } 
* ewes, f 
To preſs the cheeſe, and the ſharp runnet to 
inſluſæ. 

y mother does unh indly uſe her ſon, 
„By her neglect the Cyclops is undone 3 
« For ine ſne never labo urs to prevail, 
& Nor whiſpers in your car my amorsxis tale, 
„ No; though ſhe knows U languilh every day, 
And fees my body waſte, and ſtrength decay. 
« Put | more ills than what I feel will feign, 
„ And of my head and of my feet complain; 
« "That, in her brealt if any pity lie, 
« She may be tad, aud griev'd, as Wells I. 

« 0 Cyclop:, Cyclops, where 's thy reaſon fled ? 
« If your young lambs with new-pluck'd boughs 

« you fed, 
„ Ard watch'd your flock, would you not ſeem 
« more wilc ; 

« Milk what is next, purſue not that which flies. 
* Perhaps you may, tince this proves fo unkind, 
Another fairer Galatea find, 
Me many virgins as | paſs invite 
To walte with them iulove's ſoft ſports the night; 
And, it I but incline my liltening ear, 
New joys, new {miles, in all their looks appear. 
Thus we, it ſeems, can be belov'd; and we, 
It ſcems, are ſomebody as well as ſhe !*” 
Thus did the Cyclops fan his raging fire, 
And footh'd with gentle verſc his fierce deſire; 
Tims paſs'd his hours with more delight and eaſe, 
Than if the riches of the world were his. 
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J. V ſwift, ye hours; ye flugeiſh minutes, fly; 
Being back my love, or let her lover die. 

Matte haſte, O ſun, and to my eyes once more, 
My Cælia brighter than thyſelf reſtore. 
In {pite of thee, 'tis night when ſhe's away, 
Her eyes alone can the glad beams diſplay, 
That make my fey lock clear, and guide my day. 
O when will the lift up her [. cred light, 
And chaſe away the flying ſhades of night! 
With her how faſt the flowing hours run on! 
But oh! how long they ſtay when ſhe is gone! 
So Lowly time when clog, d with grieſ dees move; 
So ſwift when borne upou the wings of love! 
Hardly three days, they tell me, yet ate paſt; 
Vet 'tis an age fincc | beheid her luſt, 
0, my aufpicious ſtar, make huſte to riſe, 
T1 charm our hearts, and bleſs dur icuging eyes! 
O, hoe long on thy dear eycs to gaze, 
Anu chear my own With their reflected rays! 
How my impatient, thirily ſoui does long 
To hear the charming muſic of thy tongue! 
Where pointed wit with ſolid judgmeut grows, 
foil in que cafy fream united flows. 
Whunc'er you ſpeak, with what delight we hear, 
6131 gpevery foul to every car! 


Tor, III. 


DUKES 


POEM $. $21 


Nature 's too prodigal to womankind, 
Ev'n where ihe dues neglect t' adorn the mind; 
Beauty alone bears ſuch reſiitleſs way, 
As makes mankind with joy and pride obey. 
But, oh! when wit ani feate with beauty 's join'd, 
The woman's ſweetneſs with the monly mind; 
When nature with fo juſt a hand does mix 
The moſt engaging charms of either ſex; 
Ard out of both that thus in one combine 
Does ſomething form not human but divine, 
What 's her command, but that we all adore 
The nobleſt work of her almighty power ! 
Nor ought our zcal thy anger to create, 
Since love 's thy debt, nor is our choice, but fate, 
Wh: re nature bids, worſhip I'm forc'd to pay, 
Nor have the liberty to diſobey; 
And whenloe'er ſhe does a poet make, 
She gives him verſe bnt for thy beauty's ſake, 
Had I a pen that could at once impart 
Soft Ovid's nature and high Virgil's art, 
Then the immortal Sachariſfa's name 
Should be but ſecond in the lift of fame; 
Each grove, each ſhade, ſhould with thy praiſe be 

lud, 


And the tam'd Penſhurſt to our Windſor yield. 


SPOKEN TO THE QUEEN, 


IN TRINITY COLLEGE NEN COURT, 


HOU equal partner of the royal bed, 
'Thut mak'ſt a crown fit ſoft on Charles's 
head 3 
ln whom, with greatneſs virtue takes her ſcat, 
Meckneſs wich power, and picty with ſtate; 
Whoſe gordneis might ev'n factious crowds re- 
claim, 
Win the ſeditious, and the ſavage tame 
Tyrants theralclves to gentleſt mercy bring, 
And only uſcleſs is on inch a king? 
See, mighty prinecls, fee how every breaſt 
With joy and wonder is at once potleſt : 
Snch was the joy which the firſt mortals knew, 
When gods deſcentled to the people's view, 
Such devout wonder did it then afford, 
To ſee thoſe powers they had untern ador'd, 
Buc they were feign'd; nor, if they had been 
true, 
Could he 4 more bleſſings on the earth than you: 
Our conrts, cnlarg'd, their former bounds diſ- 
Jain, 
To make reception ſor ſa great a train: 
Here may your ſ.cred breaſt r:jvice to fee 
Your own age ſtrive with ancient piety; 
Soun now, {ince bit by your auſpicious eyes, 
To full per ſedd ion ſhall our fabric riſe. 
let powerful charms than youds of old could call 
The willing ftones into the Theban wall, 
And ours, which now its riſe to you {ball owe, 
Niere ſau'd than that by your great game fhall 
Cow. 
3 % 
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LO RIAN A. 
A PASTORAL, 


UPON THE DEATH OF HER GRACE MARY 
DUCUESS or SUUTHAMEFTON, 1680. 


Dao. 
ELL me, my Thyrſis, tell thy Damon, why 
Does my lov'd ſwain in this ſad poſture lie? 
What mean theſe ſtreams ſtill falling from thine 
eyes, 
Faſt as thoſe ſighs from thy ſwoln boſom riſe? 
Has the ficrce wolf broke through the fenced 
ground ? 
Have thy lambs ſtray'd ? or has Dorinda frown'd ? 
Tuvrs1s. The wolf? Ah! let him come, for 
now he may: 
Have thy lambs ſtray d? let them for ever ſtray: 
Dorinda frown'd ? No, ſhe is ever mild; 
Nay, I remember but juſt now ſhe ſmil'd: 
Alas! ſhe ſmil'd; for to the lovely maid 
None had the fatal tidings yet convey'd. 
Tell me then, ſhepherd, teil me, canſt thou find 
As long as thor art true, and ſhe is kind, 
A grief ſo great, as may prevail above 
Ev'n Damon's friendſhip, or Dorinda's love ? 
Dam. Sure there is none. Trays. Put, Damon, 
there may be. 
What if the charming Floriæna die? 
Dam. Far be the omen! ILuHrR. But ſupport it 
true? | 
Daz. Then thould 1 grieve, my Thyrſis, mor.: 
than you, 
ghe is-—['1:yRr, Alas! ſhe was, but is no more : 
Now, Damon, nov, let thy ſwoln eyes run o'er : 
Here to this turf by thy fad Thyrſis grow, 
And, when my {ireams of grief too ſhallow flow, 
Let- in thy tide to raiſe the torrent high, 
Till doth a deluge make, and in it die. 
Dau. Then, that to this wiſh'd height the 
flood might ſwell, will tell, 
Friend, I will tclithee.—Tuyr. Friend, I thee 
How young, how good, how beautiful ſte fell. 
Oh! ſhe was all fur which ſond mothers pray, 
Bi-ikng their babes when ſirſt they ſce the day. 
Beauty and ſhe were one, for in her face 
Sat ſweetneſs temper'd with majeſtic grace; 
Such powerful charms as might the proudelt 1 
awe, | 
Yet ſuch attractive goodneſs as might draw 
The humbleſt, and to both give equal law. ) 
How was ſhe wonder'd at by every twain ! 
The pride, the light, the goddeſs of the plain! 
On all ſte ſhin's, and fproding glories calt 
Diffefive of her{clf, where-e'cr the paſt, 
There breath'd an air ſweet as the winds that Vluvy 
ram the bleſt ſhores where fragrant fpices grow: 
Ev'n me ſometimes ſhe with a {mile would grace, 
Like the ſun ſuining on the vileſt place, 
Nor did Dorinda bar me the delight 
Of feaſting on her eyes my longing fight ; 
But to a being ſo ſublime, ſo pure, : 
Spar'd n.y Cevotion, of my love Iecure, 
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Daw. Her beauty ſuch : but Nature did deſign 
That only as an anſwerable ſhrine 
To the divinity that's lodg'd within. 
Her ſoul ſhin'd through, and made her form {6 
bright, | 
As clouds are gilt by the ſun's piercing light. 
In her ſmooth forehead we might read expreſt 
The even calmneſs of her gentle breaſt : 
And in her ſparkling eyes as clear was writ 
The active vigour of her youthſul wit. 
Each beauty of the body or the face 
Was but the ſhadow of ſome inward grace. 
Gay, ſprightly, chearſul, free, and unconfin'd, 
As innocence could make it, was her mind; 
Yet prudent, though not tedious nor ſevere, 
Like thoſe who, being dull, would grave ap- 
pear ; 
Who out of guilt do chearſulneſs deſpiſe, 
And, being ſullen, hope men think them wile. 
How would the liſtening ſnepherds round her 
throng, 
To catch the words fell from her charming tongue! 
She all with her own ſpirit and foul inſpir'd, 
Her they all lov'd, and her they all admir'd. 
Ev'n mighty Pan, whoſe powerful hand ſuſtains 
The ſovereign crook that mildly awes the plains, 
Of all his cares made her the tendereſt part, 
And preat Louiſa lodg'd her in her heart, 
Tura. Who would not now a ſolemn mourn- 
ing keep, 
When Pan himiclf and fair Louiſa weep ? 
Wien thoſe bleſt eyes, by the kind gods deſign'd 
To cheriſh nature, and delight mankind, 
All drown'd in tcars, melt into gentler ſhowers 
Than April-drops upon the ſpringing flowers: 
Snch tears'as Venus ſor Adonis ſhed, 
When at her feet the lovely youth lay dead; 
About her, all hes little weeping Loves 
Ungirt her Ceſtos, and unyok'd her doves. 
Dau. Come, pious nymphs, with fair Louiſa 
come, 
And viſit gentle Floriana's tomb; 
Aud, as ye walk the melancholy round, 
Where no unhallow'd feet prophane the ground, 
With your chaſtc hands ſreſh flowers and odours 
thed 
About her laſt obſcure and ſilent bed; 
Still praying, as ye gently move your feet, 
„ $5{t be her pillow, and her lumber ſweet 
Turk. See where they come, a mournful lovely 
train 
As ever wept on fair Arcadia's plain: 
Lovita, mournful far above the reſt, 
In all the charms of beautcous forrow dreſt; 
Juſt are her tears, when ſhe reflects how ſoon 
A beauty, ſecond only to her own, 4 
Flourifh'd, lock'd gay, was wither'd, and 85 
gone ! 
Pam. O, ſhe is gone! gone like a new-born 
nower, 
That deck'd ſome virgin queen's delicious bower; 
Jorn lrom the ſtalk by ſome untimely blaſt, 
And *mongſt the vileſt weeds and rubbiſh caſt : 
Yet flowers return, and coming ſprings diſclole 
"The lily whiter, and more ſreſh the rote; 
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But no kind ſeaſon back her charms can bring, | Adding freſh laurels to that brow {17 
. And Floriana has no ſecond ſprin 7 Where thoſe of victory did grow, 1 
] TuvRr, O, ſhe is fet ! ſer like the falling ſun; And ftatclier orvaments may flouriſh now ! M1 
0 Darkneſs is round us, and glad day is gone ! It thou art well recovered fince 1 . 
Alas! the ſun that 's ſct, again will riſe, „The Ezcommunicated Prince &;“ * 
And gild with richer beams the morning-ſkies; | For that important tragedy i 1 
But beauty, though as bright as they it thines, |} Would Wave kill'd auy Muſe but thee ; ""ÞÞq 
When its ſhort glory to the Weſt declines, Hither with ſpeed, Oh! hither move; 1 ö 
O, there 's no hope of the returning light: pull buſkins off, and, ſince to love RY 
But all is long oblivion, and eternal night ! The grount is holy that you tread in, {| | 
Dance hare- foot at. the Captain's wedding. by 
Ste where he comes, and by his ſide x1 
His charming fair angelic bride : 
TO THE UNKXNOWN AUTHOR OF Such, or Its lovely, was the dame 
So much rcnown'd,” Fulvia by name, 
P ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHELE, With whont of old Tully did join 
- | Then when his art did undermine 
THOUGHT, forgive my fin, the boafted fire Ihe horrid Popiſh plot of Catiline, 
Of poets ſouls did long ago exp:re ; Uh faireſt nymph of all Great Britain! 
r Of ſolly or of madneſs did accuſe (Though thee my eyes I never ſet on) 
The wretch that thought himſ.]f poſfeſt with | Bluſh nut on thy great lord to ſmile, 
Þ Muſc; Lhe ſecond ſaviour of our iſle; 
L:1yh'd at the god within, that did inſpire What nobler Captain could have led 
more than human thoughts the tuncful choir; | Thee to thy long'd-for marriage-bed ; _ 
B urs "tis more than fancy, or the dream For know that thy all-daring Will is 
: © yners Numbering by the Muſes' ſtream, As {tout a hero as Achilles 
6b Vovlier ſpark of heaven, and more refin'd | And as great things for thee has done, 
1m earthy droſs, fills the great Poet's mind ; | As Palmerin or th' Knight of th' Sun, 
l- eie mighty and immortal lines, And is himſelt a whole romance alone. 
I each of which th' informing genius | Let conſcious Flanders ſpeak, and be 
Lines? | The witnels of his chivalry. 
d Scarce a diviner flame inſpir'd the King, Yet that 's not all, his very word 
Ol whom thy Muſe does ſo ſublimely ling : Has flain as many as his {word : 
Not David's felf could in a nobler verſe Though common bullics with their oeths 
His glorioufly-offer.ding Son rehearſe ; Hurt little till they come to blows, 
Though in his breaſt the Prophet's fury met, Yet all his mouth-granadoes kill, 
The Father's fondneſs, and the Poet's wit. And ſave the pains of drawing itcel, 
Here all conſent in wonder and in pratle, This hero thy reſiſtleſs charms 
And to the vxxNown Por altars raiſe ; Have won to fly into thy arms; 'F 
w Which thou muſt needs accept with equal joy For think net any mean deſign, 4 
As when nens heard the wars of Troy, Or the ingloriqus itch of coin, 9 3:4 
Vrapt up himſelf in darknels, and unſcen Could ever have his breaſt covrol'd, . 
Extoll'd with wonder by the Tyrian queen. Or make him bc a tlave to guild; 1 
, Sure thou already art ſceure of ſame. lis love 's as freely given to thee | 
rs Nor want'ft new glorics to cxalt thy name: \s to the king lis loyalty, «ik 
What Father elſe would have refus'd to own Then, oh, receive thy mighty prize as; 
do great a Son as godlike Ablalon ? With open arms and withing eyes, . 
Kiſs that deut lace, where may be ſeen 44 
_— His worth and parts that ſkulk within; bi 
ly hat face, that juſtly ſtyl'd may be yl 
EPITHALANIU M As true a diſcoverer as he. 1 
b Think not he ever falſe will prove, + £48 
ud TH?! : Jy . 
ö Elis wecll- known truth fecures his love; 1 
MARRIAGE OF CAPTAIN WILLIAM Do you a while divert His cares BLN. 
) .BEDLOE, From his important grand affairs: + YH 
os ne ego qui quondam gracili modulatus avzzna, * 3 — * 85 4 ab 3 WB) T 4 i 
\ Arma virumque cano,” ls PS 3 ddr. 15 
Zeal, Ut is hot as fire, yet dark and blind, . 
"rn l, he, who ſung of humble Oates before, Shews plainly where its birthplace we may find, by 
Now fing a Captain and a Man of Wan. In hell, wizere though dire flames for ever giuw, N 
erz 8 Yet tis the ploce ot utter Carkucis tou, | 
(NODES of Rhyme, that didſt inſpire But to his bed be furs be true 
| The Captain with poetic fire, As he to all the world and you, 
Dryden publiſhed it without his name. * A Tragedy, by Captain Bedloe, 1681. 
+X 2 


3 - 4 


524 „„ Hig I Ba 


He all your plots will elſe betray 

All ye She- Machiavels can lay. 

He all deſigns, you know, has ſound, 

Though hatch'd in hell or under ground; 

Oſt to the world ſuch ſecrets ſhew 

As ſcarce the platters themſelvis knew ; 

Yet, if by chance you hap to fin, 

Aud Love, while Honour 's napping, ſhould 
creep in, 

Yet be diſcreet, and do not boaſt 

Oꝰ the treaſon bythe common poſt. 

Zo ſhalt thou till make him love on; 

All virtue's in diſcretion. 

So thou with him ſhalt ſhine, and be 

As great a patriot as he; 

And when, as now in Chriſtmas, all 

For a new pack of cards do call, 

Another Papiſh pack comes out 

To pleaſe the cits, and charm the rout : 

Thou, mighty quecn, ſhalt a whole ſuit command, 

A crown upon thy head, and ſceptre in thy hand! 


ON TUE MARRIACE Or 
GEORGE PRINCE OF DENMARK, 
AND THE 


L AD . 
5 Love conducted through the Britiſh 


mein, : 
On a more high detign the royal Dane, 
Than when oi old with an inveding hand 
His fierce forel.thcts came to ſpoil the land: 
Aud Love has gain'd him by a nebler way, 
A braver conqueſt and a richer prey. 

For battles won, and countries ſav d renown'd, 
Shaded with Hues, and with hotours crowu'd, 
From fields with Haughter frew's, the hero came, 
His ams ncglected, to purſuc his flame. 

Like Mars returuing from the noble chace 

Of flying nations though the plains of Thrace, 

When, deck d with trephics and adorn'd with 
ſpoils, 

He mects the goideſs that rewards his toils! 

But, oh! what tranſports did his Leuit invade 

When firſt he faw the lovely, royal niuid ! 

Fame, that ſo high did her pertections 1 aiſe, 

deem'd now detraction, and uo longer praiſe ! 

All that could nobleſt minds to love engage, 

Or into ſoftvels melt the ſo!dicr's rage, 

All that could { read abroad reſiſtleis fre, 

And cager wiſhes raiſe, and fi. ce deſire, 

All that was charming, ail that was above 

Ev'n poets fancies, though relin'd by love, 

All uative beauty dreft by every grace 

Of tvweeteft ycuth ſat ſhining in her face! 

Where, where is now the getcrous fury gone, 

That through thick tzoops urg'd the wing'd war- 
rior on? 

Where row the ſpirit that aw'd the liſted ſicld; 

Created to commaud, untaught te yichd, 
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t yields, it yields, to Anna's gentle ſway, 

And thinks it above triumphs to obey. 

See at thy fect, illuſtrious princeſs, throws 

All the rich ſpoils the mighty hero won! 

His ſame, his Jaurels, are thy beauries due, 

And all lis conqueſts are outdone by you: 

Ah! lovely nymph, accept the noble prize, 

A tribute it for thoſe victorious eyes! 

Ah! generous maid. paſs not relentleſs by, 

Nor let war's chief by cruel beauty die! 

Though une xpcrienc'd youth fond ſcrupks move, 

And bluſhes rife but at the name of love; 

Though over all thy thoughts and every ſenſe 

The guard is plac'd of virgin innocence; 

Yet ſrom thy father's pracrous blood we know 

Reipe& ſor valour in thy breaſt does glow ; 

"Tis but agreeing to thy royal birth, 

To ſmile on virtue and heroic worth, 

I. ave, in ſuch noble feeds of honour ſown, 

The challeſt virgin net d not bluſh to own, 

Whom would thy royal father ſooner find, 

In thy lov'd erms to his high lincage join'd, 

Than him, whom ſuch exalted virtues crown, 

That he might think them copy'd from his 
own ? | 

Who to the field equal defires did bring, 

Love to his brother, ſervice to his king. 

Who Denmark's crown, and the anointed head, 

Reſcued at once, and back in triumph led, 

Forcing his paſſage through the flaughter'd 
Swede. 

Such virtue him to thy great fire commends, 

The buſt of princes, lubjeds, brothers, triends! 

The people's wonder, and the court's delight, 

j.ovely in peace, as dreadful in the ſizht 

What can ſuch charms reſiſt ? The toyal maid, 

Loth to deny, is yet to grant afraid; 

But love, ſtill growing as her fears decay, 

Conſents at laſt, aud gives her keart away. 

Now with loud triumphs are the puptials 

crewn'd, g a 

And with glad ſhouts the ſtreets and palace ſound! 

{Juftrious pair! ſee what a general joy 

Does the whole land's united voice employ ! 

From you they emens take of happier years, 

Recall loſt hopes, and baniſh all their ſears ? 

Let boding planets threaten ſrom above, 

And ſullen Saturn join with angry Jove: 

Your more auſpicious flames, that here unite, 

Vanquiſh the malice of their mingled light: 

Heaven of its bounties now ſhall laviſh grow, 

And iu full tides unenvy'd blethngs flow | 

The fhatken throne more ſurely fix'd ſhall ſtaud, 

And curs'd rebellion fly the happy land! 

Ar your bleſt union civil diſcords ceaſe, 

Confuſion turns to order, rage to pcace ! 

So, when at fir in Chaos and old Night 


Hot' things with cold, and moiſt with dry did 


ficht, ; 

Love dio the warring ſeeds to union bring. 

And over all things firetch'd his praceſul wings 

The jarring elements longer ttrove, 

And a world ſtarted Arth, the beautcous work of 
Love ! 5 F 
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) 
ON THE DEATH OF 


KING. CHARLES THE SECOND, 


AND THE INAUCURATION OF 


KING JAMES THE SECOND. 


F the indulgent Muſe (the only cure 
For all the ills afflicted minds endure, 
That ſweetens ſorrow, and makes ſ:dneſs pleaſe, . 
And heals the heart by telling its diſcaſe) 
Vouckfafe her aid, we alſo will preſume 
With humble verſe t' approach the ſacred tomb ; 
Ihre flow ing ſtreams of pious tears will ſhed, 
Sweet incenſe burn, freſh flowers and odours 
{pread, 

Out laſt ſad offerings to the royal dead! 

Dead is the king, who all our lives did bleſs 
Our ſtrength in war, and our delight in peace 
Was ever prince like him to mortals given! 

So much the joy of earth, and care of heaven? 
Under the preifure of unequal fate, 

Of ſo erca a mind and ſoul fo great ! 

30 full of meckneſs and fo void of pride, 

When borne alot by Fortune's higheſt tide ! 

His kindly beams on the ungrateful ſoil 

Of this rebellious, ſtubborn, murmuring iſle 
Hatch'd plenty; caſe and riches did helle, 

And made the land with milk and honey flow * 
L-f5 bleſt was Rome when mild Auguſtus fvay'd, 
And the glad world ſor love, not fear, obey'd. 
Nlercy, like heaven's, his chief prerogative ! 

Ilis joy to ſave, and glory to forgive ' 

Who lives, but felt his influence, aud did ſhare 
His boundleſs goudnels and pateraal care? 

And, whilſt with all th' endearing arts he firove 
On every ſubjeR's heart to ſeal his love, 

What breaſt ſo hard, what heart of I:::m.n make, 
But, ſoſtening, did the kind impreſſion take? 
B-luv'd and loving! with ſuch virtues gtac'd, 


As might on conunon heads a crown hav plactd ! 


How fkill'd in all the myſterics of ſtate ! 

lo fitting to ſuſtain an empires weight! 

How quick t know ! how ready to advite ! 

How timely to prevent! how more than ſenates 
wile ! 

Ris words how charming, affable, and ſweet ! 

How juſt His cenſure ! and how ſharp his wit! 

How did his charming converſatiou pleaſe 

Ihe bleſt attenders vn his hours of caſe; 

When gracioufly he deign'd to condeſcend, 

Piras'd to exalt a ſubject to a friend 

to the molt low how cafy of acceſs ! 

Willing to hear, and longing te redreſs ! 

I's mercy knew no bounds of time or place, 

us reign was one continued act of grace ! 

Good Titus could, but Charles could never ſay, 

Of all his royal life, * he loſt a day.“ 

Excellent prince! O once our joy and care, 

Now our eternal grief and deep deſpair! 

O father! or if aught than father 's more, 

How ſhall thy children their ſad lf deplore ? 

How grieve enough, when anxious thoughts recall 

The mournſul ſtory of the in ſevereigu's Lal? 
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Oh! who that ſcene of ſorrow can difplay ; 

When, waiting death, the fearleſs monarch lay! 

Though great the pain and anguiſh that he bore, 

His friends” aud ſubjects” grief afilict him more! 

Yet even that, and coming fate, he bears; 

But ſinks aud ſaints to fee a brother's tears ! 

The mighty grief, that fwelPd his royal breaſt, 

Scarce reac:'d by thought, can't be by words 
expreſt! 

Grief for timCſelf ! for grief for Charite is vain, 

Who now begins a new trzumphant reign, 

Welcom'd by all kid fpirits aud ſaints above, 

Who fo: theni-lves in him, and their own likeneſt 
love ! : 

What godlike virtues muſt that prince adorn, 

Who can ſo pleaſe, while ſuch a prince we 
mourn ! 

Who elle, but that great He, who now commands 

"Ih united nation's voice, and hearts, and hands, 

Could fo the love of a Whole people gain, 

Alcer fo excellent a monerch's reign |! 

Mean Virtucs aſter Tyrants may ſucceed 

And pleaſe ; but after Chñarles a James we reed! 

This, this is he, by whoſe high actions grac'd 

The preſent age ccutends with all the paſt ; 

Him heaven a pattern did for heroes form, 

Slow to adviſe, but eager to perform: 

In council calm, fierce as a ſtorm in fight! 

Danger his ſport, and labour his delight, 

To him the ficet and camp, the fea aud field, 

Do equal harveſts of bright glory yield! 

ho can forget, of royal blood how free, 

He did aſſort the empire of the ſa ? 

The Belgian fleet endeavour'd, but in vain, 

The tempeſt of his fury to ſuſtain ; 

Shatter'd and torn before his flag they fly 

Like doves, that the exalted cagle ſpy 

Ready to ftuop and ſeize them ſrom on high. 

He, N:ptuncehke (when ſtom his watery bed 


Soren. aud calm he lifts his awful head, 
G tales, and to his chariot gives the rein), 
{1 trum pl. rie o'er the aflerted main ! 


nein crowds attend him on the ſtrand, 
Lond as the ſea, and numerous as the land j 
So joy the many: but the witer few 
ihe godtik- prince with ſtlent wonder view: 
A joy, too great to be by voice expreſt, 
Shines in cach ere, and beats in every breat ; 
They ſaw him deſtin'd for ſome greater day, 
And in his looks the omens read of his imperial 
, ſway! 
Nor do his civil virtues lefs apprar, 
To perlect the i}iuitrous character; 
'Vo merit juſt, to needy virtue king, 
rue to his word, and ſalthſul to his friend ! 
What 's well reſolv'd, as firmly he purtucs ; 
Fix'd in his choice, as careful how to chu 
Honour was born, not niarted in his heart; 
And virtue came by nature, not by art. 
Albion! forget thy ſorrows, and adore 
| That prince, wh all the bi-fings goes reſtores, 
That Charles, the faint, made thee chiay be- 
fore ! 

Tis done; with tarrets crown'd, I foe her rife, 
And tcars are wip'y for ever from ber eves! 
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PROLOGUE 


TO N, LEE's 
LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 


| Fm has the tribe of poets on the ſtage 
Groan'd under perſecuting critics' rage, 
But with the ſound of railing and of rhyme, 
Like bees united by the tinkling chime, 

The little ſtinging inſects ſwarm the more, 
Their buzzing preater than it was before. 

But, oh! ye leading voters of the Pit, 

That infect others with your too much wit, 
That well-affeted members do ſeduce, 

And with your malice poiſon half the houſe ; 
Know, your ill-manag'd arbitrary ſway i 
Shall be no more endut'd, but ends this day. 
Rulers of abler conduct we will chuſe, 

And more indulgent to a trembling Muſe; 
Women, for ends of government more fit, 
Women ſhall rule the Boxes and the Pit, 5 
Give laws to Love, and influence to Wit. 

Find me one man of ſenſe in all your roll, 
Whom ſome one woman has not made a fool, 
Ev'n buſineſs, that intolerable load 

Under which man does groan, and yet is proud, 
Much better they could manage would they pleaſe ; 
*Tis not their want of wit, but love of caſc. 
For, ſpite of art, more wit in them appears, 
Though we boaſt ours, and they diflemble theirs ; 
Wit once was ours, and ſhot up for a while, 
Set ſhallow in a hot and barren ſoil ; 

But when tranſplanted to a richer ground, 

Has in their Eden its perfection found. 

And 'tis but juſt they ſhould our wit invade, 
Whilſt we ſet up their painting patching trade; 
As for our courage, to our ſhame 'tis known, 
As they can raiſe it, they can pull it down, 

At their own weapons they our bullies awe, 
Faith! Jet them make an anti-ſalick law; 
Preſcribe to ali Mankind, as well as Plays, 

And wear the breeches, as they wear the bays, 


TO THE PEOPLE OF ENGLAND. 


A DETESTATION OF CIVIL WAR. 


- FROM HORACE, EPOD. VII. 


II! whithcr do ye ruſh, and thus prepare 
To rouze again the fleeping wer? 
Has then ſo little *Englif! blood been ſpilt 
On fea and land with equal guilt ? 

Not that again we might our arms advance, 
To check the inſolent pride of France; 
Not that once more we might in ſetters bring 

An humble captive Gallic king ? 

But, to the wiſh of the infulting Gaul, 
That we by our own hands ſhould fall, 
Nor wo:ves nor lions bear lo fierce a mind 
They hurt net their own {avoge kind. 


/ 


POEM $ 


Is it blind rage, or zeal, more blind and ſtrong, 
Or guilt, yet Aronger, drives you on? 
Anſwer : but none can anſwer; mute and pale 
They ſtand ; guilt does o'er words preva:! ; 
"Tis ſo : hcaven's juſtice threetens us from ih; 
And a king” s death from certh does cry; 
F'er ſince the martyr's innocent blood was ſaed, 


Upon our fathers, and on ours, and on our chil - 


drens' hens. 


TO MR. REE C E, 


oN HIS TRANSLATION OF LUCRETIUS. 


HAT to begin would have been madnefs 
thought, 
Exceeds our praiſe when to perfcRion brought; 
Who could believe Lucretius' lofty ſong 
Could have been reach'd by any modern tongue? 
Of all the ſuitors to immortal fame, 
That by tranſlations ſtrove to raiſe a name, 
This was the teit, this the Ulyſſes' bow, 
Too tough by any to be bent but you. 
Carus himſelf of the hard taſk complains, 
To fetter Grecian thoughts in Roman chains; 
Much harder thine, in an unlearned tongue 
To hold in bonds, ſo eaſy yet ſo itrong, 
The Greek philoſophy and Latin ſong. 
If then he boaſts that round his ſacred head 
Freſh garlands grow, and branching laurels 
ipread, 
Such as not all the mighty Nine before 
F'er gave, or any of their darlings wore ; 
What levrels ſhould be thine, what crowns thy 
due, 
What garlands, mighty Poet, ſhould be grac'd by 
you! 
Though deep, though wondrous deep, his ſenſe 
does low, 
Thy ſhining ty le does all its riches ſhow ; 
So clear the ſtream, that through it we eefery 
All the bright gems that at the bottom lie; 
Here you the troublers of our peace remove, 
Ignoble fear, and more igooble love: 
Here we are taught how ſirſt our race began. 
And by what ſteps our fathers ciin:b'd to man 
To man as now he 16—with knowledge fill'd, 
In arts of peace and war, in manners {kill'd, 
Equal before to fellow-grazers of the ficli! 
Nature's firſt ſtate, which, weil traniheos'd and 
G. n'd 
(For owners in all ages have been found), 
Has made a * modern wit ſo much rznown'd, 
When thee we reac, we _—_ to be no more 
than what was fung a: s before. 
Thou only for this nob le tatk were e e, 
Ta ſnume thy age to a juſt ſenſe ot wit, | 
By ſhewing how the learned. Romans writ, 
Vo teach fat heavy clowns to kr.ow their trade, 
And not turn wits, who were for porters made; 


* Hobbes. 
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But quit falſe claims to the poetic rage, 

For ſquibs and crackers, and a Smithfield ſtage. 
Had Providence e'er meant that, in deſpight 
Of art and nature, ſuch dull clods ſhould write, 
Bavius and Mzvius had been ſav'd by Fate 

For Settle and for Shadwell to tranſlate, 

As it ſo many ages has for thee 

Preſerv'd the mighty work that now we ſee. 


— 


VIRGIL's FIFTH ECLOGUE. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


AT.pſus and Menalcas, two very expert ſhepherds at a 
feng, begin one by conſent to the memory of Daphnis, 
20% is ſuppoſed by the beſt critics to repreſent Julius 
Ceſar, Mopſus laments his death : Menalcas pro- 
daims his divinity. The whole Eclogue conſiſting of 
an El:3y, and an Apotbegſis. 


MENALCAS. 
\ OPSUS, ſince chance does us together bring, 
And you ſo well can pipe, and I can fing, 
Why fit we not beneath this ſecret ſhade, 
Py clus and hazels mingling branches made? 


MOPSUS, 
Your age commands reſpect; and I obey. 
Whicther you in this lonely copſe will ſtay, 
Where weſtern winds the bending branches ſhake, 
And in their play the ſhades uncertain make : 
Or whether to that ſilent cave you go, 
The better choice ! ſee how the wild vines grow 
Luxuriant round, and ſee how wide they ſpread, 
And in the cave their purple cluſters ſhed! 


MENALCAS. 
Amyntas only dares contend with you. 


MOPSUS., 
Why not as well contend with Phœbus too? 


MENALCAS. 
Begin, begin; whether the mournſul flame 
Ol dying Phillis, whether Alcon's ſame, 
Or Codrus“ brawls, thy willing Muſe provoke ; 
Begin; young Tityrus will tend the flock, 


Moss. 
Yes, I'll begin, and the ſad ſong repeat, 
That on the beech's bark | lately writ, 
Aud ſet to ſweeteſt notes; yes, I Il begin, 
And after that, bid you, Amyntas, ſing. 


MENALCAS. 
45 much as the moſt humble ſhrub that grows, 
Yirldz to the beauteous bluſhes of the roſe, 
Or bending oſiers to the olive tree ; 
do much, 1 judge, Amyntas yields to thee, 
MOPSUS. 


thepherd, to this diſcourſe here put an end, 
Ihis i the cave : ſit, and my verſe attend. 


MOPSU 3» 
V hen the ſad fate of Daphnis reach'd their ears, 
ne pity ig uymphs diſfalv'd in pious teœats. 


And where ſoft violets did the vales adorn, 
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Witneſs, ye hazels, ſor ye heard their cries; 

Witneſs, ye floods, ſwoln with their weeping eyes, 

The mournful mother (on his body caſt) 

The ſad remains of her cold ſon embrac'd, 

And of th' unequal tyranny they us'd, 

The cruel gods and cruel ſtars accus'd. 

Then did no ſwain mind how his flock did thrive, 

Nor thirſty herds to the cold river drive; 

The generous horſe turn'd from freſh ſtreams Hs 
head, 

And on the ſweeteſt graſs refus'd to feed. 

Daphnis, thy death ev'n ſierceſt lions mourn'd, 

And hills and woods their cries and groans return'd. 

Daphnis Armenian tigers' fiercenels broke, 

And brought them willing to the ſacred yoke ; 

Daphnis tv Bacchus' worſhip did ordain 

The revels of his conſecrated train; 

The reeling prieſts with vines and ivy crown'd, 

And their long ſpears with cluſter'd branches 
bound. 

As vines the elm, as grapes the vine adorn, 

As bulls the herd, as fields the ripen'd corn; 

Such grace, ſuch ornament, wert thou to all 

That glory'd to be thine ; ſince thy ſad fall 

No more Apollo his glad preſence yields, 

And Pales' ſelf forſakes her hated fields. 

Olt where the fineſt barley we did ſow, 

Barren wild oats and hurtful darnel grow; 


The thiſtle riſes, and the prickly thorn. 
Come, ſhepherds, ſtrow with flowers the hallow's 
ground, 
The ſacred ſountains with thick boughs ſurronnd; 
Daphnis theſe rites requires: to Daphnis' praiſe, 
Shepherds, a tomb with this inſcription raiſe— 
„Here fam'd from earth to heaven | Daphnis lie; 
« Fair was the flock | fed, but much more fair 
was I,” 
MENALCAS. : 

Such, divine Poet, to my raviſh'd ears 
Are the ſweet numbers of thy mournſul verſe, 
As to tir'd ſwains foft flumbers on the graſs; 
As freſheſt ſprings that through green meadows 

als, 
To 8 that 's parch'd with thirſt and ſummer's 

heat. 

In thee thy maſter does his equal meet: 
Whethcr your voice you try, or tune your reed, 
Bleſt ſwain, 'tis you alone can him ſucceed ! 
Yet, as 1 can, | in return will ſing : 
too thy Daphnis to the ſtars will bring, 
I tov thy Daphnis to the ſtars, with you, 
Will raiſe, {ur Daphnis lov'd Menalcas too. 


MOPSUS., 
Is there a thing that I could more deſire ? 
For neither can there be a ſubject higher, 
Nor, if the praiſe of Stimichon be true, 
Can it be better ſung than 'tis by you. 


MENALCAS. 

Daphnis now, wondering at the glorious ſhovr, | 

Through heav:n's bright pavement does trium- 
phant go, | 

And ſees the moving clouds, and the fix'd ſtars | 
below: 


+ 8 


+ 8 E FI 
n = fe 
'F: My F 
Pw 4 - 


9 
TW) 
1 
* 
: # 
. * 
a 
+3r ie 
bs 0 
2 4 
> 0 
* 1 
„ 
1 TE 
* * 
4 


Sgt 5 cet Br ip << > a 


—— — 


328 DUKES 


Therefore new joys make glad the woods, the 
plains, 


Pan and the Dryads, an '*- *hearfn! ſwains; 
"he wolf no ambuſh fr» ck does lay, 
No chewing ners the 6a r betray. 


Darhais a general peace m s, and Nature \ 
does obey, 

Hark the 8 lad mount. 
voice! 

Hark! the hard rocks i=» tic tance: rejoice | 

Hark through the thi ts Wo! deu, ſongs re- 
ſound, ; 

A God! A God! Meua'czs. he is crown'd ! 

O be propitious! O be pred te thine ! 

See! hore four hallow? 4 „Hats we deſign, 

To Diphnis two, toni two we raiſe, 

To pay the yearly tribes eur prail- : 

Sacred to thee, hey e205, turnt, year 

Two bowls o milk itw oil ft !] hear: 

Feaſts III ori. „ t Centhl:'s praile 

Thy votaries' exit u. 5 fo raiſe, 

Rich Chian winde it full goblets flow, 

Aud give a tate or 3cecar here below. 

Dama tus ſhall with Lie: Agon join, 

To celebrate with 7 2 e rites divine. 

Aiphifibæus wi < eling gait 

Shall the wild Rae dancing imitate. 

When to the nymphs we vows and offerings 
va 

When we with ſolemn rites our fields ſurvey, 

"Theſe honours cver ſhall be thine : the boar 

Shall in rhe fields and hills delight no more; 

No more in ſtreams the fiſh, in flowers the bee, 

Ere, Daphnis, we forget our ſongs to thee : 

Oer ags to thee the ſhepherds every year 

e, as to Bacchus and to Ceres, bear: 

T' thee, as to thoſe Gods, ſhall vows be made, 

Aud vengeance wait on. thoſe by whom they are 
not paid. 


eto heaven their 


MOP3US, 


What preſent worth thy verſe can Mopſus find ? 

Not the ſoſt whiſpers of the Southern wind 0 

So much delight my car, or charm my mind; 

Not ſounding ſhores beat by the murmuring 
tide, 

Nor rivers that through ſtony vallies glide. 


MENALCAS., 


Firſt yon this pipe ſhall take; and 'tis the ſame 
That play'd poor Corydon's + unhappy flame: 
The ſame that taught me Melibceus' f ſacep. 


MOPSUS, 


You then ſhall for my ſake this ſheephook keep, 
Adorn'd with braſs, which I have oft deny'd 
To young Antigenes in his beauty's pride: 

And who could think he then in vain could ſue ? 
Yet him I would deny, and ſrecly give it you. 


— — 
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TO MR. WAL IL E &, 


UPON 


THE COPY OF VERSES MADE BY HIMSELS 
ON THE LAST COPY IN HIS book “. 


- writ, 

Advis'd 'twas time the rhyming trade to quit, 
Time to grow wiſe, and be no more a wit— 
Ihe noble fire, that animates thy age, 
Once more inflam'd me wich poctic rage, 
Kings, heroes, nymphs, tic brave, the fair, tlie 

young, 
Have been the theme of thy immortal ſong : 
A nobler argument at laſt thy Muſe, 
Two things Divine, Thee and Herſelf, does chv(-, 
Age, whoſe dull weight makes vulgar ſpirits bend, 
Gives'wings to thine, and bids it upward tend: 
No more confin'd, above the ſtarry ſkies, 
Out from the body's broken cage it flies, 
But, oh! vouchſafe, not wholly to retire, 
To join vitk and compleat th' etherial choir! 
Still here remain; ſtill on the threſhold ſtand ; 
Stull at this diſtance view the promis'd land ; 
Though thou may'ſt ſeem, ſo heavenly is thy ſenſe, 
Not going thither, but new come from thence, 


HEN ſhame, for all my ſooliſh youth 1 


A 8 0 N 8. 


I. 
„e the fierceſt pangs of hot deſire, 
Between Panthea's riſing breaſts 
His bending breaſt Philander reſts ; 
Though vanquiſh'd, yet unknowing to retire : 
Cloſe hugs the charmer, and aſham'd to yield, 
Though he has loſt the -* yet keeps the ſield. 


When, with a ſigh, the air Panthea ſaid, 
What pity 'tis, ye gods, that all 
The nobleſt warriors ſooneſt fall! 

Then with a kiſs ſhe gently rear'd his head; 

Arm'd him again to ehr, for noble ſhe 

More lov'd the combat than the victory, 

II. 

But, more enrag'd for being beat beſore, 
With all his ſtrength he does prepare 
More fiercely to renew the war; 

Nor ceas'd he till the noble prize he bore : 

Ev'n her ſuch wondrous courage did ſurprize ; 

She hugs the dart that wounded her, and dies. 


P 


. 


K e 3 ſnades, and ſolitary 


groves, 
Fann'd wh the ſighs of unſucceſsful loves, 


— 
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Wild with deſpair, young Thyrſis ſtrays, How many dull tranſlators every day 7 
Thinks over all Amyra's heavenly charms, Bring new ſupplies of novel, farce, or play! 3 
Thinks he now ſecs her in another's arms; . Like damn'd French penſioners, with forcign aĩd o 
Then at ſome witlow's root himſelf he lays, Their native land with nonſenſe to invade, 'y 
The lovelicit, moit unhappy ſwain ; Till we *re o'er-run more with the wit of France, LY 
ls And thus to the wild woods he docs complain: Her nauſcons wit, than with her Proteſtants. 1 
II. But, Sir, this noble picce obligeth more q 85 
How art thou chang'd, O Thyrſis, ſince the time Than all their traſh hath plagu'd the town before: OY 
When than could'ſt love and hope without a crime; | With various learning, knowledge, ſtrength of e 
When Naturz's pride and Earth's delight, thought, — 
As through her ſhady evening grove ſhe paſt, Order and art, and ſol'd judgement fraught ; A 
2d a new day did ail around her caſt, o leis a piece than this could make amends off 
And day did al! 1! {t No leis a lan tl Id make amend | 
Could ſce, nor be offended ar the fight, For all the frumpery France amonytt us jends. 
The melting, fighing, wiſhing ſwain, Nor It ill- grounded ſuperſtitions tear 
tlie That now mult never hope to wifh again! Fright any but the foals from reading here. 
Ii. The ſacred oracles may well endure 
Riches and titles! why ſhould they preyaihy n' exacteſt fearch, of their own truth ſecure 
Where duty, love, and adoration, fail? Thonghk at this piece fore noiſy zealots bawl, 
ple, Lovely Amyra, ſhoulJil thou prize And 10 their aid a numerous faction call 
nd empty noiſe that a ſine title mabes; With itretch*d out arms, as if the ark could fall; 
, he * 2 a C ritic is & CU 18 I * 7 
2 Or the — traſh that with the vulgar takes, Yet wiſer heads will think fo firm it ftards, 
Bulore a heart that bleeds for thee, aud dies That, were it ſacok, twould need no mortal 
VUokind! but pity the poor ſwain hands, 
Your rigour kil!., nor triumph v'er the ſlain. 
c TO MR DNT 
mY A LF 6. 
| ON ulis 
I. „ 165 
cc 7 
EE what a conqueſt love kas made! _**. TROILUS AND enen SOT 
Beneath the myrtle's amorous ſuade 
The charming fair Corinna lies \ ND will eur Mar Poet then admit 
All ms ting in deſire A Yor U. zo be: Zinn 'r in the trac ie 0 4 2 it, 
— , . 
Quenching in tears thoſe flowing eyes Yo briry a plain and rult.c Mufe, to Watt 
That ſet the world on fire ! On his in all her glorious ran and fine ? 
Ti Can an unknown, unheard. on private name, 
* . 
. 7 ; ; 15 ) 92 
V hat cannot tears and beauty do? t eny lu. + to fo h N fame? 
ü „chane . No ſooner plancts to the fun may give 
4. "The youth |», hy chance lod NY, ang knew 3 h cl le 5 him de 
For whom t! 500. ry kal 1 reams did Low; That liy cht wich t WY themſe s Ho him de- 
1 1994 — > E 4 : ESL 4 3 
"od though Le new before = 28 G-klv f 
To her eyes brighteſt rays did bow, e in Chen, 2 
Wrens too, and Goes Atlore. * COW 2207 10 * 1, Or 2 ide JV ain. 
l TH Pit. us when kings through crowes in triumphs go, 
88 when, the hen AV. * ſor ren i 1 clear, 4 he y EA! TOY: Vert ach t! af g at the ſuow, 
Glied with gaudy liglit an Dy The ek to thut pomp Ls veice can add no more, 
1 K. Ar, bs Y 5 , ' > > 7 : 
Each eraggy rock, and every tone, Than when we drop ito the ocean pour, 
Their native rigour keep ; . 1208 1 18 e e 111 PAO to ene N 
Dut when in rain the clouds fall down, (rn' Ne < A Tg ve 3 3%): "by 
„ Oy 5 ; loud epntaulcs may revea q 
Ihe tarce!t marble, weeps. Fir; lou PU! : =, : . 1 
Fo you, grrat King of Verſe, my loyal zeal, 1 
— 0 Np - 1 4 \ 4 
May tell with wit melnttic grace and mien * [48 
_ Your Muſe diſplays hertelf in every teenc'g UL 
: la what rich robes fhe bas fur Crefid drett, 5.6 
TO MR. HENRY DICKINSON, And with what gentle fires inflant's her AY 1 
low when thof fading eyes her aid ininor'd, Il 
en u TRANSLATION. OF She all their ſpark ung z luſtre has reitor'd, . 15 
Added more charms, \ freſh beauties on them ſhed, 1 
« SIMON'S CRITICAL HISTORY OF THE | And to new youth recall'd the lovely maid, 1 a, 
8585 OLD TESTAMENT.“ How nobly ſhe the ruy.l brothers craws; 1 
How great their We and how great their ; 14 
91 
W HAT ſenſeleſs loads have over-charg'd the cauſe: a 4 
3 preſs, How juitly rais'd! and by what juſt degrees, 1 
* 1 n * 1 At 
Of French i impertinence, in E pl! ih dreſs ! In a ſweet calm duce the 10ugh tint eit ccalc! <a j 
vor. Ill, 3Y wh 
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Envy not now * the God-like Roman's rage;“ } 
Ved or and 'Troiltus, darlings of our age, > 
Shall hand in h- ind with Brutus tread the ſtage. \ 

Shakeſpeare, 'tis true, this tale of Troy rt 

told, 

Ert, as with Ennius Virgil did of old, 
Yor found it dirt, but you have made it gold. 
A dark and undigeſted ap it lay, 
Like Chaos ero the dawn of infant day, ? 
Dat you did ſirſt the chearful light diſplay. L 
Conlus'd it was as ! Epicurus' world 
Of Atoms, by blind Ch: e together hurl'd, 
Dut you have made ſuch 5 throuſch it ſuine 
As I: bud! ſpcaks the workmanſhip divine. 

Boaſc the n, 0 roy! and triumph in thy flames, 
That make thee ſung by three ſuch mighty names. 
Tad Ilium food, Homer had nc'er been read, 
Nor the ſweet Mantuan ſwan his wings diiplay'd, 
Nor chou, the third, but equal in renown, 

T* ny my tehleſs ſicill in this great ſul ject ſhown, 

Not Priam's ſelf, ner all the Trojan ttate, 

Wes worti the ſaving at ſo dear a rate. 

But they now flouriſh, by you mighty _ 

In verſe more laſting than their walls could be 
Viich never, never ſhall like them decay, 

Being built by hands divine as well as they; 

Never till, dur great Charles eing fung by you, 


Old Troy thall grove el famous than the New. 


PARIS TO HELEN, 


TRANSLATED TROM OVID's EPISTLES., 


THE ARGUMENT, 


Paris, bavins ſil. d to Sparta for the wtaining of 
Hel:n, e . he 1 2 22 ! lim as the re- 
le / 5 55 — Beuuly ty ler, 

2 u Rove entertained by Aon, las, Helen's 
and; but * ber. _ 7. led awvay ty Crele, to take 

2 U Ton of ⁊t Hut eaves de, bim by vis grandfather 


, * . 
Attic 6 {fy C9419 177 L 1s bis 14 rf 40 the ca 'E * WIS evife, 
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Ta bis abſence Paris courts ber, and 2b ies to ber 
7 P 17 f 12997 
te ful pe. 
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* health, fair nymph, thy Paris ſends to 
a the 2y , 
on, and only vor, 


ug an give it me. 
Shall then weak? or 


is it nee 1065 groen 

Totulla P: Won that ifecll has mowen? 

Does not my love itſelt too open lay, 

And all I think in all 1 do betray ? 

I not, oh! may it ſtill in ſccret lie. 

"as Time with our kind wiſhes ſhall comply; 
ill al} our 11s. may to ns,come fncire, 

w_ tofc make . a by the a) Hay of far! 

n vain 1. who can that lire coneenl, 

lighit reveal? 

ih y. eds would hear my tre! bang tongue 
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Which does ite by its own 
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I love; you Vo there TR Md that dees part 


1 F 
The truck weſſage from my bleeding utart: 


Forgive me, Madam, that I thus conieſa 


To you, my fair phy iician, my diſeaſe, 


And with ſuch looks this fuppliant paper grac 
As bett become the beauties of that face 
May that {ſmooth brow no angry wrinkle wear, 
But be your looks as kind as they are fair. 
Some pleaſure *ris to thinl theſe lines ſhall Gud 
An entertainment at yur hands fo kind. 
For this creates a hope, that | two may, 
Receiv'd by you, as happy be as they. 
Ah! may that hope be true! nor! complain 
That Venus promis d you to me in vain : 
For know, Il:{t you through ignorance offend 
The gods, 'tis heaven that mc does hither fend, 
None of the meaneſt of the powers divine, 
That ffft inſpir'd, [till flavours my deſign, 
Great is the prize I ieck, I mult confets, 
But neither 1s my due or merit leſs: 
Venus has promis'd the would you aſſign, 
Fair as herſelf, to be lor ever mine. 
Guided by her, my Troy 1 left for thee, 
Nor feer'd the dangers of the faithleſs ſea, 
She, with a kind and an auſpycious gale, 
Drove the good ſhip, and ſtretch'd but every fail ; 
For ſe, who ſprung out of the teeming deep, 
Still o'er the main Fx es her wide empire keep. 
Still may ſhe keep it ! and as ſhe with caſe 
Allazs the wrath of the moſt angry ſcas, 
So may ſhe give wy ſtormy mind ſome reſt, 
And calm the raging tempeſt of my breaft, 
Aud bring home amy ſighs and «ll my vows 
Vo their wilt d harbour ard deſir'd repoſe ! 
Hither my flames I brought, not found them 
here; 
I my whole courſe by their kind lig ht did ſteer ; 
For | by no miſtake or ſtorm was tot 
Againſt my will upon this happy coaſt, 
Nor as a merchant did! plow the main 
To venture life, like fordid fools, ſor gain. 
No; may the gods preſerve my preſent ſtore, 
And on! give me you to make it more! 
Nor to admire the place came I ſo far ; 
| have tovens richer than your cities are. 
"V'is you | ſeck, to me from Venus due; 
You were my with, before your charms I knew, 
Bright images of you my mind did draw, 
Long ere my eyes the lovely object ſaw, 
Nor wonder that, with the ſwift-winged dart, 
At ſuch a diſtance you could wound my heart: 
So Fate ordain'd; and left you fight with Fate, 
Hear and believe the truth I ſhalt relate, 
Now in my mother's worth ſhut up I lay, 
Her fatal burthen longing for the day, 
When ſhe in a myderious dream was told, 
Her teeming womb a burning torch did hold? 
Frighted ſhe riſes, 2nd * viüon ſhe 
0 Priar Y tells, and to nis Þ: "0: ts iT 23 
They ſing that | all Troy ſhould ſet on fire : 
But ſure Fate meant the fam of my dchre. 
For fear of this, among tie fwains expos d, 
My native ercoatich every thing elo. 
Beauty, anc 2d churage, join'd in one, 
Through all Ulguile, foks mes monarch's fon. 
A places there is in I's thicket grove 
With caks and fir trees [i. 4:4 alt above 
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The graſs here grows untonch'd by bleating flocks, 

Or mountain goat, or the laborious ox. 

From hence Troy's towers, magnificence, and 
pride, 

Leaning agalnſt an aged cal, I ſpy'd. 

When ſttaight me thought I heard the trembling 
ground 

With the {trange noiſe of tramp'ing {cet reſound. 

lu the ſame inſtant Jove's great mulleager, 

On all his wings borne through the yielding air, 

Lizhtivg before my wondering eyes did Hand, 

His golden rod ſhone in his ſacred hand: 

With. him three charming godd-ſtes there came, 

Juno, and Pallas, and the Cyprian dame, 

With an unutual ſear I flood amuz'd, 

Vil! thus the god my fiuking courage rais'd; 

& Fear not; thou art Jove's ſubſtitute be low, 

he prize of heavenly beauty to beſtow ; 

“ Contending goddeſles appeal ro you, 

„ Decide their ſtriſe.“ He ſpake, and up 

ew. 

Then, bolder grown, 1 throw my fears away, 

And every one wich curious eyes ſurvey: 

Each of them merited the 1QOry, 

aud their doubtlui judge was vriev'd to ſee, ( 


he 


nat one muſt have it, when Culery' by three. 

hut yet that one there was which molt prevail'd, 

And with more powerful churms my heart al- 

fal'd : 
Ah! would you know who thus my breaſt could 
move ? 

Who could it be but the fair Queen of Love? 

With mighty bribes they all for conquelt ſtrive, 

juno will einpires, Paltas valour give, 

Witt | ſtand doubting which I ſhould prefer, 

tiapirc's ſoft caſe, or vlorious toils of War; 

Lat Venus gently fmil'd, and thus ſhe ſpake ; 

They 're dangerous gilts: O do not, do 
take ! 

lil make thee 
c know, 

And joys that in full rides for ever flow. 

For, if you Judge the va 1 ft to be mine, 

Lair Leda's fairer daughter frail be thine.“ 

Naur fake; and [ gave her the conqueſt due, 

Both to her beauty, and her gilt of you. 

Meanwhile (my angry dare m. Tc gentle grown) 

am acknowledg'd roval Priam”s f on. 

All the glad court, all Troy does celebrate, 

3 a new fctival, my change ol fate. 

And as I row languifa and die fer thee, 

50 wy the beautics of ail 7 roy lor mc. 

ol u oer a heart with fovere'zn Ne. ver do rei on; 

r. is bh a thouſand vi nd in vain ; 

F or did © 1UCECHS 0 iy fi tomy embrace, 

ut nymphs of form divine, : 


not 


Love's immortal pleaſures 
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all their loves with coli lain repreſt, 

"12 hopes of you nrſt lir'd my lung ing breaſt. 

Ya ur charms form all day my fancy drew, 

Aud when night came, 
von. 

| "nat „tcaſures then miu t you vourſeli impart, 

* * Madows cly fo furpriz'd my heart 

oh! how 0 burn appro: chung richer, 

6 :.at vas iy icorch'd | by ſo remote a fire 
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For now no longer could my hopes refrain 

From fecking their wiih'd object through the 

main. 

fell the Htatelye pine, and every tree 

nat befl was lit to cut the yioliing fea, 

Vetch'd from Cargarian hills, tall firs | cleave, 
And Ila naked to the winds | leave, 

Stiff oats | bend, aud ſelid planks 1 form, 

And every ihip with well- Knit ribs { arm. 

To the talt matt J fails and ftreamers join, 

And the gay po- « » with painted gods do ſhine. 

Brit on my ſhip does only Venus ſtand 

With little Cupid ſmiling in her hand, 


| Guide of the way the did herſelf command. 


| My fleet thus rigg'd, aud all my thoughts on 
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my dreains were all of ' 
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thee, 
long to plow the vaſt Z*oxcan ſea; 
My anxious parents riy deſires withſtand, 
An! both with pious tears my ſtay command, 
Caſſandra too, with Iloofe difhevel'd hair, 
Juſt as our l ſt ſhips to ſail prepare, 
Full of prophetic fury crics aloud, 
„ Q whicher tteers: my brother through the flood ? 
« Little, ah! little duſt thou knove or heed 
« To what 2 raging fire theſe waters lead!“ 
True were her*fcars, and in my brraſt 1 feel 
"Che ſcorching flames her fury vid toretel. 
Yet out | fail, and, favonr'd by the wind, 
Gn your bleſt ſhore my wilh'd-for haven find; 
Your kuſhand then, fo heaven, kind heaven or- 
Guns, 
In his own houſe Lis rival entertains, 
Shews me whatc'er in Sparta does delight 
Ihe curious tro vellex's enquiring ſight: 
But I. who only long'd to gaze on you, 
Could taſte ns pl-ature in the idle ſhew. 
But at thy fight, oh! where was then my heart! 
Out from my breaſt it gave a ſadden ſtart, 
Sprung forth and met haif way the fatal dart. 
Such or lets charming was the Queen of Love, 
Wh: en wth her we i} goddefics ſic firove. 
zut, dre haut thou come among the three, 
Lv'n ſic the prize mult have reſign'd to thee. 
Your} ee is the only theme of tame, 
And all the world ſounds with fair Ficlen's name: 
Nor lives there he whom pride 1 itſe!f can raiſe 
o claim with you an equal ſhare of praiſe. 
Ao l ſpeak faife ? Rather Report doc s to, 
Letraciing from you in a praiſe too ow. 
Murg here | find thau that _ ever tell, 
do much your beauty does y youu ame exccl, 
Well then might Theſe us, he who all things 
knew, . 
Think none was worthy of his theſt but you; 
I this bold theft admirc ; but wonder more 
He ever would fo dear a prize reitore : 
Ah! would tacte hands have ever let you va? 
Or could I live, and be diverc'd from you ? 
No; ſooner | with life itſelf couid 5 irt, 
Than c'er fre you torn from my blecdin 
But could 1 do as he, and give you bac% 5 
Vet ſure ſome tuſte of love I firtt vrou;d take 
Would firſt, in all vour blooming «© xc: "dy 
Aud virgin ſweets, leaſt wy luxurious 14. 5 
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Or if you would not let that treaſure go, 
Kifles at leaſt you ſhould, you would beſtow, 
And let me ſmeil the flower as it did grow, 
Come then into my longing arms, and try 

My laſting, fix'd, eternal conſtancy, 

Which never till my funeral pile ſhall waſte ; 
My preſent fire ſhall minyle with my laſt, 
Sceptres and crowns for you I did diſdain, 
With which great Junc tempted me in vain, 
And when bright Pallas did her bribes prepare, 
One ſoft embrace ſrom you I did prefer 

To courage, ſtrength, and all the pump of war. 
Nor ſhall I ever think my choice was ill, 

My judgment 's ſettled, and approves it ſtill, 
Do you but grant my hopes may prove as true, 
As they were plac'd above all things but you. 

I am, as well as you, of heavenly race, 

Nor will my birth your mighty line diſgrace, 
Pallas and Jove our noble lineage head, 

And them a race of godlike kings ſucceed, 

All Aſia's ſceptres to my father bow,, 

And half the ſpacious Eaſt his power allow. 
There you ſhall fee the houſes rool'd with gold, 
And temples glorious as the gods they hold. 
roy you ſhall ſee, and walls divine aCmire, 
Puilt to the concert of Apollo's lyre, 

What need I the vaſt flood of people tell. 
That over its wide banks does almoſt ſwell ? 
You ſhall gay troops of Phrygian matrons meet, 
And Trojan wives ſhining in every fret, 
How often then will you yourſelf conſcis 

The emptincls and poverty of Greece ! 

How often will you ſay, one palace there 
Contains more wealth than do whole citics here ! 
I ſpeak not this, your Sparta to diſgrace, 

For whereloc'er your life began. its race 

Ault be to me the happieſt, deareſt place. 

Yet Sparta's poor; and you, that ſhould be dreſt 
In all the riches of the ſhining Eaſt, 

Should underſtand how ill that ſordid place 
Suits with th» beauty of your charming face ; 
"That face with coſtly dreſs and rich attire 

Should fine, and make the gazirg world admire. 
When you rhe habit of my "Trojns fre, 
What, think you, mutt that of their ladies be? 
On! then be kind, fair Spartan, nor dildain 

A Trojan in your hed to entertain, 

He was a Trojan, and of our great line, 

Thot to the gods does mix immortal wine; 
"Tithonns ton, whom to her reſy bed 

The goddeſs of the Morning bluſhing led; 

So was Aychiſes of our Trojan race, 

Yet Venus {cif to his defir'd embrace, 

With ali ber train of little Loves, did fly, 

And in his arms learn'd for a while to lie. 

Nor do I think that Men laus can, 

Camper 0 with me, appear the greater man. 
'm ſure my father never made the ſun 

With {righted ſtreeds ſrom his dire banquet run: 
No grandiather of mine is ſtain'd wii blocd, 
Or with his crime names the My toan flood, 
None of our race does in the Stygian lake 
Snmech at thoſe apples he wants power to take, 
Put ſtay ; ſince you with ſuch a huſband join, 
Your father Jove is forc'd to grace his line. 
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He (gods!) a wretch unworthy of thoſe charms 
Does all the night lie melting in your arms, 
Docs every minute to new joys improve, 

And riots in the luſcious ſweets of love, 
but at table one ſhort view can gain, 

And that tou, only to encreaſe my pain: 

O may ſuch fealts my worſt of ſoes attend, 
As often I at your ſpread table find. 

I loath my ſood, when my tormented cye 
Sces his rude hand in your ſoit boſom lie. 

E burſt with envy when him behold 

Your tender limbs in his looſe robe inſold. 
When he your lips with melting kiſſes ſcal'd, 
Before my eyes I the large goblet held, 
When you with him in ſtrict embraces cloſe, 
My hated meat to my dry'd palate grows. 
Oft have I fight'd, then ſigh'd again, to ſee 
That ſigh with ſcornful ſmiles repaid by thee, 
Ot I with wine would quench my hot deſire 
In vain; for ſo I added fire to fire, 

= have! turn'd away my head in vain, 

You ſtraight recall'd my longing eyes again. 
What ſhall | do? Your ſports with grief 1 ſee, 
But it 's a greater, not to look on thce. 

With all my art 1 ſirive my flames to hide, 

But through the thin diſguiſe they are deſcry d, 
Too well, alas! my wounds to you are known, 
And'O that they were ſo to you alone! 

How oſt turn l my weeping eyes away, 

Leſt he the cavſe ſhould aſk, and | betray ! 
What tales of love tell I, when warm'd with wine, 
To your dear face applying evcry line ! 

In burrow'd names I my own paſſion ſhew : 
They the ſeign'd lovers are, but I the true. 
Sometimes, more freedom in diſcourſe to gain, 
For my excuſe I drunkennets would ſeigu. 

Once I remember your looſe garment fell, 

And did your naked, ſwelling breaſts reveal, 
Preaſts white as ſnow, or the falſe down of Jove, 
When to your mother the kind Swan made love: 
Whilſt, with the ſight ſurpriz'd, I gazing ſtand, 
The cup I held dropt from my carelels hand. 

[t you your young Bermione: but kiſs, 

Straight from her lips I ſnatch +he envy'd bliſs, 
Sometimes ſnpinely laid, love ſongs I fing, 

And walted Liffes from my fingers fling. 

Your women to my aid I try to-move 


With all the powerful rhetorick of love; 


But they, alas! ſpeak nothing but deſpair, 

Ard in the midſt Jeave my neglected prayer. 

Oh! that by ſome great prize you might be won, 

And your pe leſnon might the victor crown, 

As Felos 1 1s Hy poet amia won: 

hen had vu en what 1 ſor you bod done: 

But now ! eve nothing left to do but pray, 

And myself proſtrate : at your ſect to Joy. 

O tho't, thy houſe's 4 lory, brighter lar 

Than thy two ſhining brothers fric many ſtar! 

O worth. by of the bed of Heaven's rent Ning, 

If unht 1% fair hut from himſelf could ſpring ! 

Either with thee l back to Troy will fly, 

Or here a wretch'd haniſn'd lover die. 

With no flight wound my tender breaſt does 
ſmart, 

Ny bones and marrow feel the piercing dart; 
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1 find my ſiſter true did propheſy, 
| with a heavenly dart ſhould wounded die; 
Vefpiſe not then a love by heaven deſign'd, 
do may the gods ſtill to your vows be kind! 
Much I could ſay ; but what, will beſt be known 
In your apartment, when we are alone. 
You bluſh, and, with a ſuperſtitious dread, 
Fear to defile the ſacred marriage bed: 
Ah! Helen, can you then ſo ſimple be, 
To think ſuch beauty can from faults be free ? 
Or change that face, or you muſt needs be kind; 
zeauty and Virtue ſeldom have teen join'd. 
Jove and bright Venus do our thefts approve, 
zuch theſts as theſe gave you your father Jove. 
And if in you aught of your parents lait, 
Can Jove and Leda's daughter well he chaſte ? 
Vet then be chaſte when we to Troy ſhall go 
Vor ſhe who fins with one alone, is ſo). 
But let us now enjoy that pleaſing fin, 
Then marry, and be innocent again. 
Ev'n your own huſband doth the ſame perſuade, 
Silent himſelf, yet all his ations plead : 
Fer me they plead, and he, good man! becauſe 
He 'H ſpoil no ſport, officioufly withdraws, 
lad he no other time to viſit Crete? 
Oh how prodigious is a huſband's wit! 
He went; and, as he went, he cry'd, © My dear, 
« Inſtead of me, you of your guelt take care!” 
But you forget your lord's command, I tee, 
Nor take you any care of Love or Me. 
And think you ſuch a thing as he does know 
The treaſure that he holds in holding yon? 
No; did he underſtand but half your charms, 
He durſt not truſt them in a ſtranger's arins. 
I neither his nor my requelt can move, 
We "re ſorc'd by opportunity to love; 
We ſhould be fools, ev'n greater fools than he, 
Fhouid fo ſecure a time unactive be. 
Alone theſe tedions winter nights you lie 
In a cold widow'd hed, and ſo do l. 
Lt mutual joys our willing bodies join, 
That happy night ſhall the mid-day out- nine. 
Ther will 1 {wear by all the powers above, 
And in their awful preſence ſeal my love. 
Then, if my wiſhes may aſpire fo high, 
with our flizhe ſhall win you to comply; 
But, if nice honour little ſeruples (frame, 
Toe force 1 'I uſe ſhall vindicate your fame, 
Of Theſcus and your brothers I can learn, 
No precedents fo nearly you concern: 
You Theſeus, they Leucippus' daughter ſtole ; 
I'll be the fourth in the illuſtrious roll. 
Well mann'd, well arm'd, for you my fleet docs 
ſtay, 
And waiting winds murmur at our delay, 
Trough Troy's throng'd ſtreets you ſuall in tri- 
umph go, 
Ad or'd as ſome new goddeſs here telowr, 
Wlere'er you tread, ſpices and guns ſhall ſmoke, 
Ing vigims fall bencath the fatal ſtroke. 
ky father, mother, all the joyſul court, 
\., Troy, to you with preſents ſtall reſort, 
es! tis nothing what I yet have faid ; 
Wine there you 'n find, ſhall what 1 write cx- 
ceed. 
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Nor fear, left war purſue our haſty light, 
And angry Greece ſhould all her force unite. 
What raviſh'd maid did ever wars regain ? 
Vain the attempt, and fear of it as vain, 
The Thracians Orithya ſtale from far, 


Yet Thracians ne'er heard the noiſe of following 


war, 
Jaſon tao ſtole away the Colchian maid, 
Yet Colchos did not Theſſoly invade, 
He who ſtole you, flole Ariadne too, 
Vet Minos did not with all Crete purſue, 
Fear in theſe esſes than the danger's more, ? 


Aud, whey the threatening tempeſt once is 3 


Our ſhame 's then greater than our fear before. 
But fay iron Greece a'threaten'd war purſue, 


Rnow | have ftrength and wounding weapons too. 


In men and horſe more numerous than Greece 
Our empire is, nor in its compals leſs. 

Nor docs your huſband Paris aught excel 

In gencrous courage, er in martial [kill, 

Ev'n but a boy, from my flain fyes I gain'd 
XNiy ſtolen herd, and a new name artain'd ; 
Ev'n then, o'ercome by me, l could produce 
Deiphobus and great llioncus. 

Nor hand to haud more to be fear'd am I, 
Than when from far my certain arrows fly. 
You for his youth can no ſuch actions feigu, 
Nor can he e'er my envy'd {kill attain, 

But could he, Hector 's your ſecurity, 

And he alone an ariny is to me. 

You know me not, nor the hid proweſs find 
Of him that heaven has for your bed deſigu'd. 
Either no war from Greece ſ141l follow thee, 
Or, if it does, ſhall be repe!1'd by me, 

Nor think | fear to fight for ſuch a wiſe, 

That prize wonld give the coward's courage lite. 
All after-ages ſhall your fame adus, 

[If you alone fet the whole warid on fires 

10 ca, 10 lea, while all the gods arc kind, 
And all I ptomile, you in Troy fhall fiud. 
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Acontius in the temple of Diana at Delos {famous fer 
the reſort of the mrf! beautiful wirgins of all Cremes 
fell in love with Cy e, @ lady of quality mu 
above his ; not daring therefore ie court hor 
only, be fourd his device ta Hain her : be curites, 
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there being a law there in force, that whoever any 
Perſen ſhould ſtueur in the temple of Diang of Del, 


foould ſtund good, and be inviolubly obſerved ; but 
ber father, not Enowoing <vhat bad paß, end having 
not long after promiſed ber to anothe», juft as the ſo- 
demnities of marri ge were to be performed. ſhe was 
taken with a ſudden and violent fever, which Acon- 
tins endeavours to perſuade her was ſunt from Diana, 
as a puniſhment of the breach of the v3 made in 
ber preſence. And this, with the ret of the argue 
ments which on ſuch occaſiom avould occur to a lover, 


is the ſubject of the fullowinr ile. 


EAD boldly this; here you ſhall ſwear no more, 
For that's enough which you have ſworn 
before. 
Read it; fo may that violent diſeaſe, 
Which thy dear body, but my foul doth ſeize, 
Forget its too- long practis'd cruclty, 
And health to you reſtore, aud you to me. 
Why do you bluth ? for bluſh you do, I Har, 
As when you ſirſt did in the temple ſwear: 
Truth to your plighted faith is all I claim, 
And truth can never be the cauſe of ſhame : 
Shame lives with guilt; but you your virtue 
prove 

In favouring mine, for mine 's a huſband's love, 
Ah! to yourſelf thoſe binding words repeat 
That once your wiſhing eyes ev'n long'd to meet, ) 
When tth' apple brought them dancing to your j 

| fect, 
There you will fiad the ſolemn vow vou made, 
Which if your health or mine can aught per- 

ſwade, 
You to perſorm ſhould rather mindful be, 
Than great Diana to rcvenge on thee, 
My fears for you increaſe with my de ſire, 
And Hope blows that alrcady raging fire; 
For hope you gave, nor can you this deny, 
For the great Goddeſs of the fance was by 
She was, and heard, and from her hallow'd ſhrine 
A ſuſden kind auſpicious light did ſhine ; 
Her ſtatue ſcem'd to nod its awful head, 
And give its glad conſent to what you ſaid; 
Now, if you pleaſe, accuſ- my proſperous cheat, 
Vet ſtill confeſs *twas Love that taught me it : 
lu that deceit what did | elſe defign 
But with your own conſcnt to make you mine ? 
What you my crime, | call my innocence, 
Since loving you has been my tole off-nce. 
Ner Nature gave me, nor has practice taught, 
The ncts with which young virgins' hearts are 
caught. 

You my acculer taught me to deceive, 
And Love, with you, did his alltitance give; 
For Love ſtood by, and ſmiling bad me write 
The cunning words he did himfelf ite: 
Again, you fee, 1 write by his commend, 
He guides my pen, and rules my wiiling hand, 
Again ſuch kind, ſuck loving words fend, 
As makes me fear that | again oficud : 
Yer, if my love 's my crime, 1 mult confeſs, 
Great is my guilt, but never ſhall be leis. 
Oh that I thus might ever guiity prove, 
in finding out new paths to reach thy love! 
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A thouſand ways to that ſtep mountain lead, 
Though hard to find, and dithcult to tread, 
All theſe will 1 find out, and break through all, 
For which, my flames compar'd, the danger s 
ſmall. b 

The gods alone know what the end will be, 
Yet, it we mortals any thing fore ſce, 
One way or other you muit yield to me, 
If all my arts ſhovid fail, to arms 1 'I fly, 
And ſnatch by force what you my preyers deny: 
| all thoſe herocs wighty acts applaud, 
Who trlt have led me this illuſtrious road, 
I too—but hold, death the reward will be; 
Death be it then ! 
For to loſe you is more than death to me. 

Were you loſs fair, I'd uſe the vulgar way 
Of tedious courtſhip, and of dull delay. 
But thy bright form kindles more cager ſires, 
And ſomething woudrous as itſelf inſpires; 
"Thoſe eycs that all the heavenly lights out-ſhine, 
(Which, oh! may eit thou bchold and love in 

mine !) 

Thoſe ſnowy arms, which on my neck ſhould fall, 
It you the vows you made regard at all, 
That modeſt ſweetnels and becoming grace, 
That paints with living red your bluſhing face, 
TTofe feet, with whi... they only can compare, 
That through the ſilver flood bright 'Thetis hear: 
Do all conſpire my madnels to excite, 
With all the reſt that is deny'd to fight : 
Which could I praiſe, alike I then were bleſt, 
And all the ſtorms of my vex'd foul ac reſt: 
No wonder then if, with ſuch beauty fir'd, 
ol your love the lacred pledge deſir'd. 
Rage now, and be as angry as you will, 
Your very frowns all others' ſmiles excel; 
But give me leave that anger to appeaſe, 
By my ſubmiſſion that my love did raiſe, 
Your pardon proſtrate at your feet l 'I crave, 
Ihe humble poſture of your guilty flave. 
| With falling rears your fiery rage 11 cool, 
And lay the riling tempett of your foul. 
Why in my abſence are yeu thus ſevere ? 
Summon'd at your tribunal to appear 
For all my crimes, I'd gladly ſuffer there: 
With pride whatever you in{l& receive, 
And love the wounds thoſe hands vouchſale to gives 
Your fetters too—but they, alas! are vain, 
For Love has bound me, and ! hug my chain: 
Your hardeſt laws with patience Il by, 
Till you yourſelf at laſt relent, and ſay, 
When all my ſufferings you with pity ſee, 
« He that can love ſo well, is worthy me“ 
But, if all this ſhould unſucceſeſul prove, 
| Diana claims for me your promis'd love. 
O may my ſears be falſe ! yet ſhe delights 
In juſt revenge of her abuled ritcs. 
I dread to hide, what yet to ſpeak I dread, 
Leſt you ſhould think that ſor myſelf I plead. 
Yet out it mult :z— Tis this, *tis ſurely this, 
That is the fuel to your hot diſcaſe: 
When waiting Hymen at your, porch attends, 
Her ſatal meſlcnger the poddets lends; 
And when you would to his kind call conſent, 
This lever docs your perjury prevent, 
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rorbear, ferbear, thus to provoke her rage, 

Which you ſo eaſily may yet a fluege: 

Eorbear to make that lovely charming face 

"he prey to every envious Ciſcalc ; 

Preſerve thoſe looks to be enzoy'd by me, 

Which none ſhould ever but with wonder ſee: 

Let that freſh colour to your cheeks return, 

Whoſe glowing flame did all beholders hurn: 

But let on him, th' unhoppy cauſe of all 

The ills that from Diana's anger fall, 

No greater torments light than thoſe l feel, 

When you, my deareſt, tendereſt part, are ill. 
For, oh! with what dire tortures am l rack'd, 

Whora differout griefs ſucceliively diſtract! 

Sometimes my grief lrom this Goes higher grow, 

To think that I have con! fo much to You, 

Then, great Diana's viinels, how | pray 

That all our crits on me alaut med lay! 

mutimes to your 'n doors dil nis'd 1 come, 

And all around View up and down roam; 

Till | your wn gn ming from you ſpy, 

With looks Gcjc etc, « id a wee pine 
With ſilent eps, lie lad ghoſt, ! ſteal 
Cloſe up to 5 4 ee 1 — © ere 

More than neu EE us ſuffer her to tell: 
low you had Yopt, What dict t ou had us d? 
And oft the vain pürd cian's act accus d, 

He every hour (ah, were | bleſt as he!) 
Does all the turns of your Gittemper fee. 


ye. 


—— 


Why fit not I by your bed ſide al day, ? 
My mauruful dend in your warm bofom lays 4 
fl ll with my tcars the inward fires deca \ 


ny preſs not i yeur melting hand in mine, 
And ſrom our puiſe of my own health divine ? 
But, oh! theſe wiſhes all are vain; and h. 
Whom molt | fear, may now lit cloſe | by thee, 
Forgetfu! as thou art of heaven and me. 
He that lov'd hand dorh preſs, and oft doth feign 
Some new excuſe to feel thy beating vein. 
Then his bold hand up to your arm Goth flide, 
And in your panting brealt itſeli dees hide 
Kites ſome times he ſnatches too trom thee, 
For his oeidus care too great à : fee. 
Robber, who gave thee leave to tale that lip, 
And the ripe harveſt of my killer reap? 
For they are mine, ſo is that hoſom too, 
Which, falſe as 'tis, ſhall never harhour you: 
Tai be, take away t! hoſe thy advltzrons hands, 
Ir know, another lord that breait commands, 
15 true, her father promis'd her to thee, 
ut heaven and ſhe firſt gave herſcif to me: 
nd you in juſtice therefore ſhould decline 
claim to that which is alre ady mine. 
This is the man, Cycippe, thut excites 
Dina's rage, to vindicate her rites. 
Command him men not to approach thy door; 
Lais done, the danger of your death is o'er. 
For fear not, beauteo us maid, but kee P thy vow, 
V lieh great Diana heard, a. aid allew. 
_ „ho took it, will thy health reſtore, 
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And 


an.  propitic us as the was before. 

is not the ſteam of a Nlain heifer's blood 
nat can allay the anger of a God: 

Iis truth, and juſtice to your vows, appeaſe 
Their ang gry dGeities; and without thele 
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No ſlaughter'd beaſt their fury can divert, 
For that 's a ſacriſice witheut a heart.” © 

Some, bitter potions patiently endure, 

Aud kils the wounding lance that works their 
cute: 
You have no need theſe cruel cures to feel, 
Shun being perjur'd i oniy, and be well. 
Why let you {till your pious parents weep, 
Whom you in ignorance of your promiſe keep? 
ht! to your mother all.our Nory tell, 
And the vhole progreſs oi our love reveal: 
Teil her how ſift, at great Diana's thrine, 
| fix'd ray eyes, my wondering eyes, on thine 2 
How like the flatues there 1 ſtood aumaz'd, 
Whilſt on thy face intempcrately 1 gaz'd, 
She will herſell, when you my tale repeat, 
Smile, and approve he amorous deceit, 
Marry, ſhe Il ivy, whom heaven commends te 
thee, 
H. « ho Jits p! 6 
Eu at Mould ine 
N. 


iy CQO: 


Diana, pleaſes me. 

aft © from what deſcent I came, V 
ry, and my parents, and my name z 

i ell her, that none of theſe deſærve my ſhame. \ 
HG you not ſworn, vou Fuck a one might chuſe ; 
Put, were bis worſa, now | vorn, you can t refule. 
i his in my dreams Dian bade me write, 

\nd when | wak'd, ſent Cupid to das 
Obcy them dann tor 07: has wonnded me, 
Winch wound if you w - eyes of pity ſee, 
Shi tog will ſoon dent that wounded thee. 
Then to our joys with caget haſte we'll move, 
As iu of beauty vor, as hy af love: 

To the great temple we ' in triumph go, 
And veith our oflarings at the altar bow. 

A golden image there 1 J eee 

Ot rhe falſe Apple's innocuut deceit 

And write below the happy vori that came 
The meſſenger of my {;c-ci:ful flame. 
Let all the world this fr m Acontius know, 
« ECydippe hes been fart fol to her vow.” 

More 1 could write! but, fince thy ilineſs reigns, 
And racks thy tenger limbs with ſharpeſt pains, 
My pen alls doven for frar, leſt this might be, 
Although tor mas too littie, yet too much ſor thee. 
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The Poet in thi: tire firft ring i: Crifars, er Loom 
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charaRers, end ſpeeches, and advice; and, after 
much and wwe conſultation, an expedient being found 

, out and agreed upon, be diſeviſſes the ſenate, and 
concludes the ſatire. 

. — 
NCE more Criſpinus call'd upon the ſtage 
(Nor ſhall once more fuffice) provokes my 
rage: 
A monſter, G whom every vice lays claim, 
Without one virtue to redeem his ſame. 
Feeble and fick, yet ſtrong in luſt alone, 
The rank adulterer preys on all the tewn, 
All but the widows' nauſeous charms go down, 

What matter then how ſtately is the arch 

Where his tir'd mules flow with their burden 

march ? 


What matter then how thick and long the ſhade 


Through which he is by ſweating ſlaves convey'd? 
How many acres near the city walls 
Or new-built palaces, his own he calls ? 
No ill man 's happy; leaſt of all is he 
Whole ſtudy tis to corrupt chaſtity; 
Th' iuceſtuous brute, who the veil'd veſtal maid 
But lately to his impious bed betray'd, 
Who for his crime, if laws their ccurſe might 
have, . 

Ought to deſcend alive into the grave &. 

But now of lighter faults; and yer the ſame 
By others done, the cenſor's juſtior chim, 
For what good men ignoble count and baſe, 
Is virtue here, and docs Criſpinus grace: 
In this he 's ſaſe, whate'er we write of him, 
The perſon is more odious than the crime. 
And fo all ſatire's loſt. The lzviih tlave 
Six thouſand pieces 4 for a barbel gave: 
A ſeſterce for each pound it weigh'd, as they 
Gave out, that hear great things, but greatur lay. 
If, by this bribe well plac'd, he would culnere 
Some ſapleſs uſurer that wants an heir, 
Or if this preſent the ſly courtier meant 
Should to ſome punk of quality be ſent, 
That in her eaſy chair in ſtate does ride, 
The glaſſes all drawn up on every fide, 
I'd praife his cunnin:: ; but expect not this, 
For his own gut he bought the ſtately fiſh. 
Now even Apicius | frugal ſeems, and poor, 
Outvy'd in luxury unknown before. 

Gave you, Criſpinus, you this mighty tum; 
You that, for want of other rags, did come 
In your own country paper wrapp'd, to Rome ? 
Do ſcales and fins bear price to this exceſs ? 
You might have bought the ed for leſs, 


For leſs ſome provipces whole acres fall; 7 
Nay, in Apulia $, if you bargain well, 
A manor would coſt lefs than fuch a ed. ( 


7 
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®* Crifinus had ſeduced a veſtal virgin; and, by 
the law of Numa, ſhould have been buried alive. 
+ Roman Seſtertii. 


| Famous for gluttony, even to a proverb. See 
Dr. King's © Art of Cookery.” 


$ Where land was remarkably cheap. 


DU K E S 


( 


PO E MS. 


What think we then of this luxurious lord“? 

What bauquets loaded that imperial board ? 

When, in one diſh, that, taken from the ref}, 

His conſtant table would have hardly miſs' d, 

So many ſeſterecs were ſwallow'd down, 

To ſtuff one ſcarlct- coated court buffoon, 

Whom Rome of all her knights now chicſeſt 
greets, 

From crving ſtinking fiſh about her ſtreets. 

Begin, Calliope, but not to ſing : 

Plain, honeſt truth we for our fubjc& bring. 

Help then, ye young Picrian maids, to tell 

A downright narrative of what beſell. 

Aﬀord me willingly your ſacred aids, 

Me that have call'd you youny, me that have 
ſtyl'd you maids. 

When he, with whom the Flavian race de- 

cay'd , 
The groaning world with iron ſceptre ſway'd, 5 
When a bald Nero f reigu'd, and fervile Rome 

obey'd, 
Where Vere! ſurine does ſair Ancona grace, 
A turbot taken, of prodigious ſpace, 
FiPd the extended net, not leſs thas thoſe 
That dull Mwavtis docs with ice incloſe ; 
Till, conquer'd by the ſun's prevailing ray, 
It opens to the Pontic Sca their way; 
And throws them out unwiclly with their growth, 
Fat with long eaſe, and a Whole winter's Noth ; 
The wiſe commander o. the bout and lines, 
For our high prieft $ the Natoly prey J: igns; 
For who chat lordly fiſh Curt f. vr buy, 
50 many ipics and court inſormers nig! * 
No ſhore but of this vermin frvarms docs bear, 
Searchtrs of mud apd fea-wecd that would ſwear 
The fiſh had long in Caſar's ponds been fed, 
And fromm its lord u 4 ifully 8 
39, juſtly ought to be agatu reſtor” 
Nay, if you credit {age Pat wat, 1 word, 
Or dare rely on Arnilatus' kill, 
Whatever ſiſh the vulgat fry cxcel 
Belong to Calar, wherctor'er they ſwim, 
By their own worth conlticated to him. 

he bogtman then ſhall a wiſe preſent make, 
And give the ſiſn before the ſeigers take. 

Now fickly Autumn to dry froſls gave way, 
Cold Winter rag'd, and freſh preſerv'd the prey; 
Vet with ſuch haſte the buſy ſiſhzs flew, 

As if a hot fouth-wind Corruption blew: 

Aud now he reach'd the lak e, where what remains 
"Of Alba ſtill her ancient rites ret: tins, 

Still worſhips Veſta, though an humbler way, 
Nor lets the haliow'd I'rojan fire decay. 


— 


Domician. 

+ Demktian was the laſt and worſt of that 
fault ly. 

| Domitian, ſrom his cracky, was called a 
ſ-cond Nero; and, from his haldnefſs, Calvis, 

5 Atitle often aſiumed by the Emperors. 

Both of conſular degree, yet ſpics and in- 
form Crs, 
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The — crowd, that to ſtrange ſights 
reſort, N 
And choak'd a while his paſſage to the court, 
At length gives way; ope flies the palace-gate, 
The turbot enters in, without the Fathers * wait ; 
The boatman ſtraight does to Atrides preſs, 
And thus preſents his fiſh, and his addreſs : 
Accept, dread Sir, this tribute from the maia, 
Too great for private kitchens to contain, 
To your glad genius ſacrifice this day, 
Let common meats reſpectfully give way. 
Haſte to unload your ſtomachs, to receive 
This turbot, that ſor you did only live. 
So long preſerv'd to be imperial food, 
Glad of the net, and to be taken proud. 
How fulſome this! how groſs! yet this takes 
well, 
And the vain Prince with empty pride docs ſwell. 
Nothing ſo monſtrous can be ſaid or feign'd, 
But with belief and joy 1s entertain'd, 
When to his face the worthleſs wretch is prais'd, 
Whom vile court-flattery to a god has rais'd. 
But oh, kard fate! the palace ſtorcs no diſh 
Aﬀord, capacious of the mighty fiſh. 
To ſage debate are ſummem'd all the peers, 
His truſty and much-hated counſellors, 
In whoſe pale looks that ghaſtly terror ſat, 

That haunts the dangerous friendſhips of the great. 
The loud Liburnian f, that the ſenate call'd, 
Run, run; he 's ſet, he's ſet !”* no ſooner bawl'd, 

But, with his robe ſnatcht up in haſte, docs come 
Pegaſus f, bailiff of affrighted Rome. 
What more were præfects then? The beſt he was, 
And faithfulleſt expounder of the laws. 
Yet in ill times thought all things manag'd beſt, 
When Juſtice exercis d her ſword the leaſt. 

Old Criſpus 5 next, pleaſant though old, ap- 

ear, 

His Si” humour yielding to his years. 
His temper mild, good-nature join'd with fſerfe, 


And manners charming as his eloquence. 


Who fitter for a uſeſul friend than he, 

To the great Ruler of the earth and ſea. 

Ii, as his thoughts were juſt, his tongue were 
[rce ? 

If it were ſafe to vent his generous mind 

I's Rome's dire plague, and terror of mankind; 

If cruel Power could ſoftening counſel bear. 

But what 's ſo tender as a tyrant's ear ; 

With whom whoever, though a favourite, ſpake, 

At every ſentence ſet his life at ſtake, 

Though the diſcourſe were of no weightier things, 

Than ſultry ſummers, or unkealthful ſprings ? 

This well he knew, and therefore never try'd, 

With his weak arms to ſtem the fironger tide. 


The Senate, or Patres Conſeritti. 


+ The Roman criers were uiually of this 
country. 


t A learned lawyer, and præſec of Rome. 
Who made the jeſt on Duwitizn's killing 
es. 
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Nor did all Rome, grown ſpiritleſs, ſupply 

A man that for bold truth durſt bravely die. 

So, ſafe by wile complying ſilence, he 

Ev'n in that court did fourſcore ſummers ſee. 
Next him Acilius, though his age the ſame, 

With eager haſte to the grand council came ; 

With him a youth, unworthy of the fate 

That did too ncar his growing virtues wait, | 

Urg'd by the tyrant's envy, fear, or hate. 

(But 'tis long ſince old age began to be 

lu noble blood no leſs than prodigy, 

Whence *tis | *d rather be of giants” birth “, 

A pigmy brother to thoſe ſons of earth.) 

Unhappy youth ! whom from his deſtin'd end, 

No well-d:flembled madnefs could defend; 

When naked it: the Alban theatre, 

In Libyan bears he fixt his hunting ſpear. 

Who ſees not now through the Lord's thin diſyviſe, 

That long ſeem'd fool, to prove at laſt more wile ? 

That ſtale court trick is now too open laid: 

Who now admires the purt old Brutus play'd t? 

Thoſe honeſt times might ſwallow this pretence, 

When the King's beard was deeper than his ſenſe. 
Next Rubrius came, though not of noble race, 

With equal marks of terror in his face, 

Pale with the gnawing guilt and inward ſhame 

Of an cld crime that is not fit to name. 

Worſe, yet in ſcandal taking more delight, 

Than the vile Pathick } that durſt Tire write. 
Montanus' belly next, advancing flow 

Before the ſweating ſenator, did go. 
Criſpic.us after, but much ſweeter comes, 

Scented with coſtly oils and Eaſtern gums, 

More than would ſetve two ſuncrals for A: 

fumes, 
Then Pompey, none more ſkill'd in the court 
game | 

Of cutting threats with a ſoft whiſper, came. 
Next Fuſcus 9, he who many a peaceful day 

For Dacian vultures was reſerv'd a prey, 

Till, having ſtudy'd war enough at home, 

He led abroad th' unhappy arms of Rome, 
Cunning Vejento next, and by his fide 

Bloody Catullus leaning on his guide, 

Decrepit, yet a furious lover he, 

And deeply ſmit with charms he could not ſee, 

A monſter, that ev'n this wortt age outvies, 

Conſpicuous, and above the common ſize. 

A blind baſe flatterer, from ſome bridge or gate ||, 

Rais'd to a murdering miniſter of ſtate, 

Deſcrving {till to beg upon the rod, 

And bleis each paſſing waggon and its load. 

None more admir'd the fiſh; he in its praiſe 

With zeal his voice, with zcal his hands did raiſe ; 


Of an obſcure and unknown family. 
+ In courterfciting madneſs. 


Nero, who charged his own crimes on Quin- 
tianus. 


$ Cornelius Fuſcus, who was flain in Dacia. 
i The commen ſtands for beggars. 
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But to the left all his fine things did ſay, 

Whilſt on his right the unſeen turbot lay. 

So he the fam'd Cilician Fencer prais'd, 

And at each hit with wonder ſeem'd amaz'd: 

So did the ſcenes and ſtage machines admire, 

And boys that flew through canvas clouds in wire. 

Nor came Vejento ſhort ; but, as infpir'd 
By thee, Bellona, by thy fury fir'd, 

Turns prophet. See the mighty omen, fee, 

He cries, of ſome illuſtrious victory! 

Some captive king thee his new iord ſhall own; 
Or from his Britiſh chariot headlong thrown } 
The proud Arviragus come tumbling down ! 
The monſter's foreign. Mark the pointed ſpears 
That from thy hand on his pierc'd back he wears! 
Who nobler could, or plainer things preſage? 
Yet one thing ſcap'd him, the prophetic rage 
Shew'd not the turbut's country, nor its age. | 

At length by Cæſar the grand queſtion 's put: 
My lords, your judgement ; ſhall the fiſh be cut? 
Far be it, ſar from us, Montanus crits; 

Let 's not diſhonour thus the noble prize ! 

A pot of fin:ſt earth, thin, deep, and wide, 
Some ſkilful quick Prometheus mult provide. 
Clay and the forming wheel prepare with ſpced, 
But, Cæſar, be it from henceforth decreed, 
That potters cn the royal progrefs wait, 

J“ aſſiſt in thel2 emergencies of ſtate. 

This counſel pleas'd; nor could it fail to take, 
So fit, ſo worthy of the man that ſpake. 

The old court riots he rewember*s well; 

Could tales of Nero's midnight ſappers tell, 
When Falern wines th: labauring jungs did fire, 
And to new dainties windled ſalſe dete. 

In arts of cating, nete mote early train'd, 
None in my time had cqual ſki!! attain'd. 

He, whether Circe's rock his oyſters bore, 

Or Lyucrine lake, or the Rutupian thore, 

Knew at firſt taſte, nay at firtt ſight could tell 
A crab or lobſter's country by its ſhell. 

They riſc ; and ſtraight all, with reſpectſul awe, 
At the werd given, obſequiouſly withdraw, 
Whom, full of eager haſte, ſurprize, and fear, 
Our mighty prince had ſummoen'd to appear; 

As if ſoma news he *d of the Catti tell. 
Or that the fierce Sicambrians did rebel: 

As if expreſſes from all parts had come | 
With freſh alarms threatening the fate of Rome, 
What folly this! But, oh! that all the reſt 
Of his dire reign had thus been ſpent in jeſt 3 

And all that time ſuch trifles had employ'd 

In which fo many nebles he deſtroy'd; 

He fate, they unreveng'd, to the diſgrace 

Of the ſurviving, tame, Patrician race! 

But, when he dreadful to the rabble grew, 
Him, whom ſo many lords had flain they ſlew. 


„— 
— 


<— 


DAMON AND ALEXIS. 


DAMON. R 
EIL me, Alexis, whence theſe forrows grow: 
From what hid ſpring do theſe lalt torrents 


* 


flow ? | 


. 


POEM S. 


Why hangs the head of my afflicted ſwairn; 
Like bending lilies over-charg'd with rain ? 


ALEXIS. 

Ah, Damon, if what you already ſee, 
Can move thy gentle breaſt to pity me; 
How would thy ſighs with mine in concert join, 
How would thy tears ſwell up the tide of mine? 
Couldſt thou but ſee (but, oh, no light is there, 
But blackeſt clouds of darkneſs and deſpair!) 
Couldſt thou but ſee the torments that within 
Lie deeply lodg'd, and view the horrid ſcene! 
View all the wounds, and every fatal dart 
That ſticks and rankles in my blecding heart ! 
No more, ye ſwains, Love's harmleſs anger fear, 
For he has empty'd all his quiver here. 
Nor thou, kind Damon, aſk me why | grieve, 
But rather wonder, wonder that I live, 


DAMON. 
Unhappy youth! tco well, alas! I know 
The pangs deſpairing lovers undergo ! 


[Imperfect] 


-CALIA AND DORIN DA. 


V HEN firſt the young Alexis ſaw 
Celia to all the plain give law, 
The hauglity Cælia, in whoſe face 

Love dwe't with Fear, and Pride with Grace; 
When every ſwain he ſaw ſubmit 

To her commanding eyes and wit, 

How could th' ambitious youth aſpire 

To periſh by a nobler fire ? | 

With all the power of verte he ſtrove 

The lovely ſhepherdefs to move: 

Verſe, in which the Gods delight, 

That makes nymphs love, and heroes fight; 
Verſc, that once rul'd all the plain, 

Verſe, the wiſhes of a ſwain. 

How oft has Thyrfs' pipe prevail'd, 
Where Egon's locks and herds have fail'd ? 
Fair Amaryllis, was thy mind 

Ever to Damon's wealth inclin'd ; 

Whilſt Lycidas's gentle breaſt, 

With Love, and with a Muſe poſſeſt, 
Breath'd forth in verſe his ſoſt deſire, 
Kiudling in thee his gentle fire ? 

{ Imperfect. } 


CLA SOLILOQUY. 


I5TRESS of all my ſenſes can invite, 
1 1 Free as the air, and unconfin'd as light; 
Queen of a thonſand flaves that fawn and bow, 
And, with ſubmiſſive fear, my power allow, 
Should I exchange this noble ſtate of life 
o gain the vile deteſted name of Wife; 
Should I my native liberty betray, 


Call him my lord, who at my tootſtool lay? 


r Dad Lan. 
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DU n 


No: thanks, kind heaven, that haſt my foul em- 
ploy'd, 

With my great ſex's uſcful virtue, Pride. 

That generous pride, that noble juſt diſdain, 

That ſcorns the ſlave that would preſume to reign. 

Let the raw amorous ſcribbler of the times 

Call me his Cælia in inſipid rhymes; 

I hate and ſcorn you all, proud that I am 

T' revenge my ſex's injuries on man. 

Compar'a to all the plagues in marriage dwell, 

It were preferment to lead apes in hell. 


a 


TO SOME DISBANDED OFFICERS, 


UPON THE 
LATE VOTE OF THE HOUSE OF COMMONS. 


P AVE we for this ſerv'd full nine hard cam- 
paigns ? 

this the recompence for all our pains? 

Have we to the remcotett parts been lent, 

Bravely expos'd our lives, and fortunes ſpent, 

To be undone at leſt by Parliament? 

Mutt colonels and corporals now be equal made, 

And flaming ſword turn'd pruning knite and ſpade? 

1b, S——, F , and thouſands more, 

Muſt new return to what they were before. 

No more in glittering coaches ſhall they ride, 

No more the feathers ſhew the — pride. 

For thee, poor my Muſe docs kindly weep, 

To ſce diſhanded colonels grown ſo cheap. 

So younger brothers with fat jointures fed, 

Go deſpicable, once their widows dead. 

No ſhip, by tempeſt from her anchor torn, 

Is half fo loſt a thing, and fo forlorn. 

On every ſtall, in every broker's ſhop, 

Hang up the plumes of the diſmantled fop; 

Trophies like theſe we read not of 1a itory, 

By other ways the Romans got their glory. 

But in this, as in all things. there 's a doom, 

Some die i' th' field, and others ſtarve at home. 


TO A 
ROMAN CATHOLICE UPON MARRIAGE, 


ENSURE and penances, excommunication, 

Are bug bear words to fright a bigot nation; 
But 'tis the Church's more {abit antial cnc, 
To damn us all for better und for worſe. 
Falſely your Church ſeven iacranzents does frame, 
Penance and Matrimony are tac ſame, 


A FRAGMENT. 


Av yet he ſears to uſe them, and he free; 
Yet ſome have ventur'd, and why ſhould 


not all? 
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Let villains, 5 perjur'd, envious, and malicious, 
The wretched niiler and the mi night murderer ; 
Betrayers of their cour.try, or their friend, 

(And every guilty breuſt) ear r endleſs torment, 
Blue lakes of brimuonc, ue <tr ith” d hires, 

Scor pions and whips, aud alt that guilt deſerves; 
Let theſe, and only theſe, thus plague theme 
ſ:lves. g 
For thouzh they fear what neither ſhall nor can be, 
T's pun; ment enough it makes them live, 

Live, to endure the dreadful ap preheniion 

Of Death, to them £2 « readfaly] but why dreadful, 
At leaſt to virtuous minds? Jo be at reſt, 

To mes 2 never hear of trouble more, 

Say, is this dreadful? Heart, wouldſt thou be at 
quie! ! | 

Doſt thou thus beat for reſt, an long for eaſe, 
And net command thy i irlendly kind to help thee? 
What haud can be fo eaſy as = cen, 

To apply the medicine that cures all diſeaſes! 


AN EPISTLE* TO MR. OTWAY, 


EAR Tom, how melancholy I am grown 
Since thou haſt left this learued dirty 
town f, 

To thee by this dull letter be it known, 

Whilſt all my comfort, under all this care, 

Are duns, and puns, and logic, aad ſmall heer. 

Thou ſeeſt l'm dull as Shadwell's men of wit, 

Or the top ſcene that Settle ever writ ; 

The ſprightly Court that wander up and down 

From gudgeons to a race, from town to town, 

All, all are fled ; but them I well can ſpare, 

For I'm fo dull | have no buſineſs there. 

have ſorgot whatever there | knew, 

Why men one ftocking tye with ribbon blue ; 

Why others medals wear, a fine gilt thing, 

That ar their breaſts hang danyling by a fring; 
{Yet itay, I think that 1 to mand recal, 

For ouce | a ſquirt was rais'd by Windſor wall.) 

| know no ofticer of court; nay more, 

No dog of court, their favourite before. 

Should Ve ny fawn, I ſhould not underſtand her, 
Nor who committed inceſt for Legander. 
Unpolith'd thus, an arrant fc holar : grown, 

What ſhauld 1 do but fit and coo alone, 

And thee, my abſent mate, for ever moan. 

Thus 'tis Tometimes, and forrow plays its part, 
Fill other thoughts of tnce revive my heart. 
For, whilll with wi it, with worn, and with 

wine, 

hy glad heart beats, and noble face does ſhine, 
Thy joys we at this diſtance feet and n] 
Thou kindly wiſhelt it with us were fo. 


— — — — — - _- ” — —— 
— — 


F In anſwer to one in Otway's Poems. 
+ Mr. Duke was then at Camt.ri4ge, 


{| Sir Samuel Moreland, Dvxe, 
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Then thee we name; this heard, cries James, For 
him, 

Leap up, thou ſparkling wine, and kiſs the brim : 

Croiles attend the man who dares to flinch, 

Great as that man deſerves who drinks not Finch. 

But theſe are empty joys, without you two, 

We drink your names, alas! but where are you? 

My dear, whom | more cheriſh in my breaſt 

Than by thy own ſoſt Muſe can be expreſt ; 

True to thy word, afford one viſit more, 

Elſe I ſhall grow, from him thou lov'dſt before, 

A greaſy blockhead ſell e in a gown, 

(Such as is, Sir, a couſin of your own ;) 

With my own hair, a band, and ten Jong nails, 

And wi: that a quibble never fails. 


AD THOMAM OTWAY. 


USARUM noftriimque decus, chariſſime 
Thoma, : 

O animæ melior pars, Otoze, mew ; 

Accipe quæ ſacri triſtes ad littora Cami 
Avulſi veſtro flevimus a gremio. 

Quet mihi tune gemitus ex imo p*Qore ducti, 
Perque meas lacrymæ quot cecidere genas, 

Et ſalices teſtes, & plur ima teſtis arundo, 
Et Camus pigro triſtior amne fluens. 

Audiit ipſe etenim Deus, & miſerata dolores 
Lubrica pauliſper conſtitit unda meos. 

Tune ego; vos nymphæ viridi circumlita muſco 
Atria quz colitis, tuque, verende Deus, 

Audite O qualem abſentem ploramus amicum, 
Audite ut lacrymis auctior amnis cat. 

Pectoris is candore uives, conſtantibus arcti 
Stellam animis, certa fata vel ipſa fide; 

Ille & Amore columbas, ile & Marte leones 
Vincit, Pierias inzenioque Deas, 

ive vocat jocus, & charitcs, & libera vini 
Gaudia, cumque. ſua matre ſonandus Amor. 

Ille poteſt etiam numeros æquate canendo 

Sive tucs, Ovidi, five, Catulle, tuos. 


POEM 8. 


Sive admirantis moderatur fræna theatri, 
Itque cothurnato Muſa ſuperba pede, 
Fulmina vel Sophoclis Lycophrontzaſve tenebras, 
Carminis aut faſtus, Aſchyle magne, tui, 
Vincit munditiis & majcitate decora, 
Tam bene naturam pingere docta manus, 
Hzc ego, cum ſpectans labentia flumina, verſus 
Venere in mentem, magne poeta tui. 


« Who for Preſerments, &c. [ſee Otway's 
Poems. ] 


« Premia quis meritis ingratà expeAet ab Aula, 
Omnis ubi exiguam captat ſimul Aulicus eſcam 
Gobio ? quis piſcis ſapientior iila vadoſa 
Fulminis anguſti coleret loca, piſciculorum 
Eſurientem inter, trepidantemque inter acervum, 
Qui dum quiſque micat, medicatam ut glutiat 
offam, 
Trudunt, impellunt, truduntur, & impelluntur 
Nec potius, latum gremio qua flumen aperto 
Invitat, totis pinnarum remigat alis, 


Et requiem, & muſcos virides, pulchramque vo- 


catus 
Ad libertatem prono delabitur alveo ?” 


Quos tibi pro tali perſolvam carmine grates, 
O animi interpres, magne Pocta, mei! 

Nos neque ſolicitæ Natura eſſinxit ad ut bis 
Officia, aut fraudes, Aula doloſa, tuas: 

Nos procul a cœno, & ſtrepitu, fumoque remotos, 
Cum Venere & Muſis myrtea ſcena tegat ! 

Nos paribus cantare animis permittat Apollo 
Flammas meque tuas, teque, Otoæe, meas, 

Ergone me penitus veſtris hærere medullis, 
Ergone ſincerus me tibi junxit Amor? 

Tu quoque, tu noſtris habitas, mea vita, medullis, 
Teque meo æternus peRtore figit Amor. 


In another Place. 


Qualia tu ſcribis, vel qualia Carolus ille 
Noſter, amor Phæœbi, Pieridumque decus. 
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THE 


ART OF COOKER TT! 


IN IMITATION OF 
HORACE'S ART OF POETRY. 
WITH SOME 
LETTERS TO DR. LISTER AND OTHERS, 


Occafioned principally by the Title of a Book publiſhed by the Doctor, being the 
Works of Apicivs CotLivs, concerning the Soups and Sauces of the Ancients, With 
an Extract of the greateſt Curioſities contained in that Book. Humbly Inſeribed 
to the Honourable Berr-sTEAx CLusB. Firſt printed in 1708. 


OF Dr. Liſter's book only 120 copies were printed in 1705. It was reprinted at Amſterdam, in 
log, by Theod. Janſ. Almeloveen, under the title of“ Apicii Cœlii de Opſoniis & Condimentis, five 
Arte Coquinaria, Libri Decem. Cum Annotationibus Martini Liſter, e Medicis Domeſticis Scre— 
niſſimæ Majeſtatis Regina Anuæ, & Notis ſelectioribus, variiſque Lectionibus integris, Humel- 
* bergii, Barthii, Reineſii, A Van Der Linden, & aliorum, ut & variarum Lectionum Libello. 
Editio Secunda,” Dr. Aſkew had a copy of each edition. N. 


THE PUBLISHER TO THE READER. 


T is now-a-days the hard fate of ſuch as pretend to be Authors, that they are not 
permitted to be maſters of their own works; for, if ſuch papers (however unper- 
kt) as may be called a copy of them, either by a ſervant or any other means, come to 
the hands of a Bookſeller, he never conſiders whether it be for the perſon's reputation 
to come into the world, whether it is agreeable to his ſentiments, whether to his ſtyle 
or correctneſs, or whether he has for ſome time looked over it; nor doth he care what 
dame or character he puts to it, ſv he imagines he may get by it. 
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It was the fate of the following Poem to be ſo uſed, and printed with as much 
imperfection and as many miſtakes as a Bookſeller that has common ſenſe could imagine 
ſhould paſs upon the town, eſpecially in an age ſo polite and critical as the preſent, 

Theſe following Letters and Poem were at the pre” tome time before the other 
paper pretending to the ſame title was crept out: and they had wife, as the Learned 
ſay, groaned under the preſs till ſuch time as the ſheets had ane Ly one been peruſed 
and corrected, not only by the Author, but his friends; whoſe judgment as he is ſen- 
ſible he wants, ſo is he proud to own that they ſometimes condeſcend to afford him. 

For many faults, that at firſt ſeem ſmall, yet create unpardonable errors. The 
number of the verſe turns upon the harſhneſs of a ſyllable; aud ine lap ing a itrefs upon 
improper words will make the moſt correct piece ridiculous. Falſe concord, tenſes, 
and grammar, nonſenſe, impropriety, and confuſion, may go down with ſome perſons ; 
but it ſhould not be in the power of a Bookſeller to lampoon an Author, aud tell him, 
« You did write all this: I have got it; and you ſhall ſtand to the ſcandal, and I will 
4e have the benefit.” Yet this is the preſent caſe, notwithſtanding there are abore 
threeſcore faults of this nature ; verſes tranſpoſed, ſome added, others altered, or rather 
that ſhould have been altered, and near forty omitted. The Author does not value 
himſelf upon the whole ; but, if he ſhews his eſteem for Horace, and can by any means 
provoke perſons to read ſo uſeful a treatiſe ; if he ſhews his averſion to the introduction 
of luxury, which may tend to the corruption of manners, and declares his love to the 
old Britiſh hoſpitality, charity, and valour, when the arms of the family, the old pikes, 
muikets, and halberts, hung up in the hall over the long table, and the marrow-bones 
lay on the floor, and“ Chevy Chace” and “ The old Courtier of the Queen's” were 
placed over the carved mantle-ptece, and the beef and brown bread were carried every 
day to the poor; he defires little farther, than that the Reader would for the future 
give all ſuch Bookſellers as are before ſpoken of no manner of encouragement. 


LETTERS TO DR. LISTER AND OTHERS. 
LETTER 1 
To Mz. 


DEAR SIR, . 

HE happineſs of hearing now and then from you extremely delights me; for, I 

mult confeſs, moſt of my other friends are ſo much taken up with politicks or 
ſpeculations, that either their hopes or fears give them little leiſure to peruſe ſuch parts 
of learning as lay remote, and are fit only for the cloſets of the curious. How bleſt 
are you at London, where you have new books of all forts! whilſt we at a greater 
diſtance, being deſtitute of ſuch improvements, muſt content ourſelves with the old 
ſtore, and thumb the Claſſicks as if we were never to get higher than our Tully or our 
Virgil. 

Lou tantalize me only, when you tell me of the edition of a book by the ingen10us 
Pr. Liſter, which you ſay is a 'ireatife De Condinentis & Npſonits Voter um, Of the 
Sances and Seups of the Ancients,” as I take it, Give ime leave to uſe an expreſton, 
which, though wulgar, yet upon this occalio:. is juſt and proper: You have mage my 


mouth water, but have not ſent me wherewithal to ſatisfy my appetite. 


I have raiſed a thouſand notions to myſelf, only from the title. Where conid ſuch 
2 treaſure lay hid? What Manutcripts have been collated ? Under what Emperor was 
it written? Might it not have been in the reign of Heliogabalus, who, though vicious 
and in ſome things fantaſtical, yet was not incurious in the grand affair of eating ? 

Conſider, dear fir, in what uncertainties we muſt remain at preſent. You know my 
neighbour Mr, Greatriz is a learned Antiquiry, I tuewed him your letter; which 
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threw him into ſuch a dubiouſneſs, and indeed perplexity of mind, that the next day 
he durſt not put any catchup in his fi/b-ſauce, nor have his beloved pepper, oil, and lemon, 
with his partridge, leſt, before he had feen Dr. Liſter's Book, he might tranſgreſs in 
uling ſomething not common to the Ancients. | 

Diſpatch it, therefore, to us with all ſpeed; for I expect wonders from it. Let 
me tell you; I-hope, in the firlt place, it will, in ſome meaſure, remove the barbarity 
of our preſent education : for what hopes can there be of any progreſs in Learaing, 
whilſt our Gentlemen ſuffer their ſons, at Weſtminſter, Eaton, and Wincheſter, to eat 
nothing. but ſalt with their mutton, and vinegar with their roaft-beef, upon holidays? 
what extenſiveneſs can there be in their ſouls ; eſpecially when, upon their going thence 
to the Univerſity, their knowledge in culinary matters is feldom enlarged, and their diet 
continues very much the ſame ; and as to ſauces, they are in profound ignorance ? 

It were to be wiſhed, therefore, that every family had a French tutor; for, beſides 
his being Groom, Gardener, Butler, and Valet, you would fee that he is endued with 
a greater accompliſhment ; for, according to our ancient Author, Qt Galli, tolidem 
Cogui, * As many Frenchmen as you have, ſo many Cooks you may depend upon 3”? 
which is very uſcful, where there is a numerous iſſue. And I doubt not but, with 
ſuch tutors, and good houſe-keepers to provide cate and ſweet-meats, together with 
the tender care of an indulgent mother, to ſee that the children eat and drink every 
thing that they call for ; I doubt not, I ſay, but we may have a warlike and frugal 
Gentry, a temperate and auſtere Clergy ; and ſuch Perſons of Quality, in all tations, 
as may beſt undergo the fatigues of our fleet and armies. | 

Pardon me, Sir, if I break-off abruptly ; for I am going to Monfieur D*Avaux, a 
perſon famous for eaſing the tooth-ach by avu//ion. He has promiſed to'ſhew me how 
to ſtrike a.lancet into the jugular of a carp, ſo as the blood may iſſue thence with the 
greateſt effuſion, and then will inſtantly perform the operation of ſtewing it in its own 
blood, in the preſence of myſelf and ſeveral more Virtuoſi. But, let him uſe what 
claret he will in the performance, I will ſecure enough to drink your health and the 
relt of your friends. I remain, Sir, &c. 


L ET. EE 0 II. 
To Ms. 


six, 
I SHALL make bold to claim your promiſe, in your laſt obliging letter, to obtain 
the happineſs of my correſpondence with Dr. Liſter ; and to that end have ſent you 
the incloſed, to be communicated to him, if you think convenient. 


1 R in 
To Da. LISTE R, PRESENT. 


SIR, 

I AM a plain man, and therefore never uſe compliments; but I muſt tell you that 
I have a great ambition to hold a correſpondence with you, eſpecially that I may beg 
jou to communicate your remarks from the Ancients concerning dentiſcalps, vulgarly 
called zooth-picks. I take the uſe of them to have been of great antiquity, and the 
original to have come from the inſtin& of Nature, which is the beſt miſtreſs upon all 
occaſions. The Egyptians were a people excellent for their Philoſophical and Mathe- 
matical obſervations : they ſearched into all the ſprings of action; and, though I mult 
condemn their ſuperſtition, I cannot but applaud their invention. This people had a 
rat diſtrict that worſhipped the crocodile, which is an animal, whoſe jaws, being very 
oblong, give him the opportunity of having a great many teeth; and, his habitation 
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and buſineſs lying moſt in the water, he, like our modern Dutch vhitfers * in South. 
wark, had a very good ſtomach, and was extremely voracious. It is certain that he 
had the water of Nile always ready, and conſequently the opportunity of waſhing his 
mouth after meals; yet he had farther occaſion for other inftruments to cleanſe his 
teeth, which are ſerrate, or like a ſaw. 'To this end, Nature has provided an animal 
called the ichneumon, which performs this office, and is ſo maintained by the product 
of its own labour. The Egyptians, ſeeing ſuch an uſeful ſagacity in the crocodile, 
which they ſo much reverenced, ſoon began to imitate it, great examples eaſily drawing 
the mulcitude ; ſo that it became their conſtant cuſtom to pick their teeth, and waſh 
their mouths, after eating. I cannot find in Marſham's “ Dynaſties,” nor in the 
« Fragments of Manethon,” what year of the moon (for I hold the Egyptian years to 
have been /unar, that is, but of a month's continuance) ſo venerable an uſage firſt began: 
for it is the fault of great Philologers, to omit ſuch things as are moſt material, 
Whether Seſoftris, in his large conqueſts, might extend the uſe of them, is as uncertain; 
for the glorious actions of thoſe ages lay very much in the dark. It is very probable 
that the public uſe of them came in about the ſame time that the Egyptians made uſe 
of juries. I find, in the Preface to the“ Third Part of Modern Reports,” that “ the 
« Chaldees had a great eſteem for the number TwELvEe, becauſe there were ſo many 
„ ſigns of the Zodiack ; from them this number came to the Egyptians, and fo to 
«© Greece, where Mars himſelf was tried for a murder, and was acquitted.” Now it 
does not appear upon record, nor any fone that I have ſeen, whether the jury clubbed, or 
whether Mars treated them, at dinner, though it is moſt likely that he did ; for he was 
a quarrelſome ſort of a perſon, and probably, though acquitted, might he as guilty as 
Count Koningſmark. Now the cuſtom of juries dining at an eating-houſe, and having 
glaſſes of water brought them with o. picls tinged with vermilion ſwimming at the 
top, being ſtill continued, why may we not imagine, that the topics were as ancient 
as the dinner, the dinner as the juries, and the juries at leaſt as the grandchildren of 
Mitzraim ? Homer makes his heroes feed ſo grolsly, that they ſeem to have had more 
occaſion for ſtewvers than gooſe-quills. He is very tedious in deſcribing a Smith's forge 
and an anvil : whereas he might have been more polite, in ſetting out the 2ooth-pick-caſe 
or painted ſrrflox of Achilles, if that age had not been ſo barbarous as to want them. 
And here 1 cannot but conſider, that Athens, in the time of Pericles, when it 
flouriſhed moſt in ſumptuous buildings, and Rome in its height of empire from Auguſtus 
down to Adrian, had nothing that equalled the Royal or New Exchange, or Pope's- 
head Alley, for curioſities and toy-/bops ; neither had their Senate any thing to alleviate 
their debates concerning the affairs of the univerſe like raffling ſometimes at Colonel 
Parſons's. Although the Egyptians often extended their conqueſts into Africa and 
Ethiopia, and though the Cafre Blacks have very fine teeth; yet I cannot find that 
they made ute of any ſuch inſtrument ; nor does Ludolphus, though very exact as to 
the Abyſſinian empire, give any account of a matter ſo important; for which he is to 
blame, as I ſhall ſhew in my Treatiſe of“ Forks and Napkins,” of which 1 ſhall ſend 
you an Eſſay with all expedition. I ſhall in that Treatiſe fully illuſtrate or confute this 
paſſage of Dr. Heylin, in the Third Book of his © Coſmography,” where be ſays of 
the Chineſe, “ That they eat their meat with two ſticks of ivory, ebony, or the like; 
© not touching it with their hands at all, and therefore.no great foulers of linen. The 
* uſe of filver forks with us, by ſome of our ſpruce gallants taken-up of late, came 
from hence into Italy, and from thence into England.” I cannot agree with th.s 
learned Doctor in many of theſe particulars. For, firft, the uſe of theſe flicks is not 
fo much 0 ſave linen, as out of pure neceſſity ; which ariſes from the length of theu 
nails, which perſons of great quality in thoſe countries wear at a prodigious length, to 
prevent all poſſibility of working, or being ſerviceable to themſelves or others; and 
therefore, if they would, they could not catily feed themſelves with thoſe claws ; and | 


* Whoſe tenter-grounds are now almoſt all built upon. 
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have very good authority, that in the Eaſt, and eſpecially in Japan, the Princes have 
the meat put into their mouths by their attendants. Beſides, theſe ſticks are of no uſe 
but for heir ſort of meat, which, being pilau, is all boiled to rags. But what would 
thoſe Ricks ſignify to carve a turkey-cock, or a chine of beef? therefore our ſorts are of 
quite different ſhape : the ſteel ones are bidental, and the filver generally refenthling 
tridents ; which makes me think them to be as ancient as the Saturnian race, where 
tie former is appropriated to Pluto, and the latter to Neptune. It is certain that Pedro 
Della Valle, that famous Italian Traveller, carried his Fife and fort into the Eaſt 
Indies; and he gives a large account how, at the court of an Indian Prince, he was 
admired for his neatneſs in that particular, and his care in wiping hat and his Iniſe 
before he returned them to their reſpective repoſitories. I could with Dr. Wotton, in 
the next edition of his © Modern Learning,” would ſhow us how much we are improved 
fnce Dr. Heylin's time, and tell us the original of ivory Enives, with which young 
lcirs are ſuffered to mangle their own pudding ; as likewiſe of filver and gold knives, 
brought in with the deſſert for carving of jellies and orange-bulter ; and the indiſpenſa- 
ble neceſlity of a flver Enife at the fide-board, to mingle /a//ads with, as is with great 
karning made out in a Treatiſe called Acetaria, concerning © Drefling of Sallads.” 
A noble Work! But I tranſgreſs— | 

And yet, pardon me, good Doctor, I had almoſt forgot a thing that I would not 
have done for the world, it is ſo remarkable. Þ think 1 may be poſitive, from this 
verſe of Juvenal, where he ſpeaks of the Egyptians, 


« Porrum et cepe nefas violare, et frangere morſu;“ 


that it was “ ſacrilege to chop a leek, or bite an onion.”” Nay, I believe that it amounts 
to a demonſtration, that Pharaoh Necho could have no true /enten porridge, nor any 
carrier's ſauce to his mutton ; the true receipt of making which ſauce I have from an 
ancient MS. remaining at the Bull-inn in Biſhopſgate-ftreet, which runs thus: 

Take ſeven ſpoonfuls of ſpring-water ; ſlice two onions of moderate ſize into a 
* large ſaucer, and put in as much falt as you can hold at thrice betwixt your fore- 
« finger and thumb, if large, and ſerve it up.” Probatum eff, 

Honsox, Carrier to the Univerſity of Cambridge. 


The effigies of that worthy perſon remains {till at that inn; and I dare ſay, not only 
Hoblon, but old Birch, and many others of that muſical and delightful profeſſion, 
would rather have been labourers at the pyramids with that g, than to have reigned 
at Memphis, and have been debarred of it. I break off abruptly. Believe me an 
admirer of your worth, and a follower of your methods towards the increaſe of 


Learning, and more eſpecially your, &c. 


L BE Ä IV. 
To Ma. 


S1R, | 
I AM now very ſcriouſly employed in a Work that, I hope, may be uſeful to the 


Publick, which is a Poem of the © Art of Cookery,” in imitation of Horace's Art 


* of Poetry,” inſcribed to Dr. Liſter, as hoping it may be in time read as a preliminary 
to his Works. But 1 have not vanity enough to think it will live ſo long. I have in 
the mean time ſent you an imitation of Horace's invitation of Torquatus to ſupper, 
which is the Fifth Epiſtle of his Fir Book. Perhaps you will find ſo many faults in 
tais, that you may fave me the trouble of my other propoſal ; but, however, take 't 
W1t is; 


To a ſmall room, few diſhes, and ſome wine, 
I ſhall expect my happineſs at nine, 


If Bellvill can his generous ſoul confine | 
Vor. III. 4 A 
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Two bottles of ſmooth Palm, or Anjou white, 
Shall give a welcome, and prepare delight ; 
Then for the Bourdeaux you may freely aſk ; 
But the Champaigne is to each man his flaſk, 
I tell you with what force 1 keep the field ; 
And, if you can exceed it, ſpeak ; Þ Il yield. 
The ſnow-white damaſk enfigns are diſplay'd, 
And glittering ſalvers on the fide-board laid. 
Thus we ll diſperſe all buſy thoughts and cares, 
'The General's counſels, and the Stateſman's fears : 
Nor ſhall ſleep reign in that precedent night, j 


; 0 


Whoſe joyful hours lead on the glorious light, 
Sacred to Britiſh worth in Blenheim's fight. 
The bleſſings of good-fortune ſeem refus'd, 
Unleſs ſometimes with generous freedom us'd. 
Tis madneſs, not frugality, prepares 
A vaſt exceſs of wealth for 0 uandering heirs. 
Muſt I of neither wine nor mirth partake, 
Left the cenſorious world ſhould call me rake? 
Who, unacquainted with the generous wine, 
| Fer ſpoke bold truths, or fram'd a great deſign? 
That makes us fancy every face has charms; | 
That gives us courage, and then finds us arms; 27 9 
Sees care diſburthen'd, and each tongue employ'd, 
| The poor grown rich, and every wiſh enjoy'd. 
: This I'll perform, and promiſe you ſhall ſee 
A cleanlineſs from affeQation iree : 
No noiſe, no hurry, when the meat 's ſet on, 
Or, when, the diſh is chang'd, the ſervants gone: 
For all things ready, nothing more to fetch, 
Whate'er you want is in the Maſter's reach, 
Then for the company, I 'I ſee it choſe ; 
Their emblematic ſignal is the Roſe. 
If yon of Freeman's raillery approve, 
Of Cotton's laugh, and Winner's tales of love, 
And Bellair's charming voice may be allow'd; 
What can you hope for better from a crowd ? 
But 1 ſhall not preſcribe. Couſult your eaſe, 
Write back your men, and number, as you pleaſe : 
Try your back-ftairs, and let the lobby wait: 
A ſtratagem in war is no deceit. | 
I am, Sir, yours, &c. 


To 


W 
LT 


SI © BB KD V. 
To Mr.. 


I HERE fend you what I promiſed, © A Diſcourſe of Cookery,” after the method 
which Horace has taken in his Art of Poetry,” which 1 have all along kept in my 
view ; for Horace certainly is an Author to be imitated in the delivery of precepts 
for any art or ſcience. He is indeed ſevere upon ov ſort of learning in ſome o 
his Satires ; but even there he inſtructs, as in the Fourth Satire of the Becond 
Book, ver. 13. | 
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d Longa quibus facies ov's erit, illa memento, 
« Ut ſucct melioris, et ut magis alba rotundis, | 
% Ponere: namque marem cohibent calloſa vitellum.“ 


& Chooſe eggs oblong ; remember they ?li be fouud 
& Of fweeter taſte, and whiter than the round: 
« The firmueſs of that ſhell includes the male.“ 


f am much of his opinion, and could only wiſh that the world was thoroughly in- 
formed of two other truths concerning eggs. Oae is, how incomparably better roaſted 


eggs are than boiled; the other, never to eat any butter with egys in the „bell. You can- 


not imagine how much more you will have of their flavour, and how much eaſier they 
will fit upon your ſtomach. The worthy perſon who recommended it to me made many 
proſelytes; and I have the vanity to think that I have not been altogether un- 
lucceſsful, 

I have in this Poem uſed a plain, eaſy, familiar ſtyle, as moſt fit for precept ; neither 
have I been too exact an Imitator of Horace, as he himſelf directs. I have not con- 
ſulted any of his Tranſlators ; neither Mr. Oldham, whoſe copiouſneſs runs into Para- 
phraſe ; nor Ben Jonſon, who is admirable for his cloſe following of the original; nor 
yet the Lord Roſcommon, ſo excellent for the beauty of his language, and his pene- 
tration into the very deſign and ſoul of that Author. I conſidered that I went upon a 
new undertaking ; and though I do not value myſelf upon it ſo much as Lucretius did, 
yet I dare ſay it is more innocent and inoffenſive. 

Sometimes, when Horace's rules come too thick and ſententious, I have ſo far taken 
liberty as to pals over ſome of them ; for I conſider the nature and temper of Cooks, 
who are not of the moſt patient diſpoſition, as their under-ſervants too often experience, 
I wiſh I might prevail with them to moderate their paſſions, which will be the greater 
conqueſt, ſeeing a continual heat is added to their native fire. 

Amidſt the variety of directions that Horace gives us in his Art of Poetry,“ which 
is one of che moſt accurate pieces that he or any other Author has written, there is a 
ſecret connexion in reality, though he doth not expreſs it too plainly ; and therefore 
this Imitation of it has many breaks in it. If ſuch as ſhall condeſcend to read this 
Poem would at the ſame time conſult Horace's original Latin, or ſome of the afore- 
mentioned Tranſlators, they would find at leaſt this benefit, that they would recollect 
thoſe excellent inſtructions which he delivers to us in ſuch elegant language. 

I could wiſh the Maſter and Wardens of the Cooks* Company would order this Poem 
to be read with due conſideration ; for it is not lightly to be run over, ſeeing it contains 
many uſeful inſtructions for human life. It is true, that ſome of theſe rules may ſeem 
more principally to reſpe& the Steward, Clerk of the Kitchen, Caterer, or perhaps the 
Butler. But the Cook being the principal perſon, without whom all the reſt will be 
little regarded, they are directed to him; and the Work being deſigned for the univerſal 
good, it will accompliſh ſome part of its intent, if thoſe ſort of people will improve 

y it. 

It may happen, in this as in all works of Art, that there may þe ſome terms not ob- 
vious to common Readers; but they are not many. The Reader may not have a juſt 
idea of a ſwoled mutton, which is a ſheep roaſted in its wool, to fave the labour of flay- 
mg. Bacon and filbert-tarts are ſomething unaſual ; but, ſince {prout-tarts and pitachio- 
tarts are much the ſame thing, and to be ſeen in Dr. Salmon's “ Family Dictionary,“ 
thoſe perſons who have a deſire for them may eaſily find the way to make them. As for 
grout, it is an old Daniſh diſh ; aud it is claimed as an honour to the ancient Family of 
Leigh, to carry a diſh of it up to the coronation. A. dwarf-ppe was prepared for King 
James the Firſt, when Jeffery his dwarf roſe out of one armed with a ſword and buckler 
and is ſo recorded in hiſtory, that there are few but know it. Though marinated fiſh, 
 hippocraes, and ambiguer, are known to all that deal in Cookery ; yet lerrenes are not ſo 
ulual, being a ſilver veſſel filled with the moſt collly dainties, after the manner of an 
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oglio. A ſurprize is likewiſe a diſh not ſo very common; which, promiſing little from 
its firſt appearance, when open abounds with all ſorts of variety; which I cannot better 
reſemble than to the Fifth Act of one of our modern Comedies. Left Monteth, Vine. 
gar, 7 ali://in, and Beſſu, ſhould be taken for diſhes of rarities; it may be known, that 
Monteth was a gentleman with a ſcalloped coat, that Vinegar keeps the ring at I,incoln's- 
inn-fields, Palieſſin was one of the moſt ancient Bards amongſt the Britons, and Boſſu 
one of the molt certain inſtructors in criticiſm that this latter age has produced. 

I hope it will not be taken ill by the Wits, that I call my Cooks by the title of in- 
1 ; four I cannot imagine wl:y Cooks may not be as well read as any other perſons, 

am ſure their apprentices, of late years, have had very great opportunities of improve- 
ment; and men of the firſt pretences to literature have been very liberal, and ſent in 
their contributions very largely. They have been very ſerviceable both to ſit and ven; 
and for theſe twelve months paſt, whilſt Dr. Wotton with his “ Modern Learning” 
was defending pye-cruyft from ſcorching, his dear Friend Dr. Bentley, with his © Pha- 
Jaris, has been ſinging of cafons. Not that this was occafioned by any ſuperfluity or 
tediouſneſs of their writings, or mutual commendations; but it was found out by ſome 
worthy patriots, to make the /abcurs of the 12w9 Dofors, as far as poſſible, to become 
uſe ſul to the publick. | b X 

Indeed, Cookery has an influence upon men's actions even in the higheſt ſtations of 
human life. The great Philoſopher Pythagoras, in his © Golden Verſcs,” ſhews him- 
ſelf to be extremely nice in eating, when he makes it one of his chief principles of 
morality to abſtain from nr. The nobleſt foundations of honour, juſtice, and inte- 
grity, were found to lie hid in turnips ; as appears in that great Dictator, Cincinnatus, 
who went from the plough to the command of the Roman army; and, having brought 
home victory, retired to his cottage : for, when the Samnite ambaſſadors came thither 
to him with a large bribe, and found him drefling turnips for his repaſt, they immediately 
returned with this ſentence, © That it was impoſſible to prevail upon him that could be 
«« contented with ſuch à /upprr.” In ſhort, there are no honorary appellations but what 
may be made uſe of to Cooks; for I find throughout the whole race of Charlemaigne, 
that the Great Cook of the Palace was one of the prime miniſters of ſtate, and con— 
ductor of armies: fo true is that maxim of Paulus Almilius, aſter his glorious expedi- 
tion into Greece, when he was to entertain the Romau people, “that there was equal 
* fill required to bring an army into the field, and to ſet forth a magnificent entertain- 
ment; ſince the one was as far as poſlible to annoy your enemy, and the other to 
„ plicaſure your friend.” In ſhort, as for all perſons that have not a due regard for the 
learned, induſtrious, moral, upright, and warlike profeſſion of Cookery, may they live 
as the ancient inhabitants of Pnerte Ventura, one of the Canary Iſlands, where, they 
being fo barbarous as to make the moſt con!emprille perſon to be their butcher, they had 
likewiſe their meat ſerved up raw, becauſe they had no fire to dreſs it; and J take this 
to be a condition bad enough of all conſcience ! „„ 

As this ſmall eſſay finds acceptance, I ſhall be encouraged to purſue a great deſign! 
have in hand, of publiſhing a Libliotheca Culinaria, or the“ Cook's Complete Li- 
“ brary,” which ſhall begin with a trauſlation, or at leaſt an epitome, of Athengue, 
who treats of all things belonging to a Crccian Feat, He ſhall be publiſhce, with all 
his comments, iſeſul glofſes, and ite, of a vat copiouſneſs, with cuts of the baſting- 
ladllas, dripping-pant, and drudging-boxes, &c. lately dug up at Rome, out of an old 
ſeiterrancon feulſery, I deſigu to have al Authors in all languages upon that ſubject ; 
therefore prey contult what Orientat NManuſeripts you bave. I remember Erpenjus, in 
is Notes upon Lacwnan's Tables (whom I take to be the fame perſon with Elop}, 
gives us au admirable receipt for making the ſorry niit, that is, the Zonny clabler, of the 
Ferabians. I ihedld be glad to know how Myhomet uſed to have his /voulder of mutton 
dreſſed. I have heard he was a great lover of that joint; and that a maid of an Inn 
poiſoned. him with one, ſaying, © If he is a Prophet, he will, diſcover it; if he is an 
6s impodon, no matter what become: of him,” 1 ſhall have occaſion for the aſſiſtauce 
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of all my friends in this great work. I ſome poſts ago deſired a friend to enquire what 
Manuſcripts Sol. Harding, a famous Cook, may have left behind him at Oxford. He 
ſays, he finds among his executors ſeveral admirable bills of fare for Arifictle ſuppers, and 
entertainments of country — with certain prices, according to their feveral ſea- 
ſuns. He ſays, ſome pages have large black croſſes drawn over them ; but for the greater 
part the Books are fair and legible. 

Sir, I would beg you to ſearch Cooks? Hall, what Manuſcripts they may have in 
their Archives. See what in Guildhall : what account of card in the Sword-bearer's 
office : how many tun He, a Common Cryer, or a Common Hunt, may eat in their 
life-time. But I tranſgreſs the bounds of a Letter, and have ſtrayed from my ſubject, 
which ſhould have been, to beg you to read the following lines, when you are inclined 
to be molt farourable to your friend; for elſe they will never be able to endure your juſt 
ceuſure. I rely upon your good- nature; and I am | 

Your molt obliged, &c. 


1 T - 8” Os « VI. 
To Ma. 


DEAR SIR, 


I HAVE refleted upon the diſcourſe I had with you the other day, and, upon ſe- 
rious conſiderstion, find that the true underitanding of the whole Art of Cookery?” 
will be uſeful to all perſons that pretend to the belles leitret, and eſpecially to Poets. 

do .ot find it proceeds from any enmity of the Cooks, but it is rather the fault of 
weir maſters, that Poets are not fo well acquainted with good eating, as otherwiſe they 
might be, if oftener invited. However, even in Mr. D'Urfey's prefence, this I would 
be bound to fay, * That a good dinner is brother to a good poem ;” only it is ſome- 
thing more ſubſtantial; and, between two and three a clock, more agreeable. 

have known a ſupper make the moſt diverting part of a Comedy. Mr. Betterton, 
in * The Libertine“,“ has ſet very gravely with the leg of a chicken: but 1 have feen 
ſacomo very merry, and eat very heartily of peaſe and butter-d eggs, under the table. 
The Hoſt, in“ The Villain ,“ who carries tables, ſtools, furniture, and proviſions, 
all about him, gives great content to the ſpeQators, when from the crown of his hat he 
produces his cold capon : fo Armarillis (or rather Parthenope, as I take it) in “ The 
Rehearſal,” with her wine in her ſpear, and her pye in her helmet ; and the Cook that 
ſlobbers his beard with ſack-poſſet, in“ The Man 's the Maſtert;“ have, in my opi- 
nion, made the moſt diverting part of the action. Theſe embelliſhments we have re- 
ceived from our imitation of the ancient Poets. Horace, in his Satires, makes Mæcenas 
very merry with the recollection of the unuſual entertainments and diſhes given him by 
Nalidienus ; and with his raillery upon garlick in his Third Epode. The Supper of 
Petronius, with all its machines and contrivances, gives us the moſt licely deſcription of 
Nero's luxury. Juvenal ſpends a whole Satire about the price and drefling of a ſingie 
liſh, with the judgment of the Roman Senate concerning it. Thus, whether ſerious 
or jocoſe, good eating is made the ſubject and ingredient of poctival entertainments. 

I thiak all Poets agree that Epiſodes are to be interwoven in their Poems with the 
greateſt nicety of art; and fo it is the ſame thing at a good table: and yet I have fecn 
a very good Epiſode (give me leave to call it fo) made by ſending out the leg of a goote, 
or the gizzard of a turkey, to be broiled: though I Know that Critics with a good 
lomach have been offended that the unity of action ſnould be ſo far broken. Aud yet, 
as in our Plays, ſo at our common tables, many Epiloces are allowed, as fhicing of cu- 
cumbers, dreſſing of fallads, ſeaſoning the inſide of a ſ1rlom of beef, breaking lobſters' 
Claws, ſtewing wild ducks, toaſting of cheeſe, legs of larks, and ſeveral others. 


* A Tragedy by Thomas Shadwell, acted 1676. 
+ A Tragedy hy Thomas Porter, acted 1663. 
A Comedy by Sir Willi Davenant, acted 1669. 
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A Poet, who, by proper expreſſions and pleaſing images, is to lead us into the know. 
ledge of neceſſary truth, may delude his audience extremely, and indeed barbarouſſy, 
unleſs he has ſome knowledge of this © Art of Cookery,” and the progreſs of it. 
Would it not found ridiculous to hear Alexander the Great command his cannon to be 
mounted, and to throw red-hot bullets out of his mortar pieces“ or to have Statira talk 
of tapeſtry-hangings, which, all the Learned Know, were mau years after her death 
Fir{t hung up in the Hall of King Attalus? Should Sir John Falitaff complain of hav- 
ing dirtied his l ftockings, or Anne of Boleyn call for her coach would an audience 
endure it, when all the world knows that __ Elizabeth was the firſt that had her 


coach, or wore filk flockings ? Neither can a Port put hops in an Engliſhman's drink be- 


fore hereſy came in: nor can he ſerve him with a diſh of carp before that time: he might 
as well give King James the Firſt a diſh, of aſparagus upon his ſirſt coming to London, 
which were not brought into England till many years after; or make Owen Fudor pre- 
| ſent Queen Catharine with a ſugar-loaf, whereas he might as eaiily have given her a 
diamond as large, ſeeing the iceing of cates at Wood-ſtreet Corner, and the fu of 
ſugar, was but an invention of two hundred years ſtanding, and before that time our 
Anceſtors ſweetened and garniſhed all with honey, of which there are ſome remains in 
Windſor bowls, baron bracks, and large ſimnelt, ſent for preſents from Litchfield. 
But now, on the contrary, it would ſhew his reading, if the Poet put a hen-turkey 
a table in a Tragedy; and therefore I would adviſe it in Hamlet, inſtead of their 
painted trifles ; and I believe it would give more ſatisfaction to the actors. For Dio- 
dorus Siculus reports, how the ſiſters of Meleager, or Diomedes, mourning for their 
brother, were turned into hen-turtzys; from whence proceeds their ſtatelineſs of gate, 
reſervedneſs in converſation, and melancholy in the tone of their voice, and all their 
actions. But this would be the molt improper meat in the world for a Comedy; for 
melancholy and diſtreſs require a different ſort of diet, as well as language : and I have 
heard of a fair lady, that was pleaſed to ſay, * that, if ſhe were upon a ſtrange road, 


4 and driven to great neceſſity, ſhe believed ſhe might for once be able to ſup upon a 


« ſach-poſſet and a fat capon.” 


I am ſure Poets, as well as Cooks, are for having all words nicely choſen and pro- 
perly adapted ; and therefore, I believe, they would ſhew the ſame regret that I do, to 
hear perſons of ſome rank and quality ſay, “Pray cut up that gooſe. Help me to 
* fome of that chicken, hen, or capon, or half that plover ;” not conſidering how in- 
diſcreetly they talk, before men of art, whoſe proper terms are, © Break that Gooſe ;j— 
« fruſt that Chicken 3”? —** ſpoil that Hen; —< ſauce that Capon ;”* * mince that Plover.” 
If they are ſo-much out in common things, how much more will they be with bitterns, 
herons, cranes, and peacocks ? But it is vain for us to complain of the faults and errors 
of the world, unleſs we lend our helping-hand to retrieve them. 

To conclude, our greateſt Author of Draraatic Poetry, Mr. Dryden, has made uſe 
of the myſterics of this Art in the Prologues to two of his Plays, one a Tragedy, the 
other a Comedy; in which he has ſhewn his greateſt art, and proved molt ſucceſsful. 
F had not ſeen the Play for tome years, before I hit upon almoſt the ſame words that he 
has in the followiig Prologue to * All for Love:“ 


„ Fops may have leave to level all they can, 
« As Pigmies would be glad to top a man. 
„% Half-wits are fleas, fo little and to light, 
« We ſcarce could know they live, but that they bite. 
„But, as the rich, when tir'd with daily feaſts, 
% For change, become their next poor tenant's gueſts, 
« Drink hearty draughts of Ale from plain I rown be, 
& Ani jnatch the hamely R.foer from the e's ; 
« 80 yon, retiring from much better cheer, 
For once may venture to do penance here; 


he 
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&« And, fince that plenteous Autumn now is paſt, 

«© Whoſe grapes and peaches have indulg'd your taſte, 
6 Take in good part from our poor Poct's board 

« Such ſhriveled fruit as Winter can afford.” 


How fops and fleas ſhould come together, I cannot eaſily account for; but 1 doubt 
not but his ale, raſber, grapes, peaches, and ſhriveled apples, might Pit, Box, and 
Gallery,” it well enough. His Prologue to Sir Martin Mar- all'“ is ſuch an exquiſite 
Poem, taken from the ſame Art, that I could wiſh it tranſlated into Latin, to be pre- 
fixed to Dr. Liſter's Work. The whole is as follows: | 


PR O L O GC U E. 


« Fools, which each man meets in his diſh each day, 
& Are yet the great regalia of a play; | 
4% In which to Poets you but jult appear, 
& To prize that higheſt which coſt them ſo dear. 
« Fops in the town more eaſily will paſs, 
% One ſtory makes a ſtatutable aſs : 
6 But ſuch in Plays muſt be much thicker ſown, 
& Like yolks of eggs, a dozen beat to one. 
« Obſerving Poets all their walks invade, | 
« As men watch woodcocks gliding through a glade 
% And, when they have enough for Comedy, 
& They 'ſtow their ſeveral bodies in a pye. 
& The Poet 's but the Cook to faſhion it, 
« For, Gallants, you yourſelves have found the wit. 
« To bid you welcome, would your bounty wrong: 
* None welcome thoſe who bring their cheer“ along.“ 
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The image (which is the great perfection of a Poet) is ſo extremely lively, and well 
painted, that methinks I ſee the whole audience with a diſh of buttered eggs in one 
hand, and a woodcock pye in the other. I hope I may be excuſed, after fo great an 
example; for I declare I have no deſign but to encourage Learning, and am very far 
from any defigns againſt it. And therefore I hope the worthy gentleman, who ſaid that 
the © Journey to London” ought to be burnt by the common hangman, as a Book, 
that, if received, would diſcourage ingenuity, would be plraſed not to make his bonfire 
at the upper end of Ludgate- ſtreet, for fear of endangering the Bookſellers? ſhops and 
the Cathedral. 

I have abundance more to ſay upon theſe ſubjects; but I am afraid my firſt courſe is 
ſo tedious, that you will excuſe me both the ſecond courſe and the deſſert, and call for 
pipes and a candle. But conſider, the Papers come from an old Friend; and ſpare them 
out of compaſſion to, Sir, &c. 


EI VII. 
To Ma. 
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I am no great lover of writing more than I am forced to, and therefore have not 
troubled you with my Letters to congratulate your good fortune in London, or to be- 
moan our unhappineſs in the loſs of you here. The occaſion of this is, to delire your 
aſſiſtance in a matter that I am fallen into by the advice of ſome friends; but, unleſs 
they help me, it will be impoſſible for me to get out of it. I have had the misfortune | 
write; but, what is worſe, I have never conſidered whether any one would read. 
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Nay, I have been fo very bad as to deſign to print; but then a wicked thought came 
acroſs me with Who will buy?“ For, if I tell you the title, you will be of my mind, 
that the very name will deſtroy it:“ The Art of Cookery, in Imitation of Horace's 
% Art of Poetry; with ſome familiar Letters to Dr. Lifter and others, occaſioned prin- 
« cipally by the Title of a Book, publiſhed by the Doctor, concerning the Soups and 
« Sauces of the Ancients,” To this a Beau will cry, © Phough ! what have I to do 
« with Kitchen-ſtuff?' To which L anfwer, „Buy it, and give it to your Servants.” 
For I hope to live to ſce the day when every Miſtreſs of a family, and every Steward, 
ſhall call up their children and ſervants with, Come, Miſs Betty, how much have you 
« got of your Art of Cookery ?'—** Where did you leave off, Miſs Iſabel ??—« Miſs 
Kitty, are you no farther than King Henry and the Miller . Yes, Madam, I am 
come to 


& — His name ſhall be enroll'd 
« In Eftcourt's Book, whoſe gridiron 's fram'd of gold.” 


% Pray, Mother, is that our Maſter Eſtcourt?” “ Well, child, if you mind this, you 
ſhall not be put to your Aſembly Catechiſm next Saturday.” What a glorious fight it 
will be, and how becoming a great family, to ſee the Butler out- learning the Steward, 
and the painful Scullery-maid exerting her memory far beyond the mumping Houſe- 
keeper! I am told that, if a Book is any thing uſeful, the Printers have a way of pirat - 
ing on one another, and printing other perſons' copies ; which is very barbarous. And 
then ſhall I be forced to come out with, The True Art of Cookery is only to be hd 
cc at Mr. Pindar's, a Patten-maker's, under St. Dunſtan's Church, with the Author's 
& Seal at the Tule-page, being Three Sauce-pans, in a Bend Proper, on a Cook's 
« Apron, Argent. Beware of Counterfeits.” And be forced to put out Advertiſe- 
ments, with Strops for Razors, and the beſt Spectacles, are to be had only at the 
& Archimedes, &c.“ | 

I defign propoſals, which I muſt get delivered to the Cooks“ Company, for the mak- 
ing an order that every apprentice ſhall have the © Art of Cookery” when he is bound, 
which he ſhall ſay by heart before he is made free; and then he ſhall have Dr. Litter's 
Book of Soups and Sauces” delivered to him for his future practice. But you know 


better what I am iv do than I. For the kindneſs you may ſhew me, I ſhall always en- 


deavour to make what returns lay m my power. I am yours, &c. 
LETT E Tt: 


To Ma. 


DEAR SIR, . 
I CANNOT but recommend to your peruſal a late exquiſite Comedy, called © The 


Lawyer's Fortune; or, Love in a Hollow Tree;“ which piece has its peculiar embel- 
liſkments, and is a Poem carefully framed according to the niceſt rules of the © Art of 
Cookery ;?? for the Play opens with a ſcene of good Houſewifery, where Favourite the 
Heuſe-keeper makes this complaint to Lady Bonoua, 


& Fav, The laſt mutton killed was leav, Madam. Should not ſome fat ſheep be 
„ bought in? . 

« Box. What ſay you, Let-acre, to it? | 

« Ler. This is the worſt time of the year for ſheep. The freſh graſs makes them fall 
t away, and they begin to taſte of the wool; they muſt be ſpared a while, and Fa- 
&« yourite mult caſt to ſpend ſome falt-meat and fiſh, I hope we ſhall have ſome fat 
& calves ſhortly.“ 
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What can be more agreeable than this to the Art of Cookery,” where our Author 
Ays, 
& But though my edge be not too nicely ſet, 
& Yet I anothei's appetite may whet; 
& May teach him when to buy, when ſeaſon paſt, 
& What's ſtale, what 's choice, what 's plentiful, what waſte, 
„ And lead him through the various maze of taſte. 


In the Second Act, Valentine, Mrs. Bonona's ſon, the conſummate character of the 
Play, having in the Firlt Act loſt his Hawk, and conſequently his way, benighted and 
, and feeing a light in a diſtant hanſe, comes to the thrifty æuidau Frurioſa's (which is 
exactly according to the rule, A Prince, who in a Foreſt rides aſtray !””) where he 

5 
chil the mid is ſpinning. Peg reaches a chair; ſack is called for; and in the mean time 
the nnd old gentlewaman complains fo of rogues, that fhe can ſcarce fee a gooſe or a turkey 
in ſafety, for them. Then Florida enters, with a little white bottle about a pint, and an old- 
ftiſbioned olaſe, fils and gives her mother; ſbe drinks to Valentine, he to Frida, ſbe to him 
drain, he to Furioſa, <vho ſets it down on the table. After a ſmall time, the old lady cries, 
„ Well, it is my bed-time ; but my daughter will hew you the way to yours: for I 
© know you would willingly be in it.” This was extremely kind! Now, upon her 
retirement, (ſee the great judgment of the Poct !) ſhe being an old gentlewoman that 
went to bed, he fuits the following regale according to the age of the perſon, Had 
boys been put to bed, it had been proper to have “ laid the yoo/e to the ſire:“ but here 
it is otherwiſe ; for, after ſome intermediate diſcourſe, he 23 invited to a repaſt; when 
he modeſtly excuſes himſelf with, „ Truly, Madam, I have no ſtomach to any meat, 
« but to comply with you. You have, Madam, entertained me with all that is defir- 


0 


« able already.“ The Lady tells him, & cold Supper is better than none;“ ½ he fits ut 


the table, offers to eat, but cannot. 1 am ſure, Horace could not have prepared himſelf 
more exactly; for (according to the rule, A Widow has cold Pye”), though Valen- 
tine, being love- ick, could not eat, yet it was his fault, and not the Poet's. But, 
when Valentine is to return the civility, and to invite Madam Furioſa, and Madam 
Horida, with other good company, to his mother the hoſpitable Lady Bonona's (who, 
by the bye, had called for two bottles of wine for Latitat her Attorney), then afflu- 
ence and daintics are to uppuar (according to this Verſe + Mangdes, Potargo, Cham- 
pignons, Cavcare”) ; and Mrs. Favourite the houſe keeper makes theſe molt important 
enquiries: 


« Fav. Miltreſs, ſhall T pat any Muſhrooms, Mangoes, or Bamboons, into the 
“ DUlad ? | 

„% Bow, Yes, I pr'ythee, the beſt thou haſt. 

„% Fav. Shall I uſe Ketch-up or Anchovies in the Gravy ? 

“% Box, What you will.” | 


But, however magnificent the Dinner might be, yet Mrs. Bonona, as the manner of 
foe perſons is, makes her excuſe for it, with, Well, Gentlemen, can ye ſpare a little 
time to take a ſhort dinner? I promiſe you, it ſhall not be long.” It is very pro- 
bab':, though the Author does not make any of the gueſts give a relation of it, that 
Valcatine, being a great {portiman, might furniſh the table with game aud wild-fow!. 
There was at leaſt one Pheaſant in the Houſe, which Valentine told his mother of the 
morning before. Madam, I had a good flight of a Pheaſant- cock, that, aiter my 
* Hawk ſeized, made head as if he would have fought ; but my Hawk plumes hun 
+ preſently.” Now it is not reaſonable to ſuppoſe that, Vally lying abroad that u gc. 
the old gentlewoman under that concern would have any ſtomach to it for her own 
upper. However, to ſe the fate of things, there 3s noching permanent; for one Mrs. 
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Candia making (though innocently) a preſent of an Hawk to Valentine, Florida his 
miſtreſs grows jealous, and reſolves to leave him, and run away with an odd fort of 
fellow, one Major Sly. Valentine, to appeaſe her, ſends a meſſage to her by a boy, 
who tells her, His maſter, to ſhew the trouble he took by her miſapprehenſion, had 
& ſent her ſome viſible tokens, the Hawk torn to-pieces with his own hands ;” and 
then pulls out of the baſket the wings and legs of a fowl. So we ſee the poor bird 
demoliſhed, and all hopes of wild-fowl deſtroyed for the future: and happy were it if 
misfortunes would ſtop here. But, the cruel Beauty refuſing to be appeaſed, Valen- 
tine takes a ſudden reſolution, which he communicates to Let-acre the Steward, to 
bruſh-off, and quit his habitation. However it was, whether Let-acre did not think his 

oung Maſter real, and Valentine having threatened the Houſe-keeper to kick her 
immediately before for being too fond of him, and his boy being raw and unexperienced 
in travelling, it ſeems they made but ſlender proviſion for their expedition; for there 
is but one Scene interpoſed, before we ſind diſtreſſed Valentine in the moſt miſerable 
condition that the joint Arts of Poetry and Cookery are able to reprefent him. There 
is a Scene of the greateſt horror, and moſt moving to compaſſion, of any thing that J 
have ſeen amongſt the Moderns ; “ Talks of no pyramids of Fowl, or biſks of Fiſh,” 
is nothing to it; for here we fee an innocent perſon, unleſs puniſhed for his Mother's 
and Houſekeeper's extravagance, as was ſaid before, in their Muſhrooms, Mangoes, 
Bamboons, Ketchup, and Anchovies, reduced to the extremity of eating his cheeſe 
evithout bread, and having no other drink but water. For he and his boy, wwith two 
Saddles on his back and vallet, came into a wall of confuſed trees, where an owl hollows, 
a bear and leopard walk acroſs the deſert at a diſtance, and yet they venture in; where 


Valentine accolts his boy with theſe lines, which would draw tears from any thing that 
is not marble : 


& And creep thou in this hollow place with me, 
& Let 's here repoſe our wearied limbs till they more wearied be! 


« Boy. There is nothing left in the wallet but one piece of cheeſe. What ſhall we 
C do for bread ? 


„ Vai, When we have flept, we will ſeek out 
Some roots that ſhall ſupply that doubt. 
* Boy. But no drink, Malter ? 


% Var. Under that rock a ſpring 1 fee, 
„Which ſhall refreth my thirſt and thee.” 


& Hang up thy wallet on that tree | 


So the Act cloſes; and it is diſmal for the Audience to confider how Valentine 
and the poor boy, who, it ſeems, had a coming ſtomach, ſhould continue there all the 
time the muſick was playing, and longer. But, to eaſe them of their pain, by an 
invention which the Poets call cataftr-phe, Valentine, though with a eng beard, and 
very weak with faſting, is reconciled to Florida, who, embracing him, ſays, © I doubt 
J have offended him too much; but I will attend him home, cheriſh him with 
4 cordials, make him broths,” (poor good-natured creature! I wiſh ſhe had Dr. 
Liſter's Book to help ber!) © anoint his limbs, and be a nurſe, a tender nurſe to 
& him.” Nor do bleſſings come alone; for the good Mother, having refreſhed him 
with ewarm baths, and kept him tenderly in the houſe, orders Favourite, with repeated 
injunctions, to get the beſt entertainment ſhe ever yet provided, to conſider what 
4 ſhe has and what ſhe wants, and to get all ready in few hours.” And ſo this moſt 
regular work is concluded with a dance and a wedding-dinner, I cannot believe there 
was any thing ever more of a piece than the Comedy. Some. perſons may admire 
your meagre Tragedies ; but give me a Play where there is a proſpect of good meat or 
good wine ſtirring in every Act of it. 
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Though I am confident the Author had written this Play and printed it long before 
the Art of Cookery” was thought of, and J had never read it till the other Poem 
was very nearly perfected; yet it is admirable to ſee how a true rule will be adapted to 
a good work, or a good work to a true rule. 1 ſhould be heartily glad, for the ſake 
of the publick, if our Poets, for the future, would make uſe of fo good an example. 
I doubt not but, whenever you or 1 write Comedy, we {hall obferve it. 

I have juſt now met with a ſurprizing happineſs ; a Friend that has ſeen two of Dr. 
Liſter's Works, one © De Buccinis Fluviatilibus et Martinis Exercitatio,” an Exercitation 
of Sea and River Shell-fiſh ; in which, he ſays, fome of the chiefeſt rarities are the ige 
and ſpermatic veſſels of a Snail, delineated by a microſcope, the omentum or caul of its 
throat, its Fallopian tube, and its ſubcrocean teſticle 5 which are things Hippocrates, Galen, 
Celſus, Farnelius, and Harvey, were never malters of. The other curioſity is the 
admirable piece of Cœlius Apieius, “ Dc Opſonſis & Condimentis, five Arte Coqui- 
% naria, Libri decem,“ being Ten Books of Soups and Sauces, and the Art of 
Cookery, as it is excellently printed for the Doctor, who in this ſo important affair is 
not ſufficiently communicative. My Friend ſays, he has a promiſe of leave to read it. 
What Remarks he makes 1 ſhall not be envious of, but impart to him 1 love as 


well as his 
Moſt humble ſervant, &c, 
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THE 
ART OF COOK E RV, 


IN IMITATION or 


HORACE's ART OF POETRY. 
— HEUER 
3 TO DR. LISTER. a 


NGEN1Ovs L15TEY. were a picture drawn 
With Cyathia's iuce, but with a neck like 
Brawn ; 


With wines of Turkey, and with feet of Calf; 


Though drawn by Kneller, it would make you 


laugh ! 
Such ie, good Sir, the figure of a Faſt, 5 


By ſome Tich Farmer's wife and ſiſter dre it; 
Which, wire it not for 8 and for team, 
light be reſembled to a ſick man's dream, 
Where all ideas huddling run fo faſt, 
That Syilabubs come firit, and Soups the laſt. 10 
Not but that Couks and Pocts ſtill were tree, 
To uſc their power in nice variety; 
Hence Mackarel ſeem delightſul to the eyes, 
"Though dreſs's with incoherent Gooſcburries, 
Crabs, Salmon, Lebſters, are with Feune] ſpread, 15 
Who never touch'd that herb till they were dead; 
Yet no man lards felt Pork with Qrange-peel, 
Or garnifhes his Lamb with Spitchcock'd Eel. 18 
A Cook perhaps has mighty things profely'd, 3 
Ihen ſent up but two difa- s nicely drele'd: 3 
What ſignify Scotcht-coliops to a Fealt ? \ 
Or you can make Wiipp'd Cream; pray what 
relief 
Will that be to a Sailor who wants Beef; 
Who, lately thivs Teck'd, never can have caſe, 
Till re-eſtablilisd in his Pork and Pale 7 25 
When once begun, let induſtry ne'er ceaſe 
Till it has reuder'd all things of one piece: 
At your Deſſert bright Pewter * 7 ton late, 
When your firſt cuurſe was all ſery'd d up in Plate. 
Mu ſt know ing Sir! the greateit part of Cooks, 30 
Searching for truth, are cozen'd by its looks. 
One would have all things little: ence has tried 
Turkey-poults freſh'd, from th* Egg in Batter 
fried 2 
Others, to ſhew the largeneſs of their ſoa), 
Prepare you Muttons ſwol'd, and Oxen whole. 35 
To vary the ſame things, fome think is art: 
By larding of Hogs-fecr and B:con-tort, 
The taſte is now to that pere Aion brought, 
That care, when wanting {ili creates the fault. 
In Covent Garden did a layer da ll, 30 
Who might delerve a place in nis en tA, 
Give him u ſaigl. coat to make, he d d»*t 7 
A veſt, or Ir: (ch: 5, 1 2 ly: : but tits brute 
Could ner contrive all three to male a fait ; \ 
KutÞer then frame a Supper like 4 v4 cloaths, 45 
I'd have Gy. CYCS al, 1 wecth witho . J nele. 
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You that from Pliant Paſte would fahricks raiſe 

Expecting thence to gain immortal praiſe, 

Your knuckles try, and let your tinews know 

Their power to knead, and give the form to 

dough ; 30 

Chuſe your materials right, your ſeaſoning fix, 

And with your Fruit reſplendent Sugar mix: 

From thence of courſe the figure will ariſe, 

And elegance adorn the ſurface of your Pics. 

Beauty from order ſprings : the judging cye 55 

Will tell youu if one ſingle plate 's awry. 

The Cook mult ſtill regard the preſent time 

T” omit what 's juſt iu ſeaſon is a crime, 

Your inſant Peale t' Aſparagus preſer, 

Which to the Supper you may beſt defer. 60 

Be cautious how you change old bills of fare, 

Such altcratious ſhould at leait be rare; 

Yet credit to the Artiſt will accrue, 

Who in known things {tiil makes th' appearance 
ncw. 

Freſh dainties are by Britain's traſſick known, 65 

And now by conſtant uſe familiar grown. 

What Lord of old would bid his Cook prepare 

Mangoes, Potargo, Champignons, Caveare ? 

Or would our thrum-capp'd Anceſtors find ſault, 

For want of Sugar-topgs, or Spuons for Salt? 70 

New things produce new words, and thus Monteth 

Has by one vellel ſav'd his name from death. 

The Seaſons change us all. By Autumn's froft, 

The ſhady leaves of trees and fruit are loſt. 

But then the Spring breaks forth with freſh ſup- 
plies, 75 

And from the teeming Earth new buds ariſe. 

o Stubble-pecſe at Michaclmas are feen 

Upon the ſpit ; next May produces Green, 

Thc fate of things lies always in the dark: 

What Cavalier would know St. James's Pork“? 80 

For Locket's ſtands where gardens once did ſpring, 

And Wild-ducks quack where Grafshuppers did 
ſing ; 

A Princely Palace on that ſpace does riſe, 

Where Sedley's noble Muſe found Mulberrics f. 

5 


— 
oo 


— Cc 


* In the time of king Henry VIII. the Park 
Was a wild wet fie}4; but that prince on building 
St. James's pal, ice, l it, laid it out in wa! ke 
| and, colle&ing the waters together, gave to the 
new-incloicg ground and new-raiſed building rhe 
name cf St. James. It was much enlarged by 
Charles Ii. ; 
it with rows of lime- trees, laid out the Mall, 
formed the canal, with a decoy, and other ponuds, 
lor watcr-luwl. Ihe Lime-trees or Tit,” 
weliuſe bloſduns are incomperably fragrant, were 
prevably planted in coniquence of à {ut pgcttior. Oi 
NIr. Evolyn, in his“ Fumitugium,” ubliched din 
e „ immovements lately * ieem in 
ſure mealiuyre to have brought it into the Rate it 
| vas Th Fele C che * eftoration ; AF * 6 leall, the Wild- 
aucks have in their turn given way to the Crels- 
hor rere. N. 


7 * . DOR PO 
4 A comedy called,“ The Mulberty Garden. 


Wh 


who added to it ſeveral Gels, planted, 


2 


Who, to refreſh th' attendants to a grave, 
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eince Places alter thus, what conſtant thought 85 
Of ſilling various diſhes can be taught? 
For he pretends too much, or is a fool, 
Who 'd fix thoſe things where Faſhion is a rule. 
King Hardicnute, midit Danes and Saxons 
ſtout, 
Carovz'd in nut- broven Ale, and din'd on Grovt ; 
Which diſh its priſtine honour ſtill retains, 90 
And, when cach Prince is crown'd, in ſplendour 
reigns, 
By Northern cuſtom, duty was exprefs'd, 
To friends departed, by their Funcral Feat. 
Though I've conſulted Holinfhed and Stow, 95 
hid it very difficult to know 


Burnt-claret firſt or Naples-bilcuit gave. 

Trotters from Quince and Apples ſirſt did frame 
A Pye, which ſtill retains his proper name; 100 
Though common grown, yet, wich white Sugar 

ſtrow'd, 
And butter'd right, its goodneſs is allow'd. 
As Wealth flow'd in, and Plenty ſprang from 


Peace, 

Good-humour reign'd, and Pleaſures found in- 
creaſe. ; 

"Twas uſual then the banquet to prolong 105 


By Mufick's charm, and ſome delightful ſong; 
M here every youth in plcaling accents ſtrove 
To tell the ſtratagems and cares of Love; 
How ſome ſucceſsful were, how others croſt; 
Then to the ſparkling glaſs would give his toaſt, 110 
Whoſe bloom did molt ia his opinion ſhine, 
To rclifh both the Muſick and the Wine. 
Why am I ſtyl'd a Cock, if l 'm ſo loth 
To marinate my Fiſh, or ſeaſon Broth, 
Or ſeud up what I] roaſt with picaliag froth ; 
If | my Maſter's ge won't difcern, 116 
But, through my baſhſul folly, ſcorn to learn? 
Whcn among friends good-humour takes its 
birth, 
"Tis not a tediaus Feaſt prolongs the mirth; 
But 'tis not zvaton therefore you ſhould ſpare, 
When, as their future Burgeſs, you prepare 
For a lat Corporation and their Maycr. 
all things ſhould find their room in proper place; 
An what adorns this treat, would that difgrace. 
Sometimes the vulgar will of nirth partake, 125 
Aud have exceſlive doings at their wake ; 
Ev'n Taylors at their yearly Feaſts Lok great, 
Ard all their Cucumbers are turn'd to Meat. 
A Prince, who in a ſoreſt rides aſtray, 
Aud, weary, to ſome cottage finds the way, 130 
Las of no pyramids of Fowl, or bilks of Fiſh, 
Eut, hungry, lups his Cream ſerr'd up in earthen 
dith ; 
Ononches his thirſt with Ale in nut-brown bowls, 
And takes the haſty Raſher from the coals : 
P.cas'd as King Henry with the Miller free, 135 
Wio thought himfelf as good a man 3s he. 
Uaicts forme ſwectneſs at the bottom lie, 
Who carcs for all the crinkling of the Pye ? 
i you would have me merry with your cheer, 
Be lo yourſelf, or ſo at lealt appear. 140 
Phe things we eat by various juice control 
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Onions will make ev'n Heirs or Widows weep; 
The tender I.cttuce brings en ſofter fleep; 
Eat Beef or Pye-cruſt if you'd ſerious bez 145 
Your Sbell fiſh raiſes Venus from the Sea; 
For Nature, that incline? to ill or good, 
Still nouriſucs our palllons by our focd. 
Happy the man that has cach ſortune tried, 
To whom fac much has given, aud much de- 
nied: 150 
With abſtinence all delicates he fees, 
And can regale himtelf with Toaſt and Cheeſe : 
- Your Betters will deſpiſe you, if they ſee 
Things that are far furpailing your degree; 
Therefore beyond your ſubſtance never treat; I55 
"Fis plenty, in ſmall fortune, to be neat. 
"T's certain that a Steward can't afford 
An entertainment equal with his Lord. 
Old age is frugal; gay vouth will abound 
With heat, and ſce the flowing cup go round. 160 
A Widow has cold Pye; Nurſe gives you Cake; 
From generous Merchants Ham or Sturgeon take. 
The Farmer has brown Bread as freſh as day, 
And Butter fragrant as the dew of May. 
Cornwall Squab-pye, and Devon White-pot 
brings; 165 
And Leicetter Beans and Bacon, food of Kings! 
At Chriftmas-time, be careſul of your fame, 
See the old Tenants' table be the ſame; 
Then, if you would fend up the Brawner's head, 
Sweet Roſemary and Bays around it ſpread; 170 
lis foaming tutks let ſome large Pippin grace, 
Or midſt thoſe thundering ſpears an Orange place; 
Sauce like himſelf, oſſenſive to its foes, 
Lhe roguiſh Muſtard, dangerous to the noſe. 174 
Sack and the well-ſpic'd ttippocres the Wine, 
Waila:l the bow! with ancient rivzands fine, 
Porridge with Piums, and L'urkeys with the 
Chiine. 
If you perhaps would try ſome diſh unknown, 
Viiich more peculiatly you'd meke your own, 
Like ancient {ailors ſtill regard the coaſt, 180 
By venturing out too far you may be loft, 
Dy roatting that which your Foretathers boil'd, 
And boiling what they roaſted, much is ſpoil'd. 
That Cook to Britiſh palates is complete, 
Whoſe ſavoury hand gives turns to common 
meat. 185 
Though Cooks are often men of pregnant wit, 
Through niccnels of their ſubject. few have writ. 
In what av avk ward fund that Ballad ran, 
Which with this biuitcring paragraph began: 
THERE WAS A PRINCE QF LUYZERLASD, 190 
A PorENTATE CF liiGii COMMAND, 
Te ruousAx Db Bakers DID ATTEND HIM, 
TEN THOUSAND D&tktWERS DiD BEFRIEND HIM 2 
THESE BROUGUT, ulm IhisslNG=CRUSTS, AND 
rucsk 
BrouGut u:: SMALL « BEER, Brot u 
ROSE, 193 
The Author raiſes mountains ſeeming full, 
But all the cry produces little Tvool : 
So, if you fue a Beggar for a houſe, 
And have a verdict, what C'ye gain? A Louſe! 
Homer, more modell, ii we ſearch his Buoks, 23<6 


I. 


r 


4 
M 


ä 


4 


OE 
_—— 


Pac warrownels or largenels of our ſoul. 


Eu = : * 


LES lusw us that lies Liezocs all wire Cooks; 


* 
25 
1 
* 
: 


7 


* „ 2 = — 
: ——_—_—_— * þ e 
—— 26-0 —————— WF CE Aw © 


S 
T4 


558 K IN G'S POE MS. 


How lov'd Patroclus with Achilles joins, 
To quarter ont the Ox, and ſpit the loins. 
Oh could that Poet live ! could he rehearſe 
Thy Journey, Lis rx, in immortal verſe! 205 
Musk, $ING IRE MAN THAT DID 10 Pa xls 
60, 
Tnar HE MIGHT TASTZ THEIR Souvrs, AND 
MusnRro00Ms KNOW ! 
Oh, haw would Homer praiſe their dancing 
Dogs, 
Their ſtinking Cheeſe, and Fricaſee of Frogs! 
He d raiſe no fables, ſing no flagrant lye, 210 
Of Boys with Cuſtard choak'd at Newberry; 
Bat their whole courfes you 'd entirely ſec, 
How all their parts from firſt to laſt agrey. 
yon all ſorts of perſons would engage, 
Suit well your Eatables to every age. 215 
The favourite Child, that juſt beyins to prattle, 
And throws away his Silver Bells and Rattle, 
Is very humourſome, and makes great clutter, 
Till he has Windows on his Bread and Butter: 
He for repeated Supper-meat will cry, 220 
But won't tell Mammy what he'd have, or 


vrhy. 
The ſmogth-fac'd Youth, that has new Guar- 
dians choſe, 
From Play- houſe ſteps to Supper at the Roſe, 
Where he a main or two at random throws: 
Squandering of wealth, impatient of advice, 225 
His eating muſt be little, coſtly, nice. 

Maturer Age, to this delight grown, ſtrange, 
Each night frequents his club behind the *Change, 
Expecting there frugality and health, 

And honour riſing from a Sheriff's wealth: 230 

Unlets he ſome Inſurance-dinner lacks, 

*Tis very rarely he frequents Pontack's. 

But then old age, by ſtill intruding years, 

Torments the feeble heart with anxious Icars: 

Moroſe, perverſe in humour, diſſident, 

The more he ſtill abounds, the leſs content; 

His Larder and his Kitchen too obſcrvcs, 

And zo, left he ſhould want hereafter, ſtarves ; 

Thinks ſcorn of all the preſent age can give, 

And none theſe thrceicere years knew how to 
live. 2.40 

But now the Cook mult paſs through all degrees, 

And by his art diſcordant tempers plcaſe, $ 

And miniſter to Health and to Diſeaſe. 

Far from the Parlour have your Kitchen plac'd, 
Dainties may in their working be diſgrac'd. 245 
In private draw your Poultry, clean your Tripe, 
And from your Ecls their ſlimy ſubſtance wipe. 
Let cruel oflices be done by night, 

For they who like the thing abhor the ſight. 

Next, let diſcretion moderate your colt, 


And, when you treat, three courſes be the moſt. 


Unleſs Grandees or Magiltratez are by: 
Then yuu may put a Dwarf into a Pye. 
Or, if you'd fright an Alderman and Aſtyor, 255 


Let never freſh machines your Paſtry try, 


Within a Paſty lodge a living Hare; 


Then midſt their graveſt Furs ſhall mirth ariſe, 

And all the Guild purſue with joytul crizs, 
Crowd not your table ; let your number be 

Not more than ſeven, and nsver fs thav tliree, 260 


"Tis the Deſſert that graces all the Fcaſi, 
For an ill end diſparages the reſt ; 
A thouſand things well done, and one forgot, 
Detaces obligation by that blot, 
Make your trauſparent Sweet-meats truly nice, 
With Indian Sugar and Arabian Spice : 
And let your various Creams incircled be 
With iwelling Fruit juſt raviſh'd from the tree, 
Let Plates and Diſhes be from China brought, 
With lively paint and earth tranſparent v:rought, 
The Feaft now done, diſcourics are renew'd, 
And witty arguments with mirth purſued. 
The cheerſul Maſter, midſt his jovial friends, 
His · glais 5 to their beſt wiſhes” recommends. 
The Grace-· cup follows to hisSovercign's health, 275 
And to his Country,“ Plenty, peace, and wealth.“ 
Performing then the piety of grace, 
Each man that pleaſes re-aſſumes his place; 
While at his gate, from ſuch abundant ture, 
He ſhowers his god-like ble ſſings on the por. 280 
In days of old, our Fathers went to war, 
Expecting ſt urdy blows and hardy fare: 
Their Beef they often in their murrions ſtew'd, 
And in their Baſket-hilts their Beverage brew'd. 
Some Officer perhaps might give conſeut, 285 
Te a large cover'd Pipkin in his tent, 


Fowl, Bacon, Cabbage, Mutton, and what not, 
Was all thrown into bank, and went to pot. 
But, when our conqueſts were extenſive grown, 290 
And through the world our Britiſh worth w.s 
known, 
Wealth on Commanders then flow'd in apace, 
Their Champaign ſparkled equal with their Lace; 
Quails, Beccofico's, Ortolans, were ſent 
To grace the lever of a General's tent; 295 
In their gilt Plate all delicates were ſcen, 
And what was Earth before became a rich Terrene, 
When the young Players once get to [{lington, 
They fondly think that all the world 's their own: 
Prentices, Pariſh-clerks. and Hectors meet; 300 
He that is drunk, or bullicd, pays the Treat. 
Their talk is looſe; and o'er the buuncing Ale 
At Conſtables and Juſtices they rail; 
Not thinking Cuſtard ſuch a ſerious thing, 304 
That Common-council-men 'twill thirher bring; 
Where many a man, at variance with bis wife, 
With ſoftening Mead and Clceſe-cake ends the 
ſtrife. 
Ev'n Squircs come there, and, with their mean 
diſcourle, 
Render the Kitchen, which they fit in, worſe. 
Midwives demure, and Chamber-maids moſt gay, 
Foremen that pick the box and come to play, 311 
Here find their entertainment at, the height, 
In Cream and Codlings revelling with delight. 
What theſe approve the great men will diflike : 
But here 's the art, if you the palate ſtrike; 315 
By management of common things fo well, 
That what was thought the megueſt ſhall excel; 
| While others flrive in vain, all perfons own 
Such dies could be drets'd by you alone. 
When ſtraiten'd in your time, and ſervants 
few, 320 
You U rightly then zompoſe an amvigue 5 


Where every thing that every Soldier got, 
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Where firſt and ſecond Courſe, and your Deſſert, 
All in one ſingle table have their part. 
From ſuch a vaſt conſuſion tis delight, 


To find the jarring elements unite, 
And raiſe a ſtructure grateful to the ſight. 

Be not too far by old example led, 
With caution now we in their footſteps tread : 
The French our reliſh help, and well ſupply 
The want of things too groſs by decency. 330 
Our Fathers moſt admir'd their Sauces {weet, 
And often aſk'd for Sugar with their Meat; 
They butter'd Currants on fat Veal beſtow'd, 
And Rumps of Beef with Virgin-honey firew'd. 
Infipid Taſte, old Friend, to them who Paris 

know, 335 
Where Rocombole, Shallot, and the rank Garlick, 
row. | 

Tom Bold did firſt begin the ſtrolling mart, 
And drove about his Turnips in a cart ; 
Sometimes his Wife the Citizens would pleaſe, 
And from the ſame machine ſell Pecks of Peaſe; 
Then Pippins did in Wheel-barrows abound, 341 
And Oranges in Whimſcy- boards went round; 
Beſs Hoy ſirſt found it troubleſome to bawl, 
And therefore plac'd her Cherries on a tall ; 
Her Currants there and Goofeberries were ſpread, 
With the enticing gold of Ginger-bread : . 
But Flounders, Sprats, and Cucumbers, were 

cried, 

And every ſound and every voice was tried. 
At laſt the Law this hideous din ſuppreſs'd, 
And order'd that the Sunday ſhould have reſt; 350 
And that no Nymph her noiſy tood ſhould fell, 
Except it were new Milk or Mackarel. 

There is no diſh but what our Cooks have 


made, | 
And merited a charter by their trade. 354 
Not French Kickſhaws, or Oglio's brought from 
Spain, 


Alone have found improvement ſrom their brain;: 

But Pudding, Brawu, and White - pots, own'd to be 

Th effects of native ingenuity. : 

Our Britiſh Fleet, which now commands the 
main, ; 

Might glorious wreaths of victory obtain, 360 

Would they take time; would they with leiſure 
work, 

With care would ſalt their Beef, and cure their 
Pork ; 

Would boil their liquor well whene'er they brew, 

THEIR CONQUEST HALF is TO THE VICTUALLER 

DUE. 
Becauſe that thriſt and abſtinence are good, 365 

As many things if rightly underitood ; 

Old Croſs condemns all perſons to be Fops, 

That can't regale themſelves with Mutton-chops. 

He often for ſtuft Beef to Bedlam runs, 

And the clean Rummer, as the Peſt-houſe, ſhuns. 

Sometimes Poor Jack and Onions are his diſh, 371 

And then he ſaints thoſe Fryars who ttink of 
Fiſh. 

As for myſelf, I take him to abſtain, 

Who has good meat, with decency, though plain : 

But, though my edge be not too nicely fet, 375 

Yet I another's appetite may whet ; 
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May teach him when to buy, when ſeaſon 's paſt, 
Whar 's ſtale, what choice, what plentiful, what 


waſte, 
And lead him through the various maze of taſte. 
The fundamental principle of all 380 


Is what ingenious Cooks Tur RELLS call; 

For, when the market ſends in loads of food, 

"They all are taſtaleſs till ht makes them good. 

Belides, 'tis no ignoble picce of care, 

To know for wliom it is you would prepare: 385 

You 'd pleaſe a Friend, or reconcile a Brother, 

A teity Father, or a haughty Mother; 

Would mollify a Judge, would cram 2 Squire, 

Or elſe ſome ſmiles from Court you may defire 

Or would, perhaps, ſome haſty Supper give, 390 

To ſhew the ſplendid ſtate ia which you live. 

Purſuant to that intcreſt you prapoſe, 

Mult all your Wine and all your Meat be choſe. 

Let men and manners every diſh adapt : 

Who d force his Pepper where his gueſts are 
clapt ? 

A cauldron of fat Beef and ſtoop of Ale 396 

On the huzzaing mob ſhall more prevail, 

Than if you give them with the niceſt art 

Ragout of Peacocks brains, or Filbert-tart. 

Ihe French by Soups and Haut-gouts glory raiſe, 
And their deſires all terminate in praiſe, 401 
The thrifty maxim of the wary Dutch 
Is, to ſave all the money they can touch: 
„Hans, cries the Father, * ſee a Pia lies there; 
« A Pin a day will etch a Groat a year. 405 
* To your Five Farthings join Three Farthingy 

more; 


« Four:” 

Thus may your ſtock by management increaſe, 
Your wars ſhall gain you mere than Britain's peace. 
Where love of wealth and ruſty coin prevail, 416 
What hopes of Sugar'd Cakes or Butter'd Ale? 

Cooks garniſh out ſome tables, ſome they fill, 
Or in a prudent mixture ſhew their {kill ; 
Clog not your conſtant meals; for diſhes few 
increaſe the appetite, when choice and new. 41 
Ev'n they, who will Extravagance profeſs, 
Have ſlill an inward hatred for Excels : 
Meat, forc'd too much, untouch'd at table lies, 
Few care tor carving trifles in diſguiſe, 
Or that fantaſtic diſh ſome call prise. 0 
When pleaſures to the eye and palate meet, 42 t 
That Cook has render'd his great work complete: 
His glory far, like Sox-tolx's KxnicuTuoun, 

flies; 

Immortal made, as Ktr-cAr by his Pies. 

Good-nature mult ſome failings overlook, 425 
Not wilſulnels, but errors of the Cook. 
A ſtring won't always give the ſound deſign'd 
By the Muſician's touch and heavenly mind: 
Nor will an arrow from the Parthian bow 
Sti!l to the deſtin'd point directly go. 430 
Perhaps no Salt is thrown about the diſh, 
Or no fried Parſley ſcatter'd on the Fiſh; 
Shall I in paſſion from my dinner fly, 
And hopes of pardon to my Cook deny, 
For things which careleſſneſs might overice, 435 
And all mankind commit as well as he ? 


© And they, if added, make your Halfpence | 
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1 with compaiſion once may overlook 


A Skewer {cnt to table by my Cock: 

But think not therefore tamely 'I permit 

That he ſhould daily the fame flult commit, 

For fear the Raſcal ſeu6 me up the Spit! 
Poor Roger Fowler had a generous mind, 

Nor would fubmit to have his hand confin'd, 

But aim'd at all; yet never could exccl 

In any thing but ſtulling of his Veal:. 

But, when that diſh was in perfection ſeen, 

And that alone, would it not move your ipleen ? 

Tis true, in a long work, ſoft ſlumbers creep, 

And gently fink the Artiſt into fleep. 

Ev'n Lamb himſelf, at the moſt ſolemn feaſt, 450 

Might have ſome chargers not exactly droit. 
Tables ſhould be like pictures to the ſiglit, 

Some diſhes caſt in ſhade, ſome ſpread in light, 

Some at a diſtance brighten, ſome near hand, 

Where eaſe may all their deficace command: 455 

Some ſhould be mov'd when broken; others lait 

Through the whole treat, incentive to the taſte, 
Locket, by many labuurs feeble grown, 

Up from the Kitchen call'd his eldeſt Son: 459 

„Though wiſe thy{clf,” ſays he, though taught 

by me, 

* Yet ſix this ſ-ntence in thy memory: 

* There are ſome certain things that don't exccl, 

„And yet we ſay are toleratly well : 

« There 's many worthy men a [Lawyer prize, 

« Whom they diſlinguith as of midd/-fizce, 465 

& For pleading well at Bar, or turning Books; 


445 


* But this is not, my Jon, the fate of Cooks, 


« From whoſe myſterious, art true pleaſure 
_ ſprings 

To fali of Garter, and to.throne of Kings. 

* A ſimple ſcene, a diſobliging long, 

& Which no way to the main deſign belong, 

* Or were they abſent never would be mils'd, 

« Have made a well-wrought Comedy be hiſs'd: 

« go iu 2 Feaſt no intermediate fault 

„Will be allow'd; but, if not belt, "tis naught.” 

He that of fecble nerves and joints complains, 

From 'Nine-pins, Coits, and from Trap-ball, ab- 
flains; 

Cudgels avoids, and ſhuns the Wreſtling-place, 

Left Vinegar reſound his loud diſgrace. 

But every one to Cookery pretends z 480 

Nor Maid n. Miltreſs e'cr conſult their ſtiends. 

But, Slr, if you would roaſt a Pig, be free : 

Why not with Brawn, with Lockct, or with me ? 

We ll fee whcu 'tis enough, when both eyes 
out, 

Or if it wants the nice concluding bout: 485 

But, il it lies too long, the crackling 's pall'd, 

Not by the Drudging- box to be recall'd. 

Our Cambrian Fathers, ſparing in their Tood, 
Firſt bro1l'd their hunted Goats on bars of wood, 
Sharp Hunger was their ſcuſoning, or they took 
Such Salt as iſſued from the autive rock. 491 
Their Sallading was never lar to ſeck, 

The poignant Water-graſs, or ſavoury Leck; 
Until the Britiſh Bards adoru'd this lile, 

And taught them how to roaſt, and how to boil : 
Then Talicſün roſe, and ſweetly ſtrung 496 
Hi, Britiſh Harp, inlisucting whilll he ſung: 
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Taught them that honeſty they ſill poſſefs, 
Thcir truth, their open heart, their modeſt dreſs, 
Duty to kindred, conſtancy to fricuds, co 
And inward worth, which always tæcommends; 
Contempt of wealth and plcaſure, to appear 
To all mankind with hoſpitable ciecr. 
In aſter- ages, Arthur taught his Knights 
At his Round Table to record their fights, 
Cities eraz'd, encampments forc'd in field, 
Monſters ſubdued, and hideous tyrants quell'd, } 
Inſpir d that Cambrian toul which nc'er can f“ 
yicld. j 
Then Guy, the pride of Warwick, truly great, 
To future Heroes due example ſet, 519 
By his capacious cauldron made appear, 
From whence the ſpirits riſe, and itrengta of war, 
The preſent age, to gallantry inelin'd, 
Is pleas'd with vaſt improvements of the mind. 
He that of honour, wit, and mirth, partkes, 515 
May be a fit companion oer Beei-tteaks; 
His name may be to ſuture times enroll'd 
In Eſtcourt's Book *, whoſe Gridiron's fram'd of 
Gold, 
Scorn not theſe lincs, deſign'd to let you know 
Profits that from a well-plac'd Table low. 520 
Dis a ſage queſtion, if the Art of Cooks 
Is Todg*d by Nature, or attain'd by Books: 
That man will never frame a noble treat, 
Vhoſe whole dependence lies in ſome Receipt * 
Then by pure Nature every thing is ſpoil'd, 525 
She knows no more than ſlew'd, bak'd, roaſt, and 
boll'd. 
When Art and Nature join, th' eſſect will be 
Some nice Ragant, or charming E icaſte. 
The lad that would his genius fo advance, 
That on the rope he might ſecurely dance, 
From tender years enures himleli to pains, 
To Summer's parching keat, and Winter's rains, 
Aud irom the fre of Wine and Love abſtains; 
No Artiit can his Hautboy's ſtops command, 
Unlels ſome ſkiltul Maier form his hand: 535 
But Gentry take their Cooks though never tried; 
It ſeems no more to them than up and ride. 
Preſerments granted thus thew him a fool, 
That dreads a parent's check, or rods at [chool, 
Ox-check when hut, and Wardens bak'd, fome 
crys 545 
But 'tis with an intention men ſheuld buy. 
Others abound with ſuch a plentcous ſlore, 
That, if you l let them treat, they Il aſk no more: 
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* That is, “ be admitted a member of The 
* Deci- teak Club.“ Richard Eftcourt, who was 
a Player and Dramatic Writer, is celebrated in 
the Spectator, as poſſeſſed of a ſprightly wit, and 
an caty and natural politeneſs. His company Was 
much coveted by the great, on account of his 
qualiiications az a boon companion, When the 
famous Beel-ſteak Club was firlt inſtituted, he 
had the oihice of Providore ailigned him; and, as 
a mar of diſtinction, uſed to wear a ſmall gridiron 
of gold hung about his neck with a green filk 


ribband. He died in the yeas 1713. N. 
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And *tis the vaſt ambition of their ſoul, 

To ſce their Port admir'd, and Table full. 545 

But then, amidit that cringing fawning crowd, 

Who talk fo very much, and laugh fo loud, 

Who with ſuch grace his Honour's actions praiſe, 

How well he fences, dances, ſings, and plays; 

Tell him his Livery 's rich, his Chariot 's fine, 550 

How choice his Meat, and delicate his Wine; 

Surrounded. thus, how ſhould the Youth deſcry 

The happineſs of Friendſhip from a Lye ? 

Friends act with cautious temper when ſincere; 

But flattering Impudence is void of care : $555 

So at an [riſh Funeral appears 

A train of Drabs with mercenary tears; 

Who, wringing oft” their hands, with hideous 
moan, 


Know not his name for whom they ſeem to groan; 


While real Grief with ſilent ſteps proceeds, $60 
And Love unfeign'd with inward paſlion bleeds. 
Hard fate of Wealth! Were Lords as Butchers 
wiſe, ; 
They ſrom their meat would baniſh all the Flies / 
The Perſian Kings, with Wine and maſſy Bowl, 
Search'd to the dark receſſes of the ſoul ; 565 
That, ſo laid open, no one might pretend, 
Unleſs a man of worth, to be their Friend. 
But now the Gueſts their Patrons undermine ; 
And flander them, for giving them their Wine. 
Great men have dearly thus companions bought: 
Unleſs by theſe inſtructions they Il be taught, ) 
They ſpread the net, and will themſelves be j 
caught. . 

Were Horace, that great Maſter, now alive, 
A Feaſt with wit and judgment he d contrive. 

As tllus: — Suppoſing that you would rehearſe 575 

A labour'd Work, and every Diſh a Verſe; 

He d ſoy, © Mend this, aud t' other Line, and 
ef.ts.* 

If aſter trial it were ſtill amiſs, 

He'd bid you give it a new turn of face, 

Ur it fume Diſh more curious in its place. 

If you perſiſt, he would not ſtrive to move 

A paſſion ſo delightful as Self- love. 

We ſhould ſubmit our Treats to Criticks' view, 
And every prudent Cock ſhould read Boſſu. 
Judgment provides the Meat in ſeaſon fit, 
Which by the geuius dreſt, its ſauce is Wit. 
Good Beet for Men, Pudding for Youth and Age, 
Come up te the decorum of the Stage. 
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The Critick ſtrikes out all that is not juſt, 
And *tis ev'n fo the Butler chips his cruſt, 
Poets and Paſtry-cooks will be the ſame, 
Since both of them their images mult frame, 
Chimzras from the Poet's fancies flow: 
The Cook contrives his ſhapes in real Dough. 
When Truth commands, there 's no man can 
offend, 595 
That with a modeſt love correQs his Friend, 
Though 'tis in toaſting Bread, or buttering Peaſe, 
So the reproof has temper, kindneſs, eaſe. 
But why ſhould we reprove when faults are ſmall ? 
Becauſe 'tis better to have none at all. 600 
There 's often weight in things that ſeem the leaſt, 
And our molt trifling follies raiſe the jeſt. 
Tis by his cleanlineſs a Cook muſt pleaſe ; 
A Kitchen will admit of no diſeaſe. 
The Fowler and the Huntſman both may run 605 
Amidſt that dirt which he muſt nicely ſhun. 
Empedocles, a Sage of old, would raiſe 
A Name immortal by unuſual ways; 
At laſt his fancies grew fo very odd, 
He thought by roaſting to be made a God. 
Though fat, he leapt with his unwieldy ſtuff 
In Mtna's flames, ſo to have Fire enough. 
Were my Cook fat, and I a ſtander-by, 
Pd rather than himſelf his Fiſh ſhould fry. 
There are ſome perſons ſo exceſſive rude, 614 
That to your private "Table they Il intrude. 
in vain you fly, in vain pretend to falt ; 
Turn like a Fox, they'll catch you at the laſt. 
You muſt, ſince bars and doors are no defence, 
Ev'n quit your houſe as in a peſtilence. 620 
Be quick, nay very quick, or he Il approach, 
And, as you 're ſcampering, ſtop you in your 
Coach. | 
Then think of all your fins, and you will fee 
Hew right your guilt and puniſhment agree : 
Perhaps ro tender pity could prevail, 
But you would throw ſome debtor into gaol. 
Now mark th' effect of this prevailing curſe, 
You are detain'd by ſomething that is worſe. 
Were it in my election, I ſhould chuſe, 
To meet a ravenous Wolf or Bear got looſe. 639 
He 'll cat and talk, and talking ſtill will eat, 
No quarter from the Pataſite you Il get; 
But, like a Leech well fix'd, he Il ſuck what's 
good 


And never part till ſatisfied with Blood. 
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To Mx. 


DEAR SI R, 


I MUST communicate my happineſs to you, becauſe you are ſo much my Friend as to 


rejoice at it. | ſome days ago met with an old Acquaintance, a curious perton, of u hom 
I enquired 1t he had ſeen the Book conce rning Soups and Sauces. He told me he bad; 
but that he had but a very flight view of it, tlie perſon who was matter of it not beine 
willing to part with fo valuabie a rarity out of his cloſet. I defired him to give me what 
account he could of it. He fays, that it is a very handſome Octavo ; for, ever Go e the days 
of Ogilby, god paper, and good 7 priut, and line cuts, make a book become ingenmwus, 
and brighten „p an Author liangely 3 that there is a copious Index; and at the end 
a Catalogue of all the Doctor's \v ak. concerning Cockles, Eugliſh Beetles, Snails, 

1 that get up into the air aud throw us dowa Cobwebs, a Monit r vomited up 
by a Laker, "and fuch like ; which, if carefully peruſcd, would w a lerfully improve 
NS. Th Ire is, It letms, no man ufcript of it in E. ugland, nor any ot! wer country that 
can be heard of ; fo that this im preſſion is from one of Humclh: ergius, who, as my 


Friend ſays, he Joes not believe contrived it himſelf, becauſe the things are 0 


very much out of the way, that it is not probab] © Any Learned Man would ſet himſelf 


ſeriouſly to work to invent them, He tells me of Ut is ingenious remark made by 
the Editor, „ Phat, whatever Manuſcriots there mi. ht have been, they muſt have 
cc been extremely vil 100 18 and Brun; az beings 1 Cut by the Cook 8 them. Ie. 5 
& or {ome of their Pris ids or Servants, who are not always the moſt aceuratc,” 
And th-n, as my Friend obſerved, if the Cook had uſed it much, it m hit be ſullied; 
the Cook, perhaps 8, not 4 pal licking his lingers when he bad occation for it. 1 
ſhould think it no improvident mat ter for the tate to order a fele& Scrivener to 
tranſcribe Receipts, left ignorant women and Hou ekeepe rs ſhould impoſe upon future 
ages by ill pen and uncomeéced Koompts for putting of Loblters, or pickling of 
Turkeys. C#lius Apicius, it ſeems, nas for the Author of this Treatife ; whole 


; / ns N 
ſcience, learning, and dileiphne, were extremely conte muncd, and almoit abhorred, by 
» 1 Y; 90 4 1 LAS CS 8 
Seneca and the MOWKS, ” 1 jatroducing luxury, und infecting the manners of the 
Romans; and { 3 neglected till the inferior ages; but then were introduced, as 


being a Ip to Phyſck, to hich a Leained Author, called Donatus, lays, that 
« the Kitchen is a Haudmaid.““ I remember in-our days, though we cannot iu every 
reſpect come up to the FNC? nts, that by a very good Author an old gentleman is 
imrodaccd as making ule « Doctors, Dr. Diet, Dr. Quiet, and De. Mer n. 
They We reported to be «xecitvat P BY Gan and, if ke; PT at a conſtant penſion, their 
tees will not be very CO: y. 

It feems, as my Fri ad has learnts there were two pe lone that bore the name of 
Apic! us, One under the Re pu blick, the other in the time of Tiberi! 1s, who is recorded, 
by Pliny, “ to have had a great deal of wit aud judgment in all affairs that related to 
hs Eating,” and confequently has his name ated to many forts of Aumulcts and Pan- 
cakes. Nor were Emperors leis contributors to fo great an undertaking, as Vitellius, 
Commodus, Didius Julianus, an!]! Varius EIclio; . e whole [wperial names arc 
preaxed to manifold receipts ; the la't of which 5 .mperors had the peculiar olory of 
firit making Saulages of Shrimps, Crabs, Ovlers, Sprawns, and Lobſters, And theſe 
Sauſages being mentioned by the Author winch the Editor publiſhes 3, from that and 
many other arguments the Learned Doctor irrefr; agably maintains, that the Book, as 
now printed, could not be tranſcribed till after the time of Heliogabalus, who gloricd 
in the Titles of Apicius and Vitellius, more than Antoninus, who had 885 ained his 
reputation by a temperate, auſtere, and ſolid virtue. And, it ſee 13, ander his admi- 


niltration, a perion that found out a 0 Soup might have 45 great a reward as Drake 
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or Dampier might expect for finding a new Continent. My Friend ſays, the Editor 
tells us of unheard of-damties; how, * ZEiopus had a ſupper of the tongues of Birds 
that could ſpeak ;” and that © his daughter regaled on Pearls,” though he does not 
tell us how ſhe dreſſed them; how“ Hortentias left ten thouſand Pipes of Wine in 
& his Collar, for his Heir's drinking;'“ how“ Vedius Polio fed his Fiſh-ponds with 
„ Man's Fleſhß;'“ and ho“ Cxtiar bought bx thouſand weight of Lampreys for his 
Triumphal Supper.” He favs, the Editor proves equaiiy to a demonſtration, by the 
Woportions and quantities let down, and the nauſeouinets of the ingredients, that the 
Dinners of the Emperors were ordered by their Phylc.ans ; and that the Recipe was 
taken by the Cook, as the Collegiate Doctors would do their Bills, to a modern, 
Apothecary ; and that chis cuom was taken from the Euyptians , and that this 
method continued till the Goths and Vandals over-ran the Weltern Empire; and that 
they, by uſe, exercife, and ncceſlity of abllinence, introduced the eaugg of Cheeſe 
and Ventton without thoſe additional Sauces, which the Fiiyhcians of d found out to 
rellore the depraved appetites of fuck great men as bad loft their machs by an excels 
of luxury, Out of the ruins of Eraliſtratus's Book of Endive, Glancus, Lorrentis of 
(oru-Hreet, Mithæcus of at- pale, Drony tins of Sugar jops, Agis of Pickled Broom-buds, 
Epinetus of Sac shit, Euthedemus of ple-dumplings, Hegelippus of Black-pudding, 
Crito of Sowwced Mackar:l, Stephanus of Lemon-cream, Archites vi Hog's bar/let, 
Aveltins of Puincoomarmalade, Hickeſius of Pte Pigeons, Dioeles of Swweet-breads, 
aud Philittion of Out cafes, and ſeveral other ſuch Authors, the great Humelbergius 
compoled his anuotations upon Apieius; whoſe Receipts, when part of Tally, Livy, 
and Pacitus, have been neglected and lo{t, were preferved in the utmoit parts of Tran- 
{virania, for the peculiar palate of the ingenious Editor. Latinus Latinius finds fault 
with ſeveral diſhes of Apicius, and is pleaicd to ſay they are nauſeous; but our Editor 
deſeuds that great perſon, by ſhewing the difference of our cufloms ; how Plutarch 
fiye, „ the Ancients uſed no Pepper,” whereas all, or at tealt five or ſix hundred, of 
Apicius's Delicates were ſeaſoned with it. For we may as well admire that ſome Welt 
Indiaus thould abitain from Salt, as that we ſhould be able to bear the bitterneſs of 
Hons in our common drink: and therefore we thould not be averſe to Rue, Cummin, 
Vartley-iecd, Marſh-mallows, or Nettles, with our common Meat ; or to have Pepper, 
Honey, Salt, Vinegar, Raifins, Muttard and Oil, Rue, Mallick, and Cardamums, 
own promifcuouſly over our Dinner when it comes to table. My Friend tells me 
of ſome ſhort obſcrvations he made out of the Annutations, which he owes to his 
memory 3 and therefore begs pardon if in ſome things he may mittake, becauſe it is 
nan wilfully, as, that Papirius Petrus was the great patron of Cuſtard ; that the 
„ Torrapharmacon, a diſh much admired by the Emperors Adrian and Alexander 
„ Severus, was made of Pheaſant, Peacock, a wild Sow's Hock and Udder, with a 
„ Bread Pudding over it; and that the name aud reaſon of lo odd a dith are to be 
ſongnt for amongit the Phyficians.”” 

The Work is divided into Pen Books; of which the Firſt treats of Soups and 
Pickles, and amongſt other things thews that Sauce-pans were tinned before the time of 
Pliny ; that Gordian ufed a claſs of Bitter in a Morning; that the Ancients ſcalded 
their Wine; and that burnt Claret, as now practiſed, with Spice and Sugar, is perni- 
cious; that the Adulteration of Wine was as ancieit as Cato; that Braun was a 
Roman Dich, which. Apicius commends as <von:{er;r/ 5 its Sauce then was Multard 
and Honey, before the frequent uſe of Sugar: nor were Soweed Hogs-feet, Cheeks, 
and Ears, unknown to thoſe ages. It is very probable, they were not ſo ſuperſtitious 
as to have fo great a delicate only at Chritmas. It were worth a diſſertation between 
two learned pertons, fo it were managed with temper and candour, to know whether 
the Britons taught it to the Romans, or whether Cæſar introduced it into Britain: 
and it is ſtrange he ſhould take no notice of it: whereas he- has recorded that they 
did not eat Hare's fleſh ; that the Ancients uſed to marinate their Fiſh, by frying them 
in Oil, and, the moment they were taken out, pouring boiling Vinegar vpon them. 
The Learned Annotator obſerves, that the beſt way of Keeping che Liquor iu Oyſters 
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is, by laying the deep ſhell downwards; and by this means Apicius conveyed Oyſters 
to Tiberius when in Parthia ; a noble invention, ſince made uſe of at Colcheſter with 
moſt admirable ſucceſs! What eſtates might Brawn or Loeket have got in thoſe days, 
when Apicius, only fir boi ling Sprouts after a new faſhion, deſervedly came into the 
good graces of Druſus, who then commanded the Roman armies ! 

The Firlt Book haviag treated of Sauces or ſtanding Pickles for Reliſh, which 
are uſed in moſt of the {ucceeding Reccipts ; the Second has a glorious ſubject, of 
Sauſages, both with ſkrivs aud without, winch contains matters no leſs remarkable than 
the former. The Ancients that were delicate prepared their own 
Muſhrooms with an Avrrnber, or at leaft a Silver Knife; where the Annotator ſhe wg 
ati, againſt Hardoumns, that the whole Knife, and not only the Handle, was 
of Am ber or Silver, leſt the ruttincls of an ordinary Knife might prove 
This is a nicety which 1 hope we may in time arrive to; for the | 
very forward in inventions, yet ave out-done by no nations in imi 

rovements. 

The Third Book 1s jo Lp © produced in Gardens. The 
uled XN tre, to make the Herbs lov! K green; the 
preſent to differ from the ancie: it NMire. A picius had 
with Oil and Salt, and ſo boiling then; wich Pliny co 
Receipt is, : 


in their Eating 
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Iniectious. 
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Edibles -as a Romans 
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Annotator l eus our Salt perre 
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Fo let the Water boil well ; throw in Salt and a bit of Butter 5 and fo 


7 * * * 27 ” 0 * + £ 
not ouy Sprouts but Spinage will be green. There is a molt extrabediuary obſer. 
> ay 
vation of the Editor's, to which I cannot but agree; that it is a vulgar error, that 
Walaut-trecs, like Ruſſian Wives, thrive the better for being beaten 3 and that long 


* 
i v + a * 
Iut-tree 


poles and ſlones are uſcd by boys and others to get the fruit down, the Wa 


being ſo very high they could not otherwiſe reach it, rather out of kindneſs to them- 
ee than any regard to the Tree that bears it. As for Alparagus, there is an 
excellent remark, that, according to Pliny, they were the great care of the ancient 


Gardeners, and that at Ravenna three weighed a Pound; but that in England it was 
thought a rarity when a Hundred of them weighed thirty : that Cucumbers are apt to 
riſe in the Stomach, unleſs pared, or boiled with Oil, Vinegar, and Honey; that the 
Egyptians would drink hard without any diſturbance, becauſe it was a rule for them 
to have always boiled Cabbage for their firſt diſh at Supper: that the belt way to 
roalt Onions is in Colewort Leaves, for fear of buruing them: that Beets are 
Smiths, becauſe they, working at the fire, are generally coſtive: that Petronius has 
recorded a little old Wow, who fold the Agrefte Clus of the Ancients ; which 
honour I take to be as much due to thoſe who in our days cry Nettle-tops, Elder-buds, 
and Cliver, in ſpringtime very wholeſome. 

The Fourth Book contains the untverſal Art of Cookerv. As Matthœus Sylvaticus 
compoſed the Pandects of Phy ſie, and Jullinian thoſe of Law; fo 
the Pandects of his Alt, in this book which bears that infc 
contains the admirable Receipt of a Sularacahy of 
Parſley-feed, dried Peneryal, dried Mint, 
Honey, Vinegar, Oil. aud Wine; p. 
Pycentine Bread, the We h of a Pullet, Goat Stones, Veitine Cheeſe, P 
Cucumbers, dried Onions mir ced final ; pour a 
and ſend it up in the Cacal uliun. This Cacabulunt being 
Friend went to his Dictionary, ding an odd 
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The Firlt Chapter 
Bruiſe in a Mortar 
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to fend to table upon that occgfion, might be a 1 ca- Pan, L ticre ſome ad- 
mirable Remarks in the K Otat tons to the Second Chapter, concerning the Dia- 
Jogue of Afc!lius» I wd introduces a combat between Muthroom 5 Chats, or 
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the Chats come to us in April and breed, and about Autumn return to Africk ; that 
experience ſhews us they may be kept in cages, fed with Beef or Wether Mutton, 
Figs, eee and minced Filberds, being dainties not unworthy the care of ſuch as 
would preſerve our Britiſh diſhes ; the firtt deli ghting in Hodge-podge, Gallimaufreys, 
orced Meats, Juflels, and Salmagundies ; the latter in Spear- ribs, Surloins, Chines 
d Barons; and thence our terms of Art, both as to Dreſſing and Carving, become 
very different; for they, lying upon a ſort of Couch, could not have carved thoſe 
ithes which our Anceltors when they fat upon Forms uſed to do. But, fince the 
ute of Cuſhions and Elbow-chalrs, and the Editions of good Books and Authors, it 
J be hoped in time we may come up to them. For indeed hitherto we have been 
ſomething to blame; and I believe few of us have ſeen a diſh of Capon-ſtones at table 
Je . b-fiones is acknowledged #h he learned Annotator that we have): for the art of 
naking Capons has long been buried in oblivion, Varro, the great Roman Antiquary, 
os us 3 to do it by burning of their ſpurs; which, occaſioniug their ſterility, 
makes them Capons in effect, though thoſe parts thereby became more large and 
tender. F 
The Fifth Book is of Peaſe- porridge 3 under which are included, Frumetary, 
Watergruel, Milk-porridge, Rice-milk, Flumary, Stir-about, and the like. The 
Latin or rather Greek name is Auſprios 5 but my Friend was pleaſed to entitle it 
Pantanruel, a Name uſed oy 8 an eminent Phyfici jun. There are ſome very 
remarkable things in it; as, The Emperor any had ſeldom any thing but Spoon- 
meat at Supper : that the 1 Fenugreek, with Pickles, Oil, and Wi; ine, was A 
Noman 8 ty ; upon which the Annota tor obſerves, that it is net uſed in our 
hitchens, for a certain ungrateful bitterneſs that it has; and that it is plainly a Phy- 
lical Diet, that will give a ſtool; and that, mixed with Oats, it is the belt Purge 
tor Horſes: an exccllent invention = frugality, that nothing might be loſt ; for what 
the Lord did not eat, he might fend to his Stable! 
The Sixth Book treats of Wild-fowl ; how to dreſs Oſtridges (the biggeſt, groſſeſt, 
and moſt difficult of digeſtion, of any Bird), Phœnicoptrices, Parrots, &c. 
The Seventh Book treats of things ſumptuous and co/lly, and therefore chiefly con- 


17 


cermag Hog meat; in which the Romani came to that exceſs, that the Laws forbad 


the ulage of Hogs-harflet, Sweet-breads, Checks, &c. at their public Suppers; and 
Cato, when Centor, ſought to reſtrain the extravagant uſe of Brawn, by ſeveral of his 
orations. So much regard was had then to the Art of Cookery, that we fee it took 
place in the thoughts of the wiſeſt men, and bore a part in their moſt important 
couneils. But, alas! the degeneracy of our preſent age is ſuch, that J believe few 


belides the Annotator know the excellency of a Virgin Sow, eſpecially of the Alu 


KIN | 6 ought LITOMm Chain; EY and how 10 make the molt of her Liver, Lights, 81 Ins, 
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ang Pettitocs z and to vary her into thoſe fifty diſhes which, Pliny ſays, were utbe ly 
ite of that delicious Creature, Betides, Galen tells us more of its excellen 


That fellow that cats Bacon for two or three days before he is to box or v le, 
i i be much Fronger t than if he ſhould cat the belt Roaſt Beck Gr Bag th to 4 
„ jn the Fariſh.”” 
The 1 whth Book treats of {ſuch Daiuties as fourfooted Beaſts aft : 
11d Boar, which = uſed to boil with all its briftles on. 2. Th: er, Excite '1 
br on made with Pepper, Wine, Honey, Oil, and ſtewed Dam 
f ee, of which there are“ innumerable in the Mountain; 
« We 8 „ that will let nobody handle them;“ but, if they a 


to be lent up with an ** elegant Sauce, preſcribed after a oe 
an Electuary, made of Pepper, Rue, Parſley-feed, Junipe r 
Veneryal, Houacy, &c.” with which any Apothecary i in that 
YOU, 4. Beef, with ; Onion 85 ce, and commended by Celtus, | 
111 Ppocrates, 8 becauſe e Greeks ſca Ce kn ew how to mate 
's were in very few Families: for Phy ſicians have been very pec 
Mages; Otherwiſe Galen wou ald ſcarcr have found out that t young 
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in Autumn. 5. The Sucking Pig boiled in Paper. 6. The Hare, the chief of the 
Roman dainties ; its Blood being xr the ſweetelt of any Anin nal, its natural fear cont 

buting to that excellence. Thong h the Emperors and Nc bility had Parks to fa 
them in; py in the time of Didianus Julianus, if any one had ſent him one, or a 
Pig, he would make it laſt } him three days; whereas Alexander Severus had one every 
meal, which muſt have been a great expence, and is very remarkable. But the mol 
exquifite Auimal was reſerved for the lalt Chapter; and that was the Dormouſe, a 


— * 
— * 
CY 
he 
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harmleis creature, whoſe innocence might at I-aft have defended it both from - Goath 
and Phys 1 aus. But A picius ſound QUE an odd fort of fate for thoſe poor CTCALTUTCS 3 


fome to be boned, and others to be put whole, w. ith odd ingredients, into Hagau, 


and ſo boiled for Sauſages. In ancient times, people madæ 1 then bulineſs 10 fat! I1 
them: Ariſtotle rightl y obſerves, that fleep fatrencd them; and Martial from LIM woe 
too p xtically tc 11; us that ſleep was their only nourvhiment., But the An or Þ 3 
cleared that point; he, good mau, has tenderly obſ. rved one of them tor many F pelt, 
an * nds that it does not ſteep all th IC W ter, as falicly reported, but mfg: at meals, 
and after its repaſt then rolls itſelf up in a ball ro ep. This Dormouſe, according to 
ine Author, did not dr ink 1 10 thre * years time; but whether other De nice d 10, 1 
cannot tell, becaule 3: imbouſclbergius's Treatife “ of Fattening Dormicc“ is loſt. 
Thou, rh very co! My, . they became a common difh at great entertaimments. Petromu 
Eelivers us an odd Receipt for dreſhng them, and ſerving them up with Poppies an 


Honey which mnlt be a very ſoporiferous dainty, and as good as Or l pye to ſuch as 


want a = after dinner. The fondneſs of the Romans came to hs: ſo Exc ff ve towards 
them, that, as Pliny ſays, “ the Cenſorian Laws, and Marcus Scirus in his Contul- 
« hip, got them probibited from public entert unments.“ But Nero, Commodus, and 
Heliogabalus, would not deny the PHertys and indeed property, of their ſubjects in o 
reaſonab! le an enjoyment 3 aud therefore we find them long after brou ht to table in the 


is 
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timgs of Ammianus Marcellinus, who tells us likewite, thut rr were brought to 
e table in thoſe ages, to weigh curious Fiſhes, Birds, and | Dormice, to ſee whether 
tacy were at the ſtandard ot excalltnce and pert: ction, and fometime 5 15 ſuppole, to vie 
with other pretcaders to magni ence, The Annntator takes hold of this occahon, to 
Mew of how zZ1C al ale lcales 3 would be att the tables of our R Dil. Y, eſpecially upon 
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the brin: ging g up of a dich of VWiid:fowl : ** For, if twelve Larks (Hys he) thould Wergh 
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& helow tw: elve ounces, they would be very lean, and ICarce tolcrable; it we 5 4 
| 1 VVV 11 be . wer 
6 down-weight, they would b  vety well; but, it thirteeny the) would be fat to per- 
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4% fect ion.“ We ice upon how nice and exact a balance tue are of Eating 


de pen ds! l 


{ could ſcarce forbear ſmiling, not to ſay worſe, at ſuch exactne s and ſuch 
and told niy F rang hat thoſe lc ale: s would be 0 F. extraordinary uſe at Dunſtable ; aud 
bat, if the Annotato had not preic ribed his Dormouſe, 1 ſhould upon the firſt occa— 
ſien be glad to viſit = if I knew its vil 3 vs and hours, ſo as not to diſturb it. 
dy Friend = here ret maine but Two Books more, one of Sea and the othe 


t 
RI {VET Piſh, in the account of winch he would not be long, lceing ils nenury beg ; 
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fall kim almoſt as much as my patic fc, 


»Tis true, in a long work, ſoft Numbers creep, 
4 * * @ 99 
And gently fink the Artiſt into llecp“; 
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eſpecially when treating of Dormice 
The Nh BY 01 4 is concerning Hea Fl iſh 1 her, amongſt other le; ne. 1 A nnota tans, 


18 re Cor dad that famous Voya; of Apicius, WIS Ha ving [pc ut many million . and 
being tired into Campaniiy ne ed that there were Lobſters of a vail and unuſual big— 
neſs in Africa, aud cherenpon impatiently got on (hipboard the ſame day; and, having 
ſuffered munch at fra, came at Lt tothe coaſt. But the fame of fo great a man 5 com. 


14 5 „ ehe Fisher. 6 ET Bo A mvailinted 
27 had landed before him, and all che Fiſhermen fauled out to mect um, and preſcutes 
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honelt freedom of ctheirs, with Nis dit ppoheme nt, 10 dilguſted mum, that he took pet, 
and bade the Matter return nome again immediately 2 and 10, 11 leems, A trica loſt the 
breed of one moniter more than it had before *. There are many Receirts in the Book, 
4 * 


7 14 . 1 5 1 , 
& Their ſca produced nothing more excellent than what they had brought 


£ 


< 


We RN? * . 1 4 N N 4 8p 
to drels Cramp ſiſh, that numb the hands of thoſe that touch them; the Cuttle-t 
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whole blood is like ink; the Pourcoutrel, or Many-fcet; the Seaurchin, or Heds 
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contrived fome fort of meat, which, put into a frame, fo reſembled a Herring, that it 
- 3 VVV ee 8 * 3 

Was extre meh) Iatis;actory both to t 1s J rince's eyes and 270. 1Viy 1 riend told Me, 
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that, to the honour of the City of London, he had feen a thing of this nature there; 

that is, a Herring, or rather a Salmogundy, with the head and tail fo neatly laid, that 
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ent rehin to Burton Ale, and not colting above ſix-pence, 
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an iuconſiderable price for lo imperial a dainty ! 

The Tenth Bock, as my Friend tells me, is concert ing Fiſh Smces, which conſiſt of 
variety of ingredients, amonglit which is generally a kind of Frumetary. But it is not 
to be forgotten by any perſon who would bail Fiſh exactly, that they threw them alive 
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* x 2 ; a * — : ry 0 
into the water, which at preſent is ſaid ta bea Dutch Receipt, but was derived from 


104 ** iS 4 
the Romans. I. leems, Senccu the Philo! q Hei (A man from whole Norote tern per 
little good-in the Art of Cpokery could be expected), in his Third Book of Natura! 
. i 1 , 1 
Queltio 8, Correcting the jus ny ON THe times, las, the Romans were come to that 
daintinets, that they would not cat a Filh unlefs dpon the Tame day it was taken, „ that 
1 * * - 

* it micht taſte of the Sea,” as th preſled nn; and therefore had them brought by 
perions v ho rode volt, and maden Freat Outcry, whereupon all other people Were ob- 
TY . T , * 2 . 

1180 10 gn * them 'S * z \ ad. It * 18 1? U! i l [4 ! 0 10 1 CIS Rot an 10 lay, 1 lo OL CE 
matters | may « nid in „ou; but in a thin” of this vei ant., it is not co ilteut with 
& my gravity and prudence L wil! truſt nothing but my own « Bring the Fifth 
& hither, let me fee him breathe his laſt.” And, when the poor Fiſh was t t 
table Ty mmins and « HDINgG, WO Id ery aut; ©* Nothin is m beautiful than a dvin 
& Mullet!” My Friend ſays, the Annotator looks upon t! 66 {ts made by th 

* ] 4 
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Fiſh, but bring them as they came out of the ſca. Happy were the Athenians in . 
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* ſhould be free from all taxes.” I was glad to hear of the word conclude ; and told 
him nothing could be more acceptable to me than the mention of the Sybarites, of 
whom I ſhortly intend a Hiſtory, ſhewing how they deſervedly baniſhed Cocks for wak— 


ing them in a morning, and Smiths for being uſeful ; how one cried out becauſe one of 


the Roſe- leaves he lay on was rumpled ; how they taught their Horſes to dance; and 
ſo their enemies, coming againit them with guitars and harpfichords, ſet them ſo upon 
their Round O's and Minuets, that the form of their battle was broken, and three hun- 
dred thouſand of them ſlain, as Gouldman, Littleton, and ſeveral other good Authors, 
affirm. I told my Friend, I had much overſtayed my hour; but if, at any time, he 
would find Dick Humelbcrgius, Caſpar Barthins, and another Friend, with himſelf, 
I would invite him to dinner of a few but choice Diſhes to cover the Table at once. 
which, except they would think of any thing better, ſhould be a Salacacaby, a Diſh 
of Fenugreek, a Wild-ſheep's head and appurtenance with a ſuitable Electuary, 
ragout of Capon's Stones, and ſome Dormoule Sauſages. | 

If, as Friends do with one another at a Veniſon-palty, yon ſhould ſend for a plate, 
you know you may command it; for what is mine is yours, as being entirely your, &c, 
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OVER DE AMFE ANANDE 
r W. R IL 


The virtuous diſpoſition of our Author is no where more remark ably diſt flineuithed than in this piece 
wherein both the ſubject and the example fo naturally lead into ſome lefs chaſte images, fone 
looſer love which ſands in need of a remedy, | BioG. Barr. 
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Eldeſt Son of his Excellency the Earl of LENProke and Montgomery; Baron 
Herbert of Caerdiff, Roſs of Kendal, Parr, Fitzhugh Marmion, St. Quintin, 
and Herbert of ro he Knight of the Garter, &c. &c. 


MY LORD, 


HE following lines are written on a ſubje& that will naturally be protected by : 
: the FOoodn TE an 1 te » 7 F An 1 dſhi 5 E * pe * } 3 ne F ' 115 mi id : | 
he goodnels and temper of your Lordſhip: for, as the advantages of your mu 8 
and perſon mult. kindle the flames of Love in the coldeſt breaſt; ſo you are of an age N 
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molt {uiceptible of them in your own. You have acquired all thoſe accompliſhments . 
E home, which thers Are forced to ic el K abroad and have g1\ en the world allurance, | 7 1725 = 
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by fuch oor oa that you will ſoon be qualified to fill the higheſt Offices of the 
Cru with the fame univerſal ap plau iſe that has conſtantly attended your illuſtrious 
rathex in the diſcharge of them. For the good of your Poſterity, may you ever be 
happy in the choice of ha you love! And though theſe rules wi 11 be of ſmall uſe 
to you that can frame much better ; yet let me beg leave Duns by dedicating them 
to your fervice, I may have the honour of telling the world, that I am obliged to your 
Lorditup ; and that J am molt entirely 


Your Lordſhip's 
Moſt faithful humble ſervant, 
WILLIAM KING 
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Henry Lord Herbert ſucceeded to his father's titles f in 1732, and died in 1749. N. 
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T is endeavoured, in the following Poe ms, do give the Readers of both lexes tome 


ideas of the Art of ws ; ſuch a Love as is innocent and virtuous, and whoſe 
deſires terminate in preſent happineſs and that of poſterity. It would be in vain to 
think of doing it wit thout help frem the Ancients, amonglt v rhom none has touched that 
paſſion more tenderly and jullly Ovid. He knew that he bore the maſterſhip in 
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that Art; and therefore, in the Fourth Book De Triſtibus, when he would give ſome 
account of himſelf to future ages, he calls himſelf * Tencrorum Luſor Amorum,” as 
he gloried principally in the deſcriptions he had made of that patllt. 

The preſent imitation of him is at leaſt ſuch a one as Mr. Dryden 
& an endeavour of a later Poet to write like one who has wr 
* ſame ſubject; that is, not to tranſlate his words, or be confi 
& to ſet him as a pattern, and to write as he luppoſcs that © e would 


& had he lived in our age and in our country. But he dares not lay that Sir John Den- 


& ham“, or Mr. Cowley, have carried this Libertine way, as the latter calls it, fo far 
* a8 this definition reaches.“ But, alas! the preſent Imitator has come up to it, if 
not pe haps exceeded it. Sir John Dcuham ha d Virgil, and Mr. Conley had Pindar, 
to deal with, who both wrote upon latting foundations: but the preſent ſubject being 
Love, it would be unreaſonable to think of too great a confinement to be 14 on it. 
And though tithe paſſion and grounds of it will continue the fame through all ages; yet 
there will be many little modes, faſhions, and graces, ways of complaiſance and ad- 
dreſs, cntertainments and diverſions; which time will vary. Since the world will ex- 
pect new thil 855 and perſons will write, and the F {OE have ſo great a fund of 
Lear ling; whom can the Moderns take better to copy than fach originals ? It is moſt 
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likely they may not come up to them; but it is a thouſand to one but their imitation is 
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beiter than any clumſy invention ot their own. Whoever undertakes this way of your 
* f * — 
ing, has as HRT 25 85 % underſtand the true —_ Zentus, and force of the exprel 
fions of his Author, as a iteral Flare: and, after all, he hes under this misfor- 
tune, that the faults are all his own; and, if there is any thing that may ſeem pardon- 
eos thews to whom he is engaged for! IF; 
201; th: garn! ine bottom men's TO WHOM ne Is en vad ed IO! . f An nitator: 
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his Author ſtand much upon the fame terms as Ben does v ith his Father in the Combe? Ty 
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&« What thof he = my Father, I an't bound Prentice to 'en. 
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y the Imitator tranſpoſed ſeveral Verſes of Ovid, and has 
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358 ided the whole into Fourteen Parts, rather than kecp it in Three Books. Theſe 
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may he tuo tedious tobe recited : but, among the reit, tome were, that matters ot the 
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Virgil in his. © Georg „ ſo here m. oſt of the parts end with {ome remarkable Fable, 


% 


4 


* — o * 1 ** Irrer »% » 1 4 I * - 2 L: [] » WHO £ 
which carries with it ED Moral: vet, if any perſons pleaſe to take the Six firſt Parts 
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00K; and 115 ide the Light laſt, tlie V nay make Three DOORS Ol them again. 
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11ace they Wi ulld TOA 2 have Deen ſullered tO Hand there. But 8 for the Love 1481 
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mentioned, it being all prodent, honourable, and virtuous, there is no need of any re- 
medy to be preſcribed for it, but the ſpcedy obtaining of aha Ti inns) _Shogld the 
Imitator? 8 ty! IC ſeem not to Be ſulniciently reitra: | d, i ould h NOL har C ot ded Da 1 
for review or correction, It it be confidered, that perhaps even in that he » deſired to 


imitate his Author, and would not peruſe them; as ſome of Ovid's Works were, 
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ſo thcic might De committed to tlie Ames. But he icaves ne for the Reader to do, 
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11 he pleaſes, when De nas Dusti * LILLY 
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Dryden alludes fo © The! u Sion of Troy, &c. J. | 
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+ In the firſt editions of the © Art of Cookery,” and of the © Art of Love, Dr. King princes 
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chold the conflicts of the generous ſtœcds, 
Sprung from true blood, and wen-atteite d breeds, 
wy nere youth may juſtly with diſcerning eye 
Through riding Amazonian habit f y 
That which his ſwifteſt courſer cannot fiy. 

It is no treacherous or baſe picce ol art, 
T'approve the fide with which the 

part : 

For equal paſſion equal minds will ſtrike, 
Either in commendation or diſlike. 
For, when two ſencers ready ſtand to fighr, 1 
And we rc ſyectators of the bloody 
Our nimhle paſſion Love has ſoon deſign'd 
The man to whom we mult and will be kind. 
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his is our conqueror ers fight b. in ] 


ſtart! 


If danger dares eee him, how we 
heart: 


Our frighted blood runs trembling to our 
He rakes the wounds, but we endure the nur 
And Nature by ſuch inſtances or s Prove, 
That we fear molt for that which moſt we 
Thoroſorc, if chance ſhould wary het 
ſhould flip. or be 
k it not a too © 
With e nets un a 
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We offer ſmall e to the powers above: 135 
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So when Eliza, whote propitious days 
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Had ſill'd, and ſeem'd as ſte) pping back again; 
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« What is the gold ade rns this 705 ral ft are 


„ s jt not bammiet'd all lrem Vie 0 ; _ 


« Don't it require a molt prodigic 
„To manage treatures in the height of war ? 
« Mull he not*bc ot. calmeſt truth p. ll [t, 

„ Preſides o'er councils-of the Royal breal} ? 
nal ſcenes of war! 
at Gibraltar ? 
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Sir, Were ever you 


« Has not the Emperor Lot {ore Envoy here ? 
« Won't Daniſh, Swed liſh 1, Pruflian Lords ap- 
* 
11 © 


« Who repreſents the Line of Hanover ? 
te Don't The States Gener | allilt them all! ? 


© Qhonld we not be in danger, if they fall? 
„ If Savoy's Duke and Prince Eugene could 
meet 


In this ſolemnity, *twould be complete. 120 
« Think you that is lona could have ſtood 
« Without the hazard of our nubleſt blood? 
« At Ramilics what enfigns did you get? 
Did many-towns in Flanders then ſubmit ? 
« Was it the 2 jeror's buſfnels to deftroy, 183 
Or was he met by all of them with joy? 
„% Oh, could my v iſh but ſame cternal give, 
"The laurel on thoſe brows ſhould ever live!“ 
The Britiſh worth in nothing need deſpair, 
When it has ſuch afliſtance from the Fair. 100 
As Virtue merits, it expects regard: 
And Valour flies, where Beauty * s the reward. 
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IN Love-afſairs the Theatre has part, 
That wiſe and moſt inſtructing ſcene of art, 


Where Vice is puniſh' with : juſt reward, 
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Ind Virtue meets with ſuitable regard; 
Where mutual Love and Fric ndIihip find retu: I 
But treacherous Infolence is hiſsd with ſcorn, 

\nd Love 's urlawful wiles in torment burn. 5 
his without bluſhes whillt a virgin ſees, } 
UPON 1 brave ſpectator Love 0 
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cellar crying, 


Nor Angels from the ga ret is, 
Thi 8 vas made of ſticks and buſt ſhes, 
And all the Floor was ſtreu 4 with ruſhes : 
the Seats were rais'd with turf and 
hence Heroes mi view'd, and Gods, 
Paris and Helen was the Play 
And how both of them 
Romulus bade his 
Invite the Sabines to = how 
s Opera no rate is: 
They all were free to come in 
And they Y\, 28 girls Will ſel f m miſs 
A merry meeting, came to this. 
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ran ay ays 


gratis. 


There was much wiſhing, lighing, thinking, 
5 without wp ering, and winking. 246 


heir pipes had then no ſhaking touch 
The eir ſong and dance were like the Dutch 
The whole performance was by men, 

they had no Eunuchs then. 2 
But, Whillt the muſick brit "ey 
Romulus at his cue diſplay' 
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74 N 
as My Bull. 5 Cares for none of thaſe 
6s Th. t are aid % ſpoll their cloaths ; ' 
| 
* Did he bu! 5 me, he'd not fail 350 
Fo take me with my dtaggle- tail. f 
Then tears would fall, and then ſhe'd run, 

As would the Devil pon Dun. 
When ſhe fome handfome Cow did ſpy, 
The's ſcan her form with jealous c; 355 
Say, How hefrifks it o'er t plain, 
Runs on, and then turns back again | 
* Sh. fecms a Bear refoly'd to prance, | 
* Or 5 She-aſs that tries to dance. 

* in yain ſhe chinks herſelf fo fine: 360 
She cant ple. je Bull- y, tot he's mine. 

= Par tis revenge alone afluages 

3 XI 7 ki, Y * hen 4 * non 7 s [ 
"= Here, K 115 213 qui K* \ * 1 . WW, 

And ſce the thrive rrion tlouch, 365 
„ But ſecond counſel's be : the dics: f 


« le make immediate factibce, 

Wil . the victim I. 441 
2 12 

& is thus my Riv s l' remove f 


E : 152 1 _— i 1 Load! * — - 
. V. MO AVTEL 240 Tt IX Bie 140 \\ Hat | 3V Es 3 + y 
> 7 l 
J in <8 Pt s Wor} d now, | 
= # S 
8 ere? ac 
0 Since Je Vi > C*ANSLOTY NN 4 her 0 a Cow , [] 


a Bull Europa came 
that bleſt land which name. 

& Who knows what Fate 's ordain'd tor 
The languiſhing Paſiphac, | 

Had 1 a Bull a» kind as ſhe | 

When madnects rages w ith unuſual fire, 

"Tis not in Nature's pow: ert to quench deſire; 
Then Vice transforms man's re 2x into beaſt, 380 
And fo the monſter s made the Poet's jeſt. 
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LET Youth avoid the noxious heat of Wine : 


Bacchus to Cupid bears an ill deſign. 
& | he o ra pe, whe n ON Tt 
So clogs the down, the teat thers cannot move. 38. 
The boy, who otherwiſe wou Id fleeting ſtray, 
Reels, tumbles, lies d to ſtay. 
Then courage riſcs, whe: 's fir'd, 
And rages to pollefs the t king deſir 
Care vaniſhe 8 thr rough th © 0 kalt. d bl GOL 390 
And ſorrow paſſes in the purple flood; 
Laughter proceeds; nor car he want a ſoul, 
Whole t ,oughts in far er heaps of plenty Toll. 
Uncommon 2 edom lets the ls impart 
Plain fimple truth from a diilemblin; 
Then to ſome wanton pation 
Which his Guicrs ecter hours would gladly hun; 
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write his $i1/ct-dyirx upon the glals; 


1 6 TY 1 wry 
N! It * ſinking CY. S WIC'l aii 


Follies his tongue re) TO con! 15. 
Then his cond nature will take t'other ſup, 
Ie ſhe'll firſt kiſs, that he may kiſs the cup. 
Then ſomething nice and cvity Be co! li tat, 
Suppoling ſtill that e will cat“ the meat. 405 
Bat, it a Brother or o Huſband 's by, 
* 1 =Y Sana of wit wy [ ö , 
Vw nom Inc 1;-NUU W n \ 4 'PY, 
He thinks it not below him to pretend 
Fhe apen-heartednels vi a truc friend ; 
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576 


No youth that 's wiſe will to his igure truſt, 580 
As if ſo fine to be accoſted firſt. . 
Piltreſs muſt aſk, and grateſully receive: 

Tis Heaven and Beauty $ honour, the y Can give. 


There 's ſome have thought that looking p ale and 
wan, 

With a ſubmiſſion that is leſs than man, 
Miglt g. in their end ; but funk 1 in the attc 
And found, that v which they merited, 

Gain but admittance, alt your = "Hb 'stold ; 
There 's nothing then remains but to be bold. 
Venus and E. rtune will alliſt your claim; TOC 

39 
And Cupid dart th: bre aſt at which you aun. 
No need of ſtudied ſpeech, or * ſul rules 
i 
Love has an cloquence 5 ond the {chovis 
L } 7 

Wiere ſoſteſt words and accents will he found 

All flowing in, to form th rming ound. 595 
Of her you love bright images you Mraiſe: 

% 
When jaft, they ar: fluttery, but pres 
Jul, Y» 

What can be ſaid too muca 20 
Since an immortal fame 1 Virtue 's food? 

For nine years“ ſp had fruitleſs ſtood, 


CO 
5885 
em! * 


* 


contéempt. 


Without the aid of N. ic flood: 6c 
When Thraſius laid, Ning to regain, 
« The Gods require a fr ibould bel! an,” 
« Be thou the man, (th iris crics:) 
„' make th' adviſer !: fee | 
ay * can he blame the vo! he dies 
Perillus, firſt and lait * : 
For Phalaris a Bull hai 1 
With fire 3 th. 21 by 
He put the rover in: 610 
And gave tim, Ls ; fellow, 
Proce: lence in is. W. 
The Tyrant, peta ! law more ſuſt 
Tis. * Re : „t. ill, ſhould feel it 
firſt. 
Cur{t be ti be their trade, 615 


And by „ awful! 
Whole e Und its ſure relief, 
When ter 6 other's grief! 
Careleſs her. what they promile now, 
To the Kolian inds commit their vow 3 


? 4 % * » 4 wa * : » 4 > 1 ; 1 117 
Then cite th' example of the ig:itnicls Jeve, 


Who laughs, they lay. at perjury in 1.05 
| val e 
They think they have a thoulaud Ways to picale, 
— 7 o . E . Fa "7 
Ten thouſand more to rob thy ming of eaſc, 626 
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birt! 1 abo ne. 3 
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Cr, as the earth in various 
z0ur dances in tanta 
ike Proteus, can be Lion, River, 
A Tree, or any thing thats fram'd of air. 630 
Thus th 7 la y {nares, thus they let oy their bait 
With ail the fine allurements of deccit. 
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Bot 
Will gad that fraud is various, Virtue ONE. 
Achilles, a gigantic boy, 

Was wanted at the ſiege of Troy: 

His country 5 danger did require him 

And all the generals did 3 him: 

For Diſcor a, you muſt know, had thrown 
An App le where *twas two to one 

But, if a ſtir was made about it, 


Ivo of the three mult 80 without it: 


635 


640 
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they, who through this c ke of miſchieſ run, 
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And ſo it was; for Paris gave it 

To Venus, who reſolv'd to have it. 

(The ſtory here would be too long: 645 

But you may find it in the Song. N 

Venus although not over-virtuous, 

Yet {till deſigning to be courteous, 

Reſolved to procure the b let 

A flaming and triumphant harlot ; 

Firſt ſtol'n by one ſhe would not ſtay with, 
hen married to be run away with. 

Her Paris carried to his mother; 

And thence in Greece aroſe that 

Of v 8 old Homer, Virgil, Da 

And Dau cer, make u {uct} 

It was a juſt and noble caule, 
The br reach of hoſpitab avs: 
Tho ugh « done to one, vol common grief 
Made al! to ſcek relief. 

But, when they ſought the country round, 

The re 'S nc Achilles could be found. 

His mother was afraid t' have loft him. 

And therefore thus ſhe did accolt him. 

« N pretty dear, let me perſuade ye 
This once for to become a lady. 

« "This petticoat and mantua take, 

4e _ wear this nightrail for my fa k e. 

« ve made your knots all of the ſmall: leſt, 

Bica zuſe you 're ſom ething of the talleſt. 670 
4 have you never go unlac'd, 

« For fear of ſpoiling of waiſt, 
&©= Now languiſh on me - {corn me how 
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And he that ſhould his country {+ ve, « Min G1 = 150 
Aud beauty by his worth deſe: ve, « The ſky and fire are left for me. g I 
. -4 In female ſoſtneſs wanton ſtays, „Pardon my fond attempt, great Jove, | 
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8. 728 Cal your leats above. 780 5 
* lt is nece ſlity that draws 5 
PA | * A new. invented rule ſor Nature's laws. 5 
% Thus he! an Full many a feather 5 
- ZUT ne O hap] Py Youth, thy prize is found | © With twine of thread he ſlitch'd together; ; 
? 5 4 * 
Al e . | fuccels are crown'd, * {Abundai more than are enough 705 £ 
Not lo Pæans, when Apol Py us d; f © %% make your wife and mine a muff. > , 
Not trophies to victorious Grecians rais'd j f * Ihns he frames wings, and nothing lacks 3 D 
Not acclamations of exal d Rome. Pa 5. « To fix the whole, but melted wax: w 
3 To welcome Peace with her Auguſtus home . hat was the work of the young boy, 4 
Can more delight a brave and generous mind, « Plcas'd at the fancy of the toy: 7yo — 2 975 
Than it muſt you to ſee a Beauty kind: Not guelling, ere he was much older, _ 
11 X 1 * W 
The bays tO e with gratitude vou 1 give, « He ſhould have on Upon ca h ſhoulder, 8 
W | Like Heſioc nd uke Homer make me live. 730 „% To whom his Father: Here's the hip 1 
Thus Pele ps n triumphant chariot brought 6% By which we muſt from Minos lip. 2 
2 f Hippodamy , With his life's dang r bought. « Child, follow me, uit as fly on, 793 : 
| Thus proſperous Taſon, rich with golden fleece, * And keep your eye fix d on Orion: 2 
; On Argos” vocal timber ſail'd to Grecce, eil be your guide; and never fear, | 
> ; But ttay, fond Youth; the danger is not palt : „ Conducted by a Father's care. 2 
ö bou Tc not arriv'd in port, nor anchor caſt. 736 The Virgin and Bootes ſhun. E 
0 From you my heart may ſtill more bays de ſerve, « "Take heed left you approach the Sun; 8c "I 
It what | y me you 10'd, by me vou {ſhall preſerve. „ His flaming influence wil f be felt, 
N ] th Int , On juel IS the lc 15 le 8 p * A the Citi uv. 11. WIII 111 it. a 
To fix the throne on tHat which you policl: 74 N a by riſing fogs diſcover; 1 
- ö 2 ; 
Now, Erato, divi [t, ſolteft Muſe, «K Oer that, be ſure, vou never hover: 5: 8 
83 Whoſe name and office both 4 Le ve ind: ſe, * It would be diiſicult to dra; 805 F 
Alliſt my great deſign: If Venus' Son, ** Your wetted pinions, ſhould they flag. | 
1hat vagabond, would from nis mother run, „% B<tween them both the tky is fair, { We 
ad ako wih £.cout, . Cd og Tz 4 3 JC RY 
id inen, VIEN Loaring WINGS and bod; 118 If, 745 e. No Wil Ss OF NUQETFICAaNt are there, -{ 
| hroug the valt worid's extent would take his « But you may fan the flecting air. ; 

l A; "IiT % 2 | 425 1 4 a he With whipct d ſtrings r 
90 ; Py artful} onds let me 1 lecure his lt V. ce Fatt ne. ati ' then exte! ds. wines; 811 „ 
| ad make his univerſal pe „er obev. & And, when the youth 's completely dreſt, 7 

Whilſt ! my art woul thus improve, eee the Eagle from her neſt = Fg 
And fondly th. ucht to Hackle 1 Ove, 7IC & By gentle flights her 1 gl 4 ies * 6 
wo nehbours that were {tanding b) . } « To dare the fun, and mount the tkies; 813 
J R 1 5 1 n % * * 25 1 1 * 
98 f otrmented both with jeaJouſy, « The Father fo his Boy prepares, 
| old mc it was in vain to try. \ J Not without kiſs and falling tears. 
EN one begun his tale, as thus: | « In a Jar plain, a int Height 
Perhaps you 've heard of Die dalus, Tec & Gives ſome aſſiſtan c tu their flight. 8 
: * . . 1 ; n . * EL. I 
* When Minos would have made him ſtay, « With a quick ſpritig and Huttering noiſe, 620 8 
9 3 Ho through the clouds he . e „They in the ſky th ir b Pale. þ 3 
: He was a workman wiſe and good, «& Back on his Son the Father lonks, HEELS 
* Building was what he underſtood. « Praifing his fwift and even flrokes 
8 
Like to the houſe where we act Plays, 760 „% Now dread!-fs, with bold art ſupplicd, 
dle made a turning winding maze, « He docs on ziry billows ride, 
"G5 ; 5 Fitting to harbour acts of {in, © And four with an amnit 0483 pn \ 5 
' And put a Whore and Baſtard in. „ Mortals, who by the limpid flood 7 
4 J i" a « - + 
* I've done your work ; and now my tru! „ With patient angle long have ſtoud, 8 
"26, « On the ſmooth water s ſhining face 3 
27 3 
Good Sir, that you will do me juftice, 765 & Sec the Amazing creatures pals, 830 3 
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Watch, and attend; then your reward will prove, © Into the horrid woods is run, 
When ſhe recovers, full increaſe of Love. b © Where he ne'er ſees the ray of ſun, 
Far from this Love is havghty pride % Nor to his palace dares return, 
Which ancient Fables beſt Gerige 3 : 1070] © Where he for Plyche's love did burn, 1135 
Women imperious, void of f ſhare, And found correction at her hands | 
And careleſs of their Lovers' fame, © For difobeying juſt commands; 
Who of tyrannic follies boaſt, But muſt his ſilent penance do 
Tormenting him that loves them moſt, For once not buckling of her ſhoe : . 
When Hercules, by labours done, 1075 A good example, child, for you. . 
Had prov'd himſelf to be Jove's ſon, * Which ſhews you, when we have our fool, c 
By peace which he to Earth had given, « We *ve policy enough to rule: ' 
Deſerv'd to have his reſt in Heaven; might have made you ſuch a fellow, No 
Envy, that ſtrives to be unjuſt, As ſhould have carried my umbrella, He 
Reſolv'd to mortify him firſt ; 1080 Or bore a flambeau by my chair, 1145 Is x 
And, that he ſhould enamour'd be % And bade the mob not come too near; Th 
Of a proud jilt call'd Omphale, * Or lay the cloth, or wait at table; Is { 
Who ſhould his Heroſhip expoſe « Nay, been a helper in the ſtable. 
By ſpinning hemp in women's cloaths, « To my commands obedience pay 
Her mind ſhe did vouckſafe one day o85 | © At dead of night, or break of day. 1155 
Thus to her Lover to diſpla « Speed is your province; if 'tis 1 N 
Come quickly, Sir, off with this Skin: That bid you run, you ought to fly. Can 
* Think you I'll let a Tanner in? * He that Love's nimble paſſion feels To 1 
* If you of Lions talk, or Boars, Will ſoon outſtrip my chariot wheels. 1154 And 
« You certainly turn out of doors, 10900 © Through Dog: ſtar's heat he Ill tripping go, You 
« Your club's abundantly too thick „Nor leaves he print upon the ſnow, 
& For one ſhall move a fiddle- ſtick. * The wind itſelf to him is flow. And 
* What ſhould you do with all thoſe arrows? « He that in Cupid's wars would fight, The 
« J will have nothing kill'd but Sparrows. 6“ Grief, winter, dirty roads, and night, Roll 
* Heccy, this day you may remember; 1095 A bed of earth midſt ſhowers of rain, 1166 80 J. 
& For you ſhall ſee a Lady's chamber, & After no ſupper, are his gain. By n 
&« Let me be rightly underſtood : « Bright Phoebus took Admetus' pay, Daily 
© What I intend is for your good. « And in a little cottage lay: Or t⸗ 
* In boddice I deſign to lace ye, « All this he did for fear of Jove; No v 
c And ſo among my Maids Ill place ye. 11co © Aud who would not do more for Love ? 1165 Who! 
& When you 're genteeler grown, and thinner, « If entrance is by locks denied, 
* May be l 'I call you up to dinner. Then through the roof or window lide. So P! 
& With arms fo brawny, fiſts ſo red, &« Leander each night ſwam the ſeas, With 
* You ll ſcrub the rooms, or make the bed. «That he might thereby Hero pleaſe. And 
% You can t ſtick pins s, or frieze my hair. 1105 % Perhaps I may be pleas'd to fee 1170 Bene 
« Bleis me! you ve nothing of an air. « Your life in danger, when for me. . 
& You Il ne'er come up to working point: « You ' find my ſervants in a row; = Prody 
« Your fingers all ſeem out of joint. % Remember then you make your bow; = ho 
Then, heſides, Heccy, I mult tell ye, % For they are your ſuperiors now. = Had t| 
« An ble hand has empty belly: 1118 « No matter if you do engage 1175 by a 
« Therefore this morning 11 begin, « My Porter, Woman, favourite Page, 2 Lis fr 
* Try how your c}urifineſs will ſpin. « My Dog, my Parrot, Monkey, Black, When 
% You are my ſhadow, do you ſee: Or any thing that does partake be fi 
e“ Your hope, your thought, your wiſh, all « © Of that admittance which you lack. let 
« Inventcd and controb'd by nie. “ But alter all you may n't prevail, 1180 = Which 
& Look up whene'er I laugh; look down 1116 © And your moſt glittering hopes may fail: = was 
& With tr: mbling borror, if I frown, For Ceres does not always yield Who d 
Say as | fay ; ſervants can't lie. Ihe crop entruſted to the geld. 11 
% Your truth is my propriety. « Fair gales may bring you to a coaſt = iis ty 
« Nay, you ſhould be to torture brought, 11200 Where you 'i by hidden rocks be loſt. 1185 bur ha 
% Were | but jealous you tranſgreſt in thought; « Love is tenacious of its joys, ind H 
% Or if from Jove your ſingle wiſh ſhould crave « Gives ſtaall reward for great employs; [ales © 
The fate of not continuing ſtill my ſlave. « But has as many griefs in ſtore asd 
& here is no Lover that i is wile « As ſhells by Neptune caſt on ſhore; 7 
« Brctends to win at cards or dice. I125 « As Athos Hares, as Hybla Bees, 11909 Mak 
«Tis for his Miſtreſs all is thrown ; e Olives on the Palladian trees. g 
*'Th' ill-ſortune his, the good her own. « And, when his angry arrows fall, JJ hc ma? 
„ Melanion, whilom lovely youth, * hey re not found ti: g' d with common gall. here à 
% Fam'd for his valour and his truth, « You 're told I'm not at home , tis true: RA ey m 
« Whom every beauty did adorn 11309] ©} may be there, but not for you; 9 Po. 
@ Freſh as Aurora's bluikigg morn, « And I may let yeu ſes it too. . Lis v 
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Perhaps I bid you come at night: 

if the door 's ſhut, ſtay till tis light, 

Perhaps my maid ſhall bid yon go: 

A thing ihe knows you dare not do. 

* Your rival ſhall admiſſion gain, 

And laugh to ice his foe in pain. 

All this and more you muſt endure, 

If you from me expect a cure, 

Tis fitting 1 ſhould ſearch the wound, 

Leſt all your danger be not found.” 
When eaſy fondneſs meets with women's pride, 

Nothing which that can aſk muſt be denied, 

He that enjoy'd the names of great and brave 

Is pleas'd to ſeem a female and a flave: 

The Hero, number'd with the gods before, 

Is ſo debas'd as to he man no more. 
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1 IX. 
NOT by the fail with which you put to ſea 

Can you where Thetis ſwells conducted be; 

To the ſame port you ll different paſſage find, 1215 
And fill your ſheets ev'n with contrarious wind. 
You nurs'd the Fawn, now grown Stag wondrous 

big, 
And fleep beneath the ſhade you knew a twig. 
The bubbling ſpring, increas'd by floods and rain, 
Rolls with impetuous ſtream, and foams the main: 
So Love augments in juſt degrees; at length 1221 
By nutrimental fires it gains its ſtrength, 
Daily till midnight let kind looks or fong, 
Or tales of love, the pleaſing hours prolong. 
No wearineſs upon their bliſs attend; T225 
Whom marriage-vows have render'd more than 
friends. 
So Philomels, of equal mates poſſeſt, 
With a congenial heat, and downy reſt, 

And care inceſſant hover o'cr their neſt : 

Hence from their eggs (mall worlds whence all 
things ſpring) 1230 

Produce a rice by nature taught to ſing; 

Who ne'er to this harmonious air had come, 

Had their parental love ſtray'd far from home. 

yea ſhort abſence mutual joys increale : 

Lis from the toils of war we value peace. 1235 
When Jove a while the fruitful ſhower reftrains, 
The field on his return a brighter verdure gains. 
do let not grief too much diſturb thoſe hearts, 
Which for a while the war or buſineſs parts. 
Twas hard to let Proteſilaus go, 

Who did his death by oracles foreknow. 

Ulyſſes made indeed a tedious ſtay, 

His twenty winter's abſence was delay ; 
t happineſs revives with his return, 

And Hymen's altars with freſh incenſe burn: 1245 
lales of his ſhip, her web, they both recount ; 
Picas'd that their wedlock ſaith all dangers could 

ſurmount. 

Make thou ſpeed back; haſte to her longing 
| arms: 
e way have real or impending harms. 

ere are no minutes in a Lover's fears: ma 

cy mcaſure all their time by months and year 

Poets are always Virtue's friends, 
Tis what their Muſe ſtill recommends : 
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But then the fatal track it ſhows 
Where devious vice through trouble goes. 125 
They tell us, how a huſband's care 
Neglected leaves a wile too fair 
In hands of a young ſpark, calPd Paris; 
And how tac beautcous truſt miſcarries. 
With kindnetis he receives the you ith, 1260 


Whole modeit looks might promiſe truth: 
Then gives him opportunity 

To throw the ſpecious vizard by. 

The man had things to be adjuſted, 

With which the wife ſhould not be trufted: 


And, whilſt he gave himſelt the looſe, 266 
Left her at home to keep the houſe. 
When Helca {aw his back was turn'd, 
The devil a bit the Gipſy mourn'd, 
Says ſhe, © „is his fault to be gone; 1279 


« It ſha*n't be mine 
CC 


to lic alone 
A vacant pillow * s ſuch a jeft, 
That with it | could never reſt, 
He ne er confider'd his own danger, 
To leave me with a handſome ſtranger. 1275 
Wolves would give good account of Sheep, 
Left to their vigilance to keep. 
“ Pray who, except twere Geeſe of W Vidgeons, 
« Would hive a Hawk to guard their Pi :dgcons ? 
Suppoſing then it might be ſaid 1280 
That Menelaus now were dead: 
A pretty figure I ſhould make 
To go in mourning tor his ſake. 
She that in widow's garh appears, 
Eſpecially when at my years, 
May ſeem to be at her laſt prayers, 
But eU ſtill have my heart divided 

Twixt one to loſe, and one provided. 
He that is gone, is gone : leſs fear 
Of wanting him that l have here.“ I 
The ſequel was the Fire of Troy 
Brought to deſtruction by this Boy. 

They tell us, how a Wife provok'd, 

And to a brutiſh Huſhand yok'd, 
Who, by diſtracting paſſion led, 
Scorns all her charms, and flies her bed, 
Whca on her Rival ſac has ſeiz'd, 
Sceme with a ſecret horror pleas'd. 
They then deſcribe her like ſome Boar 
Plunging his tuſk in Maſtift's gore; 
Or Lioneſe, whoſe ravith'd whelp 
Roars for his Mother's furious help; 
Or Baſiliſk when rouz'd, whoie breath, 

Teeth, ſting, and eye-balls, all are death; 
Like franticks {truck by magick rod 
Of ſome deſpis'd avenging God: 
Make her through blood for vengeance run, 
Like Progne lacrifice her fon ; 
And like Medea dart thoſe hires 
By which Creilla's gholt expires. 
Then let her with exalted rage 
Her grief with the ſame crimes aſſuage. 
To heighten and improve the curſe, 
Becauſe he 's bad, they make her worſe. 
So Tyndaris diſſolves in tears, 
When firlt ſhe of Chryſeis hears; 
But, when Lyrneſſis captive 's led, 


And raviſh'd to deſile her bed, 
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Demophoon, nine times recall'd, forbore 
Return, and let his Phyllis name the ſhore, 
Zneas wreckt, and hoſpitably us'd, 
Fam'd for his piety, yet ſtill refus' a 1565 
To ſtay where lov'd, but left the dangerous ſword 
By which ſhe died to whom he broke his word, 
Piteous examples worthy better fate, 
if my inſtructions had not come to late: 
For then their art and prudence had retain d 1570 
What firſt victorious rays of beauty gain'd. 
Whilit thus 1 thought, not without grief to find 
Deſencelefs Virtue meet with fate enkind, 
Bright Cytherea's ſacred voice did reach 
My tiagliug ears, and thus ſhe bade me teach : 
What had che harmlaſs maiddeſerv'd ſromthee? 
* *Fhou haſt given weapons to her enemy; 
* Whilft in the feld ſhe muſt defenceleſs fand, 
«© With want of Krill, and more unable hand, 
* Stefichorus, who would no ſubject find 15380 
But harm to maids, was by the Gods ſtruck | 
blind : * 
% But, when his fong did with their glories riſe, 
He had his own reſtor'd, to praiſe their eyes, 
© Be rul'd by me, and arms deſenſive give; 
% Tis by the Ladies favours you mult live.” 1585 
She then one myſtic leaf with berries four 
(Pluckt from her myrtle-crown) bade me with 
fpeed devour. 
I find the power inſpir'd ; through purer iky 


My breath diſlolves in verſe, to make young Lovers 


die, 
Here Modeſty and Innoccnee ſhall learn 1590 
How they may truth from flattering ipeech diſcern, 
But eome with ſpeed ; loſe not the flying day. 
See how the crowGing waves roll dowu away, 
And neither, though at Love's command, will 
ſtay. 
Theſe waves and time we never can recall; 1555 
Bur, as the minutes paſs, muſt loſe them all. 
Nor like what 's paſt are days ſucceeding good, 
But flide with warmth decay'd and thicker blood, 
Flora, although a Goddeſs, yet does fear 
The change that prows with the declining year; 
Whilſt gliftering fnakes, by caſting off their ſkin, 
Freſh courage gain, and lite reuew'd begin. 
The Eagles caſt their bills, the Stag its horn; 
But Beauty to that blefling is not born. 

Thus Nature prompts #6 uſe to forward Love, 
Grac'd by examples of the Powers above. 1600 
Endymion pierc'd the chaſte Diana's heart, 

And cool Aurora ſelt Love's fiery dart. 


FAY XII. 


A PERSON of ſome quality 
Hzppen'd, they fay, in Love to be 1610 
With one who held. him by delay, ? 
Would neither ſay him No or Ay; 
Nor would ſhe have him go his way. \ 
This Lady thought it belt to ſend 
For ſome cxperienc'd truſty friend, - 1615 


To whom ſhe might her mind impart, 
* no-hain her own, and bind his heart; 


A lire-woman by &ccupation, | 
A vwictyl and a choc vocation, 


* 


| 


POR Ms 
She faw all, heard all, never idle; 1920 


Her fingers or her tongue would fiddle ; 
Diverting with a kind of wit, 

Aiming at all, would fometimes hit; 

Though in her fort of rambling way 

She many a ſ:rions truth would ſay. 1625 
Thus iu much talk among the reſt 


The oracle iticif expreſt ; 


„i've heard ſome cry, Well, I profeſs 
* There 's nothing ta be gain'd by dreſs ! 
They might as well fay that a field, 1 
Uncultivated, yet would yield 
As good a crop as that which tkili 
* With utmoſt diligeuce thould till; 
Our vintage would be very tine, 
nobody flonkd prune their vine! 1635 
„ Good ſhape and air, it is confeſt, 
« Is given tos ſuch as Heaven has bleſt; 
But all folks have not the fame graces : 
There is diſtinction in our faces, 
„There was a time I d not repine 1640 
For any thing amiſs in mine, 
„Which, though I ſay it, fill ſeems fair; 
Thanks to my art as well as care! 
% Our grandmothers, they tell us, wore 
« Their Fardingale and their Bandore, 1645 
„Their Pinners, Forckead-cloth, and Ruff, 
„ Content with their own cloth and tuff, 
« With Hats upon their pates like Hives; 


Ln 
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« Things might become ſuch Soldiers wives; 


& Thought their own faces ſtill would laſt them 
« in the ſame mould which Nature caſt them. 
« Dark Paper Buildings then Rood thick; 

© No Palaces of Stone or Brick: 

« And then, alas! were no Exchanges: 

& But lee how time and faſhion changes ! 1655 
« 1 hate old things and age. | ſee, 

„Thank Heaven, times good enough for me. 
Your Goliſmiths now are mighty neat : 

* I love the air of Lombard-ſtreet, 

«© Whatc'er a Ship from India brings, 160 
„ Pearls, Diamonds, Silks, arc pretty things, 
«© The Cabinet, the Screen, the Fan, 

Pleaſe me extremely, if Japan: 

« And, what affe&s me fill the more, 

& They had none of them heretofore. 1665 
* When you 're unmarricd, never load ye 

« With Jewels; they may incommode ye. 

% Lovers 7 15 t dare approach ; ; but moſtly 

* They 1 | fear when married you 'I be colt ly. 


% Fine Rings and Lockcts heſt are tried, 1670 


© When given to you as a Bride, 

© In the mean time you ſhew your ſenſe 

« By going ſine at imall « xpence, 

e your Hair you upwards for), 
Sometimes lay doven in favourite curl ; 1575 
All mud throw ih twenty fiddiings pats 
Which none can teach you but your glut 
Sometunes they muſt diſnevel'd lic 

”" On neck of poliſh'd ivory: : : 
* Sometimes with firings of pearl they re 


«© $$, ? #< 
lix'd, 10 4 


ts 


& And the united beauty mix'd; 
Or, Mhen you won't their grace unſold, 
Secure them with a bar of gold, 
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Humour and faſhions change each day; 

Not birds in foreſts, flowers in May, 

Vould ſooner number'd be than they, 
There is a ſort of negligence, 
Which ſome eſteem as excellence, 
Your art with fo much art to hide, 
That nothing of it be deſeried; 1690 
To make your careleſs tteſſes flow | 
With ſo much air, that none ſhould know 
Whether they had been comb'd or no. 
But, in this fo neglected Hair, 
Many a Heart has found its ſnare. 1695 
Nature indeed has kindly ſent 

Us many things; more we inveat 


'Little enough, as I may ſay, 


To keep our Beauty from decay. 

As leaves that with fierce winds engage, 

Our curling treſſes fall with age. 1701 

But then by German herbs we find 

Colour, for locks tv grey in-lin'd. 

Sometimes we purchate Hair; and why ? 

Is not all tot our own we buy ? 1705 

You buy it publickly, ſay they: 

Why te]] us that, when we don't pay. 

Of French pomaies the town is full: 

Praiſe Heaven, no want of Spaniſh Wool! 

Let them leok fluſnt, let them look 
6 dead, 1710 

That can't afford the White and Red. 

in Covent Garden you buy pottes, 

There we our Lilies and our Koles, 

Who would a charming Eycbrow lack, 

Who can get any thing that 's black? 1715 

Let not theſe boxes open an : 

Some folks are toa much given to pry. 

Art not diffembled would Gifs race 

The purchas'd beauties of our face : 

This if ſuch perſons thould diſcover, 1720 

"Twould rather lofe than gin a Lover. 

Who is there now but underitands 

Searcloths to flea the face or hands ? 

Though the 1dea 's not fo taking, 

And the fin ſ-ems but odd in making, 1725 

Yet, when 'twiil with freſh luttre fine, 

Her ſpark will tell you 'tis divine, 


* * . 7 
hat Picture there your eye docs ſtrike; 


It is the work of great Vin Dyck. 
Which by a Roman would be fainted ; 1730 
What was 't but canvas till twas painted: 


There 's fevcralthings ſhould not he known 


O'er theſe there is a curtain drawn, 


Till *tis their ſcaſon to be ſhown, 


Your door on fit occations keep I735 

Faſt ſhut : who knows but you 're afleep ? 

When our teeth, colour, hair, and eyes, 

And what elſe at the toilet hes, 

Are all put on, we 're laid to riſe, : 
There was a Lady whom l knew, 740 

That muſt be nameleſs *cauſe *tis true, 

Who had the diſmaleſt miſchance 

I 've heard of fince | was in France: 

do proteſt, the thoughts of it 

Have almoſt put me in a fit. 1745 

Old Lady Meanwell's chamber-door, 

Juſt on the ſtairs of the firſt floor, 

Vo. III. 
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Stood open: and pray who ſhould come, 
But Knowall flouncing in the room ? 
No ſingle hair upon her head: 1756 
* | thought ſhe would have fell down dead. 
At lait ſhe ſound a cap of hair, 

Which ſhe pur on with ſuch an air, 
That cvery lock was out of place, 

And all hung dangling down her face. 1755 
I would not mortily one fo, 

Except ſome twenty that | know. 

* Her careleſſaefs and her defect 
„% Were laid to Miſtreſs Prue's neglect; 
And mnch ill-nature was betray'd, 
By noiſe and ſcolding with the maid. 
* 'The young look on ſuch things as ſtuff, 
Thinking their bloom has art enough. 

When tmoot}h, we matter it not at all; 

Tis when the "Thames is rough, we ſquall, 
But, whate*cr 'tis may be pretended, 

No face or ſnape but may be mended. 

All have our faults, and muſt abid them, 
We therefore : ſhould | rake care to }.ide them. 
You 're ſhort ; fit ſtill, you ' taller ſeem: : 
You "re only ſhorter from the ſtem 1771 
By looſer garb your icannefs is conceal'd; 

By want of fta 75 tne grofler ſhape 's revear'd. 
The more the Ulemiſhes upon the feet, 

The greater car? the lace and ſhoes be neat. $778 
Some backs and fides are wav'd like billows: 
2 4e notes are beſt made vy with pillows. 

Thick fingers always font? command 

„ Without the ttreiching out the hand. 

„Who has bed teeth ſhould never fee 1780 

«-A play, unleſs a Tragedy: 

« For we can teach you how to ſimper, 

% And when tis proper you ſhould whimper. 
Think that your grace and wit is now 

ot in Four jarghing at a thing, but Low. 1785 
© Let room for zomething more than breath 
* Jol t ew the ends of milk- white tecth. 
There is 3 je n'/cai quoi bs Found 

« [n a ſoft fnooth affe LY > ſound : 

« Bur there s a arict king crying tone, 1790 

c Whioh 1 ne'cr lik'd, When all is done: 

« And there arc e who haugh like men, 

« As uełer to ſhut their mouths again; 

« Se very loud and mal-propes, 

© They ſcem luke hautboys to a ſhow. 795 

« But now fer the reverſc ; "tis Kill 

& To let your tears fl W when you will, 

« Iris of uſe when people die; 
Or elie to have the ſplech, and cry, 

« B-cauſc you have no reaton why. 
Now ſor your talk—Come, let me fee : 

« Here loſe your V, here drop your T; 

« Deſpiſe that : your ſpeech is better 

« Much for deſtroying of one letter. 

%% Now liſp, and have a fort of pride 1805 

* EE o ſeem as if your tongue were ticd : 
This is ſuch a becoming fault, 

“% Rather than want, it ſhould be taught. 
« And now that you have ]-arnt to talk, 

% Pray let me ſce if you can walk. 

« There 's many danc:ng-maiters treat 

« Of management of ladies feet, 
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There is ſome their mircing gait have choſe, 

Treading without their hee! or toes. 

s She that reads Taſſo, or Malherbe“, 1815 

Chuſcs a ſtep that is /yperbe, 

Some giddy creatures, as if ſnunning 

Something diflik'd, are always running. 

Some prance like Frenchwomen, who ride 

As our Life-guard-men, all aftride, 1820 

But each of theſe have decoration 

« According to their affectation. 

That dance is graceful, and will pleaſe, 

„ Where all the motions glide with eaſe. 

« We to the ikilful theatre 1825 
This ſeeming want of art prefer. | 

« *Tis no ſmall art to give direction 

How to ſuit knots to each complexion, 

4 How to adorn the breaſt and head, 

With blue, white, cherry, pink, or red. 
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As the morn riſes, ſo that day 1831 
* Wear purple, ſkxy- colour, or grey: 

«& Your black at Lent, your green in May ; 

« Your filamot when leaves decay, 

cc 


All colours in the ſummer ſhine : 1835 
« Ahe nymphs ſhould be like gardens fine, 

« It is the faſhivn now-a-days, 

That almoſt every Lady plays. 

« Baſſet and Piquet grow to be 

* 'The ſubjedt of our Comedy: 1840 
% Put Whether we diverſion ſcek 

& In theſe, in Comet, or in Gleek, 

Or Ombre where true judgement can 
Diſcloſe the ſentiments of man ; 

Let 's have a care how we diſcover, 1845 
« Eſpecially before a Lover, 

Some paſſions which we ſhould conceal, 

But heats of play too oft” reveal; 

« For, be the matter ſmall or great, 

There 's like abhorrence for a cheat. 1850 
There 's nothing ſpeils a Woman's graces 

« Like pceviſhneſs and making faces : 

„Then angry words and rude diſcourſe, 

You may be ſure, become them worſe, 
With hopes of gain when we 're beſet, 1855 
We do too commonly forget 

Such guards as ſcreen us from thoſe eyes 
Which may obſcrve us, and deſpiſe. 

I *d burn the cards, rather than know 

* Of any of my friends did o: 1860 
've heard of ſome ſuch things ; but I, 
Thanks to my ſtars, was never by. 

% Thus we may paſs our time: the men 

« A thouſand ways divert their ſpleen, 

« Whilſt we fit peeviſhly within; 

„Hunting, cocking, racing, joking, 1366 
Fuddling, ſwimming, fencing, fmoaking ; 

« And little thinking how poor we 

% Muſt vent our ſcandal o'er our tea, 


* By the manner in which Taſſo and Malherbe 
are mentioned by Dr. King, they ſeem not to have 
been the moſt faſhionable authors of that age, 
Our authur has tranſlated what he calls “ an ad- 
„% mirable Ode of Malherbe.“ N. 
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{ fee no reaſon but we may 187 

Be briſk, and cqually as gay. 

Whene er aur Gentlemen would range, 

We ll take our chariot for the Change: 

If they 're diſpoſing for the Play, 

We'll haſten to the Opera: 1875 

« Or when they Il luſtily carovſe, 

« We ' ſurely to the Indian Houſe : 

& And at ſuch coſt whilſt thus we roam, 

For cheapneſs fake they Il ſtay at home. 

Few wiſe men's thoughts e'er yet pur» 
« ſued 

„ That which their eyes had never view'd 2 

« And fo our never being ſeen 

ls the ſame thing as not t' have been. 

% Grandeur itſelf and Poverty ; 

Were equal if no witneſs by: 102; 

e And they who always ling alone 

Can ne'er be prais'd by more than one, 

« Had Danae been ſhut up ſtill, 

„ She *d been a Maid againſt her will, 

« And might have grown prodigious old, 1898 

« And never had her ſtory told. 

« is fit fair Maids ſhould run a-gadding, 

« Jo ſet the amorous Beaux a-madding. 

« To many a Sheep the Wolf kas gone 

« Ere it can neatly ſeize on one; 1895 

And many a Partridge {capes away 

&« Before the Hawk can pounce its prey: 

« And fo, if pretty Damſfels rove, 

They 'I find out one perhaps may love; 

« If they no diligence will ſpare, 1908 

« And in their dreſſing itil] take care. 

© The Fiſher baits his hook a'l night, 

c In hopes by chance ſome Ec! may bite. 

Each with their Ciftercnt grace appears, 

Virgins with bluſh, Widows with tears, 1905 

« Which gain new Huſbands tender-hearted, 

To think how ſuch a couple parted. 

« But then there are ſome foppiſh Beaux 

Like us in all things but their cloaths ; 

That we may ſeem the more robuſt, 1910 

«© And fittcit to accoſt them firſt: 

« With powder, paint, falſe locks, and hair, 

They give themſelves a female air ; 

« Who, having all their tale by rote, 

« And harping ſtill on the ſame note, T915 

« Will tcil usthat, and nothing more 

„ 'Than what a thouſand heard before. 

« Though they all marks of Love pretend, 

« There 's nothing which they leſs intend : 

And, *midſt a thouſand hideous oaths, 1920 

With jewels falfe and borrow'd cloaths, 

« Our eaſineſs may give belief 

o one that is an errant thick.” 

The ſpark was coming; ſhe, undreſt, 
Scuttles away as if poſſeſt. 1925 
The Governeſs cries, © Where d'ye run?“ 

« Why, Madam, I 've but juſt begun,” 
She bawls; the other nothing hears, 
But leaves her prattling to the chairs. 

Virtue, without theſe little arts, 1930 
At firſt ſubdues, then keeps, our hearty ; 

And though*more gracefully it ſhows 
When it ſrom lovely perſons flows; 
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Yet often Goodueſs moſt prevails, 

When Beauty in perfection fails. 1935 
Though every feature mayn't be well, 

Yet all together may excel. 

There 's nothing but will eaſy prove, 

When all the reſt's made up by Love, 


FAST XIII. 
VIRGINS ſhould not unſkill'd in Muſic be; 


For what 's more like themſelves than Har- 
mony ? 1941 

Let not Vice nfs it only to betray, 

As Syrens by their Songs entice their prey. 

Let it with ſenſe, with voice, and beauty join, 

Grateful to eyes and car, and to the Mind Divine 1 

For there 's a double grace when plcaſing ſtrings 

Are touch'd by her that more de lightful fr 

Thus Orpheus did the rage of deſcrts quell, 

And charm'd the monſtruus inftrumouts of Hell. 

New walls to 'Thebes Amphion e 

Whiiſt to the work officicus marble rar 

Thus with his harp and voice Arion rods 

On the mute Filh ſafe through the rolling flood. 

Nor are che eflays of the Female wit 
Lets charming 
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in the verſes they have writ, * 1955 
From ancient age „ Love has ſound the way 
Its ba{hful thou: ats! JV Letters to convey ; 
ka hich ſometimes run in ſuch eng ging train, 
hat pity makes the Fair write back again. 
hk hat 's thus intended, ſome ſmall time delay: 
His paſſion ſtrengthens rather by our ſtay. 1960 
Then with a cautious wit vuur pen with-hold, 
Leſt a too free expreſitor make him hold. 
Create a mixture *twixt his hope and tcar, 
And in reproof let tenderneſs appear. 1965 
As he deſerves it, give him hopes of life: 
Acruel Miſtreſs makes à froward Wie. 
Aﬀect not foreign words: Love will impart 
A gentle ſtyle more excellent than art, 
Altrea's © lines flow on with ſo much cale; 1970 
That ſhe who writes like them mult ſurely pleate, 
Orinda's works, with courtly graces ot d. 
ue ſenſe in nice expre ſſious will afford: 
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A name aſſumed by Mrs. Aphra Bebn, a lady 
well known in the gay and pr tical world in the 
jicentious reign of King Charles II. She was 

thorels of ſeventcen Plays, two volumes of 
Novels, ſeveral Tranſlations, and many Purms. N 


+ The poetical name of Mrs, Cotharine Philips. 


dhe was the daughter of John Fowlcr, ag ren ts | 


an'4 born in London 1631; Was married to Jai ne 

hilips, of the Friory of Cardigan, «fq. abe; £ 
tie year 1647; and died in Flect-Hreet, in the 
nonth of Tune 1664. Her porms have been 


veral tum: LO She was alfo thi 
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volume of Letters, publiſhed ma ay Yeurs th r 
r dth, to "_ Chor N el intituled, © Let- 
rs from Qrinda 2 Poliarchus;”* which — teen 
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Whilſt tag ae * words ſeraphie thoughts 
XPF ets 

In lofty grandeur, but without excels. 1975 

Oh, had not Beauty parts enough to wound, 

But it mult pierce us with Poetic found ; 

Whilſt Phocbus ſuffers femele powers to tear 

Wreaths from his Daphne, which they juſtly wear! 
Be greater things to lefler we compare, 1950 
: b Uicill of Love is like the art of war. 

The General ſays, * Let him the Horſe command: 

Lou by that Enſign, you that Cannon ſtand : 

* Where danger calls, let t'other bring ſupplies.” 

With pleaſure all obey, in hopes to rife. 1985 

So, if you have a ſervant ſkill'd in Laws, 

Send him with moving fpeech to plead your cauſe. 

le that has native unaffected voice, 

In ſinging what you bid him, will re;oice. 

And wealth, as beauty orders it beſtow'd, 

Would make ev'n 3 in expences proud. 

Put they, o'er whom Apollo rules, have hearts 2 

1 ne mot ſuſcepri! x of Lovers im arts, 

And, like their (od, ſo they feel Cupid's darts 4 

The Gods and Kings are by their labours prais' d; 

Ar d they avail | by them to hoacur rais'd; 1496 

dor none to Heazun or Majeſty exprelt 

Their d uty WE 11] bur in return were bleſt. 

Nor did the mighty Scipio think it fc dur 

{hat TY: in Calabrian mountains born, 2000 

lis wars, retirements, councils, ſhould attend, 

In all Aſtin cuilh'd by the name of Friend. 

He that, for want of worlds tv conquer, wept, 

Without conſulting Homer never flept. 

The Poet's cares all terminate in fame; 2COF 

As they obtain, ; give, a laſting name. 

Ihus from the dead Lucrece and Cynthia riſe, 

And Berenice' s hair adorns the ſkies. 

The ſacred Bard no treacheruus craft diſplays, 

But virtuous'actions crowns with his own hays. 

Far from Ambition and Wealth's ſordid care, 2011 

In him good-nature and content appear: 

und tar from Courts, from ſtodious parties free, 

Ile ſigus forth Laura's charms beneath ſomc tres; 

Defpairing of the valugd prize he loves, 2015 

Commits his thouglits o winds and echoing groves. 
Pacts have | quick dei = and pation ens 

Where once it lights, there it continues long. 

They knov that Truth is the per pr tu al band, 

By which the world and heaven of Love mu ul it nd, 
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poet and ihe boſt divine of her age. Dr. Jeremy 
Taylor dur fe his diſcourſe “ on the nature 


« and ell As of friendſhip” to this lady; and Nie. 


Cow Icy has ce Ira ed her m * in an Jepa! 8 
Ode preſcrved anon vil his Works. N. 
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* I 175 lady WAS daughter to 41 1801 11 a # . of 
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Winllade, in te county of Devon, el. 


1666; became the wife of ir 
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(xc "0 2 C hud! 15 Ty h, of Aſhton, in the 1 {med GUT" » 
bart. : and died Dec. 15, 1710. Her Poems were 
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the fecord edition in 170. She alto publihed a 
| volume of I. 
and V«iic, 1 
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The Poet's art ſoftens their tempers ſo, 2021 
That manners eaſy as their verſes flow, 
Oh could they but juſt retribution find, 

And as themſelves what they adore be kind! 

In vain they boaſt of their celeſtial fire, 2025 
Whilit there rewwains a Heaven to which they can't 

ſpire! 

Apelles firit brought Venus to our view, 

With blooming charms and graces ever new, 
Who elie unknown to mortals might remain, 

Fiid in the caverns of her native main: 2030 
And with the Painter now the Posts join 

To make the Mother and her Boy divine. 
Thercſore attend, and from their muſick }earn 
That which their minds infpir'd could beſt diſcern. 

Firt ſ-e how Sidney, then how Cowley mov'd, 

And with what art it was that Waller lov'd. 2036 
Forget not Dorſet, in whoſe generous miud 

Love, ſenſe, wit, honour, every grace combin'd ; 
And if for me you one kind wiſh would ſpare, 
Anſwer a Port to his friendly prayer. 2040 
Take Stepney's verſe, with candour ever bleſt ; 
For Love will there ſtill with his aſhes reſt. 
There let warm ſpice and fragrant odours burn, 
And everlaſting ſweets perfume his urn, 

Not that the living Muſe is to be ſcorn'd: 2045 

Britain with equal worth is {till adorn'd, 

See Haliſax, where ſeuſe and honour mixt 

Upon the merits juſt reward have fixt : 

And read their works, who, writing in his praiſe, 
To their own verſe immortal laurels raiſe. 2950 
Learn Prior's lines; for they can teach you more 
Than facred Ben, or Spepſer, did before ; 

And mark kim well that uncouth Vhytiick's art 
Can in the ſoſteſt tung of Wit impart, 2054 
Fee Paſtorella ver Florchlo's grave. 

See Temerlane make Bajazet his flave; 

Aud Pha dra with her ancient vigour rave. 
Through Rapin's nurſeries and gardens walk, 
And find how Nymphs translerm'd by amorous 

colours talk. 

Pomona ſee with RIilton's gr andeur rite, 2060 
The moſt delicious fruit of Paradiſe, 

With Apples might the firit-born man deceive, 
And more perſuaſive voice than tempting Eve, 
Not to confine you here; for many more 
Br:tin's luxuriant wealth has ftill in ſtore, 2065 
Whom would number up, | muſt outrun 

The longeſt courſe of the laborious an, : 
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OUR manners like cur countenance Should be; 
They always candid, and the other free: 
But, when cur mind by anger is poſen, 2070 
Our noble manhood ts trafo m'd to bel. 
No feature then ite wonted grace retuin!s, 
When the blood blackers in the jweliing veins ! 
he cye-balls ſhoot out fiery darts, wenld kill 
In oppoſer, if the for gon had Its Will, 2075 
W hen Pallas in a river aw the flute | 
Deform'd her cher as, 1+ lat the reed be mute. 
Anger no more will mcrtify che face, 
Which in that paition once conſults her glaſs. 
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Let Beauty ne'er be with this torment ſeiz d 2080 
But ever reſt ſerene, and ever plcas'd. 
A da and ſullen brow ſeems to reprove 
The firſt advances that are made to Love, 
To which there 's nothing more averſe than pride, 
Men without ſpeaking often are denied: 2085 
And a diſdainful look tu oft? reveals 
Thoſe ſeeds of hatred which the tongue conceals, 
When eyes meet eyes, aud ſmiles to ſmiles return, 
Tis then both hearts with equal ardour burn, 
And by their mutual paſhon ſoon will know 2090 
That all are darts, and ſhot from Cupid's bow. 
But, when ſome lovely form does ſtrike your eyes, 
Be cautious {till how you admit ſurprize. 
Whit you would love, with quick diſcretion view: 
The objea may deceive by being new. 2095 
You may ſubmit to a too haſty fate, 
And would ſhake off the yoke when 'tis too late: 
We often into our deſtruction fink, 
By not allowing time enough to think, 
Reſiſt at firſt : for help in vain we pray, 2100 
When ills have gain'd full ſtrength by long delay. 
Be ſpeedy ; left perhaps the growing hour 
Put what is now within, beyond our power. 
Love, as a fire in cities finds increaſe, 
Proceeds, and till the whole 's deſtroy'd won't 
-- : ceale, 2105 
It with allurcments does, Mike rivers, riſe 
From little ſprings, enlarg'd by vaſt ſupplies. 
Had Mirrha kept this guard, ſhe had not ſtood 
A monumental crime in weeping wood. 
Becauſe that Love ts plealing in its pain, 2110 
We not without relu&ance health obtain. 
Phyſick may tarry till to-morrow's ſun, 
Whilſt the curs'd poiſons through the vitals run. 
The tree not to be ſhook has picrc'd the ground; 
And death muſt follow the ne glected wound. 2115 
O'cr diiferent ages Love bears different ſway, 
Takes various turns to make all forts obey. 
The Colt unback'd we ſooth with gentle trace; 
We feed the Runner deſtin'd for the race; 
And 'tis with time and maſters we prepare 2120 
Ihe manag'd Courſers ruſhing to the war. 
Ambitious Youth will have ſome ſparks of pride, 
And not without impatience be denied, 
if to his Love a Riva! ycu afford, 
You then preſent a trial for his ſword : 2125 
His eager warmth diſdains to be perplext, 
nd rambles to the beauty that is next. 
Maturer years proceed with care and ſenſe, 
And, as they ſeldom give, ſo ſeldom take offence * 
For he that knows reſiſtance is in vain, 2130 
Knows likewiſe ſtruggling will increafe his pain, 
I tke wood that 's lately cut in Paphian Grove, 
+-1':'me makes him a fit ſacrifice ſor Love. 
By low degrees he fans the gentle fire, 


Till perſeverauce makes the lame aſpire, 2135 


his Love '5 more ſure, the other is more gay; 
But then he roves, whiltt this is forc'd to ſtay. 
There are ſome tempers which you muſt oblige, 
Not by a quick ſurrender, but a ſiege; 

That molt are picas'd, when driven to deſpair 2140 
Py what they 're pleas'd to call a cruel fair. 

They think, unleſs their uſage has been hard, 
Their congquelt loſcs part of its reward. 
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Thus ſome raife ſpleen from their abounding 
wealth, 

And, clog'd with ſweets, from acids ſcek their 

health. 2145 


And many a boat does its deſtruction frad 
By having ſcanty ſails, too full of wind. 
Is it not treachery to declare 
The feeble parts we have in war? 
Is it not folly to afford 2150 
Our enemy a naked ſword ? 
Yet ' tis my weakneſs to confeſs 
What puts men often in diſtreſs : 
But then it 1s ſuch Beaux * as be 
Poſſeſt with ſo much vanity, 2155 
To think that whereſoc'er they turn, 
Whoever looks on them muſt burn. 
What they deſire they think is true, 
With ſmall encouragement from you. 
They will a ſingle look improve, 2160 
And take civilitizs for love. 
« We all expected you at play: 
tt Was 't not a Miſtreſs made you ſtay ?” 
The Beau is fir'd, cries, Now | find 
« Tout of pity muſt be kind: 2165 
te She ſigh'd, impatient till I came.” 
Thus, ſoaring to the lively flame, 
We ite the vain ambitious Fly 
dcorch. its gay wings, then unregarded die. 
Both ſexes have their jealouſy, 2170 
And ways to gain their ends thereby, 
But oftentimes too quick belief 
Has given a ſudden vent to grief, 
Occaſton'd by ſome perſons lying, 
To (et an eaſy wife a-crying : 2175 
And Procris long ago, alas ! 
Experienc'd this unhappy caſe. 
There is a Mount, Hymettus ſtyl'd, 
Where Pinks and Roſemary are wild, | 
Where Strawberries and Myrtles grow, 2180 
And Violets make a purple ſhow ; 
Where the ſweet Bays and Laurel ſhine, 
All ſhaded by the lofty Pine; | 
Where -Zephyrs, with their wanton motion, 
Have all the leaves at their devotion. 2185 
Here Cephalus, who Hunting lov'd, 
When dogs and men were bothfremov'd, 
And all his duſty labour done, 
In the meridian of the ſun, 
Into ſome ſecret hedge would creep, 2190 
And ing, and hum himſelf aſleep. 
But commonly being hot and dry, 
He thus would for ſome cooler cry: 
« O now, if ſome 
* Cooler would come! 2195 
% Deareſt, rareſt, 
* Lovchlicſt, faireſt, 
* Cooler, come! 
« Oh, Ain, 
e Freſh and rare; 2200 
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* It is obvious that this word conveys at preſent 
a very different idea from its original ſignification; 
which was plainly that of ar accompliſhed genileman. 
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& Deareſt, rareſt, 
« Lovelicſt, faireſt, 
« Cooler, come; Cooler come; Cooler, come!“ 
A Woman, that had heard him ſing, 
Soon had her malice on the wing : 2205 
For Females uſually don't want 
A Fellow. goſſip that will cant; 
Who ſtill is pleas'd with others ails, 
And therefore carries ſpiteful tales. 
She thought that the night raiſe ſome ſtrife 2210 
By telling ſomething to his Wife: 
"That once upon a time ſhe ſtood 
In ſuch a place, in ſuch a wood, 
On ſuch a day, and ſuch a year, 
There did, at leaſt there did appear 2215 
(Cauſe for the world ſhe would not Ire, 
As ſhe muſt tell her by tke bye) 
Her Huſband ; firſt more loudly bauling, 
And afterwards more ſoftly calling 
A perſon not of the belt fame, 2220 
And Miſtreſs Cooler was her name. 
« Now, Goſlip, why ſhould ſhe come thither ? 
gut that they might be naught together?“ 
When Cris heard all, her colour turn'd, 


Ard though her heart within her burn'd, 2225 


And eyeballs feat forth ſudden flaſhes, 

Her cheeks and lips were pale as afhes. 

Then, “ Woe the day that ſhe was born!“ 
The nightrail innocent was torn : 

Many a thump was given the breaſt, 2230 
« And ſhe, oh, ſhe ſhould never reſt ! 

« She ſtrait would heigh her to the wood, 

« And he 'd repent it—that he ſhould.” 

With eager haite away ſhe moves, 

Never regarding ſcarf or gloves z 2235 
Into the grotto toon ihe creeps, 

And into every thicket peeps, 

And to her eyes chere did appear 

Two prints of budics—that was clear: 

„And now (the: cries) I plainly ſee 2240 
« How time and place, aud all agree: 

“ But here's a covert, where I Il lie, 

« And I fhall have them by and by.“ 

Twas noon ; and Cephalus, as laſt time, 
Heated and rufiled with his paſtime, 2245 
Came to the very ſelf-ſame place 
Where he was us'd to waſh his face: 

And then he ſung, and chen he hum'd, 

And on his knee with fingers thrum'd. 

When Criſcy ſound all matters fair, 2250 
And that he only wanted Air, | 
Saw what device was took to fool her, 

And no ſuch one as Miſtreſs Cocter 
Miſtruſting : uno future harms, 

She would have ruſh'd int»; his ams; 2255 
But, as the leaves began to ruſtle, 

He thought ſome bcait had made the buſtle. 
He ſhot, then cried, © 1 ve kill'd my Deer. 

« Ay, ſo you have, (fays Cris) © | fear 0 
« Why, Criſly, pray what made you here?“ 

« By Gollp LVrot, 1 underitood 2261 
e Yeu kept a ſmall Girl in this woos,” 

Quoth Ceph, © Tris pity thou ſhauld'ſt die 
For this thy ſookih jeatouly ; 
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* For tis a paſſion that does move 
„Too oſten from exceſs of love.” 
But, when they ſought for wound full fore, 
The petticoat was only tore, 

And ſhe had got a luſty thanp, 

Which in ſome meaſure hruis d her rump. 2270 
Thea home moſt Jovingiy they went : 

Neither had reafon to repent, 

Their following years pals'd in content; 

And Criſſy made him the beſt wite 

For the remunnder of his life. 2277 
The Muſe has done, nor will more laws obtrudc, 


Leſt ſhe, by being tedious, mould be rude. 


2265 


Unbrace Love's ſwans, let them unharacts's ſtray, 


And cat Ambroſia through the milky way. 

Cive liberty to every Paphian Dore, 2280 
And let them freely with the Cupids rove. 

Fut, when the Amazonian trophies rife 

With monuments of their paſt victories z 

With what diſcretion and what art they fought ; 
Let them record, They were by Oviv taught.” 


AN 
INCOMPARABLE ODE OF MALHERBE's?*, 


WRITTEN BY HIM WHEN THE MARRIACE WAS 
ON FOOT BETWEEN THE KINO OF FRANCEf} 
AND ANNE OF AUSTRIA, 


Ceite Anne ſi belle, 

Q on wants ſi fort, x 
Peurgucy ne wient elle ? 

Vrayment, elle à tort / 


The Tronfſitor propoſed to turn this Ode 
with all imaginable ezagincis; and he hopes be 
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Sen Tonis foipire 
r x" > eo * 

Apres fe. 55 
Due went elle dire, 

* . n anon? 7 
= — hag eile ute NON 5 Fs . 
Si il ne Io poſſede, 

jS{ ren wa mounir ; 
Donnons y remede, 


Allens Is querir. 


Tranflatzd by 2 great Admirer of the Eaũnen cf 
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This Anna fo fair, 

| So talk'd of by ſame, 
Why don't ſh2 appear ? 

indeed, ſhe 's to blame! 
Lewis ſighs for the ſake 

Of her charms, as they lay ; 
What excuſe can ſhy make 

For not coming away ? 
It he does not poſlcls, 

He dics with deſpair ; 
Let 's give him redreſs, 

And go find out the Fair. 


has been pretty juſt to Malherbe: only in the 
fixth line he has made a {mall addition of theſe 
three words, © as they ſay; which he thinks is 
excuſcable, if we consider the French Poet there 
talks a little too familiarly of the king's paſlion, 
as if the king himſelf had owned it to him. The 
Tranflator thinks it more mannerly and reſpectſul 
in Malherbe to pretend to have the account of it 
only by. hearſay, KiNG. 


Lewis the Fourtcenth, 
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THE FURMETARY: 
A VERY INNOCENT AND HARMLESS POEM, 


TN TRESS SARTOS 


FIRST PRINTED IN 1699. 
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HE Author of the following Poem way be thought to write for fame, and the 
applauſe of the town: but he wholly diſowns it; for he writes only for the 
public good, the benefit of his country, and the manufacture of England. It is well 
known, that grave Senators ave often, at the Palace-yard, refreſhed themſelves with 
Barley-broth in a morning, which has had a very folid influence on their counſels ; it 
is therefore hoped that other perſons may uſe it with the like ſucceſs. No man can 
be ignorant, how of late years Coffee and Tea in a morning has prevailed ; nay, Cold 
Waters have obtained their commendation ; and Wells are ſprung up from Acton to 
Iſlington, and croſs the water to Lambeth. "Theſe liquors have ſeveral eminent cham- 
pioas of all profeſſions. But there have not been wanting perſons, in all ages, that 
have ſhewn a'true love for their country, and the proper diet of 1t, as Water-gruel, 
Milk-porridge, Rice-milk, and eſpecially Furmetry both with Plums and without. To 
this end, ſeveral worthy perſons have encouraged the eating ſuch wholeſome diet in the 
morning; and, that the poor nfay be provided, they have defired ſeveral Matrons to 
ſtand at Smithfield-bars, Leadenhall- market, Stocks-market, and divers other noted 
places in the City, eſpecially at Fleet-ditch ; there to diſpenſe Furmetry to labouring 
people, and the poor, at reaſonable rates, at three-talt-pence and two-pence a Cith, 
which is not dear, the plums being cafitered; 

The places are generally ſtyled Furmetaries, becauſe that food has got the general 
eſteem ; but that at Fleet-ditch I take to be one of the moſt remarkable, and theretore 
1 have ſtyled it, „The Furmetary ;” and could eaſily have had a certificate of the 
uſefulneſs of this Furmetary, ſigned by ſeveral eminent Carmen, Gardeners, Journey- 
men-taylors, and Baſket-women, who have promiſed to contribute to the maintenance 
of the ſame, in caſe the Coffee-houſes ſhould proceed to oppole it. 

I have thought this a very proper ſubject for an Heroic Poem ; and endeavoured to 
be as ſmooth in my verſe, and as inoffenſive in my characters, as was poſſible. It is my 

cafe with Lucretius, that I write upon a ſubject not treated of by che Ancients. But, 
the greater labour, the greater glory.“ 

Virgil had a Homer to imitate; but I ſtand upon my own legs, without any fup- 
port Pg abroad. TI therefore ſhall have more occaſion for the Reader's favour, who, 
from the kind acceptance of this, may expect the deſcription of other Furmcetarics 
about this City, from his moſt humble fervant, 

AND PER SE AND. 


Written to pleaſe a Gentleman who thought nothing ſmooth or lofty could be written vpon 2 


mean ſubject ; but had no intent of making any reflection upon © The Dilpenſary,” Which has. 


<-terveUly gained a laſting reputation. KING. 


592 KING'S 


AE FURMETAMNY, 
IN THRBE CANTO'S. 
. 


O ſooner did the grey-ey'd Morning peep, 
And yawning mertals ſtretch thumiclves 
from ileep; 

Finders of gold were now but newly paſt, 
And baſket-women did to Market haſte; 
The Watchmen were but juſt returning home, 5 
To give the thicves more liberty to roam; 
When from a hill, by growing beams of light, 
A ſtately pile was ofter'd to the fight ; 
Three ſpacious doors let paſtengers go through, 
And diſtant ſtones did terminate their view: 10 

uſt here, as ancient Poets fing, there ſtood 
The noble palace of the valiant Lud; 
His image now appears in Portland ſtone, 
Each fide ſupported by a god- like fon * : 
But, underncath, all the three heroes ſhine, 
In living colours, drawn upon a ſign, 
Which ſhews the way to Ale, but not to Wine. 

Near is a place enclos'd with iron-bars, 
Where many mortals curſe their cruel ſtars, 
When brought by Uſurers into diſtreſs, 20 
For having little ſtill muſt live on leſe: 
Stern Avarice there keeps the relentleſs door, 
And bids each wretch eternally be poor. 
Hence Hunger riſes, diſmally ke ſtalks, 
And takes cach ſingle priſoner in his walls: 25 
This duty done, the meagre monſter ſtat es, 
Holds up his bones, and thus begins his prayers : 
« Thou, Goddeſs Famine, that canit ſend us 
blights, 

With parching heat by day, and ſtorm by nights, 
« Aſliſt me now: ſo may all lands be thine, 30 
« And ſhoals of orphans at thy altars pine ! 


* As Dr, King's deſcription of Ludgate, though 
familiar to the preſent age, will be leſs intelligible 
to the riſing generation, it may not be improper 
to obſerve, that its name, which Geoffry of Mon- 
mouth has aſcribed to King Lud, was with greater 
propriety derived from its ſituation near the rivu- 
let Flud, or Fleet, which ran near it.—So early as 
1373, Ludgate was conſtituted a priſon for poor 
debtors who were free of the city; and was 
greatly enlarged in 1454, by Sir Stephen Forſter, 
who, after having been himſelf confined there, 
became lord mayor of London, and eſtabliſhed ſe- 
veral benevolent regulations for its government.— 
'The old gate becoming ruinous, an elegant build— 
ing, as above deſcribed by Dr. King, was ere cted 
in 1586, with the ſtatue of Queen Blizabeth on 
the Welt ſront, and thoſe of the pretended King 
Lud and his two ſons en the Eaſt. This was pulled 
down in 1760, and the ſtatue of Elizabeth placed 
againſt the church of St, Dunſtan in the Weſt. 
Since that time, the city debtors have been con- 
fined in a part of the London workhouſe in 
Biſkopfgate- ſtreet. N. 


. 


* Long may thy reign continue on each ſhore, 
© Where-ever Peace and Plenty reign'd before! 
*] muſt confeſs, that to thy gracious hand 
* I widows owe, that are at my command; 35 
joy to hear their numerous children's cries; 
Aud bleſs thy power, to lind they ve no ſup- 
4 Pplies. 
„thank thee for thoſe Martyrs, who would 
© ice 
From ſuperſtitious rites and tyranny, 
« And find their fullneſs of reward in me. 
„ But 'tis wich much humility | own, 41 
That gencrous favour you have lately ſhown, 
„When men, that bravely have their sountty 
« ferv'd, 

© Recciv'd the juſt reward that they deſerv'd 
« And are preferred to me, and ſhall be ſtarv'd. 
can, but with regret, I can deſpiſe | 46 
« Innumerable of the London cries, 
„When Peaſe, and Mackarel, with their harſher 

| « ſound, 
© The tender organs of my cars confound ; 
But that which makes my projects all miſcarty, 
& Is this inhuman, fatal FuuMETAR . FI 

“ Not far from hence, juſt by the Bridge of 

« Meet, 
% With Spoons and Porringers, and Napkia eat, 
* A faithleſs Syren does eutice the ſenſe, 
t By furnes of viands, which ſhe does de 
„To mortal ſtomachs, fer rewarding pence; 
«© Whilſt each man's earlieſt thoughts would 
« haniſh me, 

* Who have no other oracle but thee," 
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WHILST ſuch- like prayers keen Hunger would 


advance, 

Fainting and weakneſs threw him in a trance: 60 

Famine took pity on her careful ſlave, 

And kindly to him this aſſiſtance gave. 

She took the figure of a thin parch'd Maid, 

Who many years had for a Huſband ſtaid; 0 

And, coming near to Hunger, thus ſhe ſaid: 

« My darling fon, whilſt Peace and Plenty 

ſmile, 

« And Happineſs would over-run this iſle, 

« 1 joy to ſce, by this thy preſent care, 

« 've ſtill ſome friends remaining ſince the 
% war: 

In ſpite of us, A does on Veviſen feed, 70 

« And Bread and Butter is for B decreed ; 

„CD combines with E F 's generous ſoul, 

To paſs their minutes with the ſparkling bow]; 

© H 1's good-nature, from his endleſs ſtore, 

eis ſtill cenferring bleſſings on the poor, 5 

& For none, except *tis K, regards them more» 

„L, M, N, O, P. Q, is vainly great, 

% Aud ſquanders half his ſubſtance in a treat. 

« Nice eating by R, 8, is underſtood 

« Js ſupper, though but little, yet is good; 80 

« U's converſation 's equal to his wine, 

“% You ſup with W, whence'er you dine: 

« R, X, and Z, hating to be conſin'd, 

« Ramble to the next Eating-houſe they find; 
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Pleaſant, good humour'd, beautiful, and gay, 
Sometimes with muſick, and ſometimes Wh 
' Play, ; 

« Proton: their pt aſures tillth' approaching day. 
* Wy PR SE AND 410, as P..cts uſe, 
„% Tine llarving dictates of my rules vorſues; 89 
© No ſwinging coacuman dos atore him ſhine, { 
« Nor has he any conflaut place to dine, 
„ But all his nations "t a IC 1 are mine. \ 
„ aste, haſte, to him, a hlethag give from me, 
& And bid him write tharp things on FURMETRY. 
« But | Wauid have thee to Coftedro go, 95 
« And let Tobacco too ty bifiacts know; 
& With famous Fecdrums ia this caſè adviſe, 
« Rely on Sago, who is always wiſe, 
& Amid ſuch counlel, baniſh all deſpair; 
„ Truil me, yu ſh al ſuccced in this 1 cc 
„ That project wiich they Funn t AR call, 
« fore next Eccakfaſt- time ſhall urch) fail! 

This ſaid, ſhe quickly vaulch'd in a wind 
Bud long within ker body ben cor fin'd. 
Trims Hercules, when he his miltr fs umd, 105 
Soon knew her by her ſcent, and by her ſound. 


— 
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HUNGER r: joic'd to hear the bleſt command, 

That FOKMETARY ſhould no longer Hand; 

With ſpeed he to Coffdro's manſion flies, 

aud bids the paic-fac'd mortal quickly rie. 110 
» Arife, wy trictid; for upon thee do wait 
Diimal events aud prodigics of rate ! 


„is break of day, thy forty broth prepare, 

« And all 1 otner liquors for a war: 114 
Nule 1 geo, Whole delicious fight, { 
6 linnivated round with beams of light a 

1 mw impatient mind Wile cane delight. \ 
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ern elome Fecdrums tos Le cal 4 [oO arms, 
* bur he bas Culcape in the maſt of ckarins: 121 
„% Joe with countl fills his warts] brains, 
ut then his wildom cauntervails hie p. ns; 
„Is he ſail be your guide, he ſhall ee 
„nat glorious c Vhuch we all expect 1235 
ac brave tlectoreus hall command this 

« fore; . 
% tic n m-ct Cabcarrio's Foot, or, which is 

«c e Wiz, \ 
* Oppoſe the fury of CarmanniePy Horle, 


** [4 _ v0 
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reward, this he ſhall have cach ay, 

1 (infec. ten ſtrut vat, ant never Py. 10 
it was not lang ere the Grandes were met, 

\n round news papers in fu under üs. 

1, Ci] SogOt, rittug, {ut l, . ape you hcar 
Hunger's advice with an cent car; 

Dur rear design aamis of no delay, 133 

Famine commands, and we muſt all bey: 

Chat Syren which does Fur METARY kes 

* Long ſince is riſen from the bands of Nizep ; 

* Her 5po-ns and P Porriagers, with art _ 
© Many of Hunger” o ſubje&s have betray'd.“ 

To nt. UHectorvus cried: © Coffedro 
ſtout, 

Iſlue forth liquor from thy ſcalging ſpout !”? 

Vol. III. 
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FO . 593 
Great One- and all- i gives the firſt alarms 
Then cach mau ſnatches up offenſive arms. 
To Ditch of Fleet courageoully they run, 145 
Quicker than thought ; the battle Is begun: 
Heetorvus firt Tubcarrio does attack, 
And by ſur; rize ſoon lays him on his back ; 
Phirſto and Drowtho cs approaching near, 
Socn overthrow twormagizines of Beer. 150 
The innocent Syrena little thought 
That all theſe arms againft herſelf were brought; 
Nor that in her defence the drink was ſpilt: 
Maw could the fear, that never yet knew guilt ? 
Her fragrant Juice, and her delicious Plums, ISS 
She does dj Penſe (with gold upon her thumbs) : 
Virgins and Youths around her ſtood ; ſhe fate, 
Environ'd wich a Wooden-chair of ſtate. 
In the mean time, Tobacco ſtrives to vex 


A Mummert anus 1qu. idron of the tender ſex; 160 
Waiat with firong Imoak, aud with his ſtronger 
breath, 


He funks Baiketia and her ſon to death. 

Coltearo then, with Teedrums and the band 
Wis carricd icalding liquors in their hand, 
Phrow watery ammunition in their eyes; 165 
On wiich Syrena's party trighten'd flies: 
Carman kraight Grives up a bulwark ſtrong, 
And tric oppotcs to Cofledro's throng. 

Cu ledrivio itands for bright Syrena's guard, 

And all her rallicd Forces are prepar'd ; 179 
Curminuio then to Fecdrum's ſquadron makes, 
And the lean mortal by the buttons takes; 

Net ed arts Carmannio could beſcech, 
But his rough valbur throws him in the ditch. 
Syrena, though ſurpriz'd, reſolv'd to be 175 
l'be great Bonduca of her FR MuE TA: 

Betorc her throue coura;zeoutly the ſtands, 

M anuging ladles-full with both her hands. 
Ilenomerous Plums like hail-ſhot flew about, 
Aud Plenty foon ditpers'd the meagre rout, 180 

So have 1 ſeen, at Faic that 's nam'd from Horng 

Maiy a Laflle's blew by Prentice borne ; 
In vain he ftrives their railons to aſſuage, 
Wick theeuts Would trigtiten, with Joft words en- 
gages 
Untit, trough Vilky gauntlet ſoundly beat, 185 
Hu prudent hers f-cure 4 quick retreat. 
8 auod nec Jovis ira, nec ignis, 
Ke poterit ferrum, nec edax abolere ve- 
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Muli r OF MOUNTOWNY® 
FIRST FRKIN ILD BY THE AUTHOR IN 1704. 
[. 


\ A OUNTOWN + ! thou ſweet retreat ſrom 
: 1 Dahn cares, 
les aad thy Pears; 

* lt was 8 'n for a State Poem, and to to have 
many myſteries in it; though it was only made, as 
well as Orpheus and Eurydice, for country di- 
verſion. Ki1xG. 

+ A pleaſant villa te the South of Dublin, near 
the ſez. 
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c famous for thy App 


594 KING'S 
For Furnipe, Carrots, Lettuce, Beans, and Peaſe; 
For Peggy's Butter, aud for Pe eggy's Checle, 
May clouds of Pipevns round about thee fly! 5 
But condc {cc o« ; ſome times to make a Pye, 
May fat Gerl gappie with melodious voice, 
And ne'er want Gooſeherries or Applc-ſauce ! 
Pucks in thy Ponds, and Chickens in thy Pens, 
And bc thy Turkeys numerous as thy Hens 
May thy black Pigs lie warm in little ſtye, 
And have no tivught to gricve them till they 

dic! | 
Muountowa ! the Rluſes' moſt delicious theme; 
Oh! may thy Codlins ever ſwim-in Cream ! 
Thy Raſp- and Straw-berries in Bourdeaux crown, 
To add a redder tincture to their own ! 16 
Thy WAts-Wiks, Sugar, Milk, together club, 
To make that gentle viand Syllabab. 
Iny Tarts to Tarts, Checſe- cakes to Cheeſe- 5 
join, 
To ſpoil the reliſh of the flowing Wine. 20 
But to the fading palate bring relief, 
By thy Weltphalian Ham, or Belzic Beef; 
\nd, to complete thy bicflings, in a word, 
_ %zay {till thy ſoil be generous as its Lord *! 


10 


I. 
Oh! Peggy, Peggy. when thou goeſt to brew 
Conſider well what you 're about to do; 26 


Be very wiſe, very ſcdately think 

That what you 're going now to make is ; 
Conſider you muſt drink that drin; and then, 
What *tis to have the praite of %%% men: 
For ſurely, Peggy, white that drivik does laſt, 
"(is Pegyy will be e or dS forac's, 

Then, if thy Ale in gie thou woull'f confine, 
To make ns ſparkling roys in beauty thine, 


* 
Let thy cl. an Battle be eutir: Y ry, 7 


30 


Leſt a white ſubſtance to the ſurface ſiy, 
And, floating there, diſturb the curious gye. 
But this great maxim mitt be uadertio.d, 

Be ſure, ney very lure, thy c I be god!“ 


Then ſuture ages ſhall of Pegyy tell. 40 
That Nymph that Lest d and Cναναι Ale jo well, 
III. 

How f-ct is air ! how niany things have 
breath, 
Which in a moment they refign to death; 
as? Tg 25 2 o „„ iS 11 
[4 z . 4 n X L 4 114 , i &* 4 
Deprir'd of light, and all their haypic it tote, 
Not by their fault, but ſome o'er ruling ate! 45 


Although fair Rowers, that juitly mint invite, 

Are cropt, ny torn aa, tor man's delight; 

Yet {Mill th oſe ates, alas car make no moan, 

Nor haus Narciſſus tow a power to groan | 

Put all theſe things which breathe in difforyrt 
frame, 80 

By tie of common breath, man's pity claim. 

A gentle Lamb nas rieterick to picad, 

And, when ſhe ſ-cs the Butcher's kuiſe decret ed, 

Jler voice intreats him not to make her blew 

But crucl gain, and Inxury of taſte, 55 

With pride, {ill lays man's /ellow mortals waſte ; 


* Judge Upton, 
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What earth and waters breed, or air inſpires, 
Nan for his palate fits by torturing fires 


Muy, a Cow, lpruntg from a beautecus 
race, 

With ſpreading front, did Mountown's paſtures 

grace. 66 


Gentle ſhe was, and, with a gentle ſtream, 

Each morn and night gave Milk that equal'd 
Cream. 

Offending none, of none the ſtodd in dread, 

Much leſs of pertons which ſhe daily fed ; 


ut Ionocence cannot itielf defend 6 
Gainſt treacherous arts, veil'd with the nam: 
« of Friend 0 


* 


Robtrx of Derby-ſhire, whoſe temper ſhocks 
The conſtitution of his native rocks; 
Born in a placef, which, if it once be nam'd, 
Would make a bluſhing OY aſham'd; 7 
He with indulgence kind! ly did af pear 
o make poor "Mully his peculiar care; 
But inwardly this ſullen churlifh thick 
H16 all his mind plac'd upon Mully's Beef; 
His fancy fed on her; and thus he 'd cry, 
„ Mully, as ſure as I 'm alive, you die! 
„is a brave Cow. O, Sirs, when Chriſtmas 
„ comes, 
* Theſe Shins ſhall make the Porridge 
Vith Plums; 
Then, 'midſt our cups, whilſt we proſuſely de, 
his blade ſhall enter decp in Muliy's Cline So 
„% What Ribs, what Rumps, what bak'd, boil'd, 
« ftew'd, and roalt ! * 
There ſhan'r one ſingle J'ripe of her be Iſt 
When Peggy, Nymph of Mountown, heard 
thelc lounds, 
She griev'd ro hear of Mully's future wounds. 
Mhat crime,” ſaid ſhe, “ his gentle Mully 
« donc? % 
„ Witneſs the riſing and the ſetting Sun, 
* "That knows what Milk ſhesconſtantly would 
Live 
Let that quench Robin's rage, and Mully live.“ 
Danicl, a ſprightly Swain, that us'd to flaſh 
I'he vigorous Steeds that drew his Lord's calaſh, 
inclin'd;, for *twis well known 
| be lov'd thole Cattle of his own. 
{kia Terence ſpoke, oraculous and Ay. 
Head neither grant the queltion nor deny 
for Aiük, his thoughts were on Mince- 
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Put all his arguments fo dubious were, 90 


had neither how! s nor fear. 
lays Robin; ; * hut now, let 


4 hot NMulty thence 
«© X09. ve ſpoke,” 
me tel: ye, 

ken word; that fill the Lev. 
zeef love; and cannot ſtoop 100 
nend your Lonny-clapper Soup. 

' nivocent ; but what of that? 
« „is more than crime ſufficient that ſhe 5 
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+ The Devil's Arſe 'of Peak ; deſcribed b. 
Hobbes in a Poem * De Mirabilibus Pecci,” th: 
beſt ui lus poctical performances, N. 
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And that which is prevailing in this caſe 


Is, there 's ®nother Cow co fi} her place. 105 


« And, granting Mully to have Milk in ore, 

„Vet ſtill this other Cow will give us pore. 

« She dic 
rett : 

Ard val that griel wich cannet be expreſt! 


OR PHEUS AND EURYDICE. 
FIRST PRINTED RY THE AUTHOR IN 1704. 
A Poets ſay, one Orpheus went 
X "To Hell upon an odd intent. 
Firſt tell the Rory, then let 's know, 
It any one will do ſo now. 


his Orpheus was a jelly boy, 5 
+ 4 * * 


Born long before the Siege of Troy; 
His parents found the led was ſharp, 
And taught him on the Iriſh Harp; 
And, when grown fit for marriage-life, 


Gave him Furydice for wife; 10 


And they, as ſoon as match was made, 
. ' . 1 FE 2 
Set up the Ballad- fir ring trace, 

he cunning varlet could deviſe, 
For country folks, ten thouſand lycs; 


Achrming all thole monſtrous things 15 


Wert done by force of harp and firings ; 
Could make a Tiger in a trice 

Tame as a Cat, and catch your Mice 
Could make a Lion's courage flag, 


And ſtraight could animate a Stag, 20 


And, by the help of pleaſing ditties, 

Make Mill-fton«s run, and build up Cities 
Each had the uſe of fluent tongue, 

It Dice ſcolded, Orpheus ſung. 


And fo, by diſcord without ſtrife, 25 


Compes'd one harn:ony ef te; 
And thus, as all their matters ſtood, 
"They got an hoveit hvelihood, 
Happy were mortals, could they beg 
From any ſudden danger free! 3 
Happy were Poets, could their ſung 
The tzeble thread of lite projorg ! 
But, as thele two went rolling on, 
Poor Dice's ſcene of life was done: 
Away her fleeting breath mult fly, 
Let no one knows Wwhercfore, or why. 
This caus'd the general lamentation, 
T9 all that krew her in her ſtation; 
How briſk ſhe was till to advance 


3 


The Harper' gain, and lead the dance, 40 


In every tune obſerve her thrill, 

Sing on, yet change the money ſtill. 
Orpheus bcft knew what loſs he had, 

And thinking on't, fcllaimoſt mad, 


And in deſpair to Linus ran, 45 


Who was «ſtcemed a Cunning- man; 


Cried, “ He again muſt Dicc have, 
Or elſe be buried in her grave.“ 

Quoth Litus, “ Soft, refrain your ſorrow : 
* What fails to-day, may ſpeed to-morrow. 30 


* Thank you the Gods for whate'er happens, 
. 


But don't fall out with your fat capons. 


2 
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3. — Stop here, my Muſe ; forbear the 


595 


is many an honeſt man's petitioa, 

« Thar he may be in your condition. 

* If tuch a bleſſing might be had, 55 

To change a living wile for dead, 

* 1''d be your chapman; nay, Id do t, 

« Though | gave ferty pounds to boot, 

« Ceonſeler ned, you fave her diet; 

« Conſider next you keep her quiet: 6g 

„For, pray, what was ſhe all along, 

„ Exce-vt the burthen of your fong ? 

What, though your Dice 's under ground; 

Vet many a woman may be found, 

& Who, in your gains if ſh<4 may part take, 65 

« 'Iruſt me, will quickly make your heart ach: 

« Then rcft content, as wi lowers ſhould — 

* the Gods beſt know what 's for our good!“ 
Orpheus no longer could endure 

Such wounds where he expected cure, 70 

« is 't poſſible!“ cried he: “ and can 

That noble creature, married man, 

„An ſuch a cauſe: be fo profane ? 

* 1 'il fly thee far as | would Death, 

© Who from my Dice took her breath.” 75 
Which faid, he ſoon outſtript the wind, 

Whilſt puffing Poreas lagg'd behind; 

And to Urganda's cave he came, 

A lady of prodigicus fame, 

Whoſe hollow eyes and hopper breech 80 

Meade common people call her Witch; 

Don at her feet he proftrate lies, 

With trembling heart and blubber'd eyes. 

„fell me,“ ſaid he, “ for ſure you know 

* The Powers above, and thute below, 85 

« Where does Eurydice remain? 

„ How ſhall I fetch her back again?“ 

She ſmilingly replied, © 1 "II tell 

This caſily without a ſpel]: 

* The wife you louk for 's gene to Hell 

* Nay, never tart, man, for tis ſo; 

Except one ill-bred wife or two, 

The fathion is, for all to go. 

„Not that ſhe will be damn'd; nc'er fear 

But ſhe may get preferment there. - 

Indeed, ſhe might be fried in pitch, 

« if ſac had been a hitter bitch, 

&« If ſhe had leapt athwart a ſword, 

« And aft:rwards had breke her word, | 

« But your Furydice, poor ſoul ! 100 

« Was a good, natur'd harmleſs fool; 

Except a little cattervawling, 

© Was always painful in her calling; 

« Ang, I dare truit 6id Pluto for t, 

« She will find favour in his Court: 105 

Hut then to fetch her back, that ſtill 

„ Remains, and may be paſt my ſkill ; 

« For, 'tis too fad a thing to jeſt on, 

« You 're the firſt man er aſk'd the queſtion ; 

& For huſbands are ſuch ſelſiſh elves, 110 

« 'They care for little but themiclves. 

% And then one rogue cries to another, 

« Since this wife 's gone, eben get another; 

&« Though moſt men let ſuch thoughts alone, 

« And ſwear they ve had enough of one. 115 

„Hut, ſince you are fo kind to Dice, 

« Follow the courſe which 1 advite ye; 
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ee Remember, tis for Dicc's ſake. 


K In a 8 


% Elen go te Hell yourſelf, and try 

« Th' effect of Muſick's harmony ; 

© For you will hardly find a friend, 

* Whom you in ſuch a caſe might ſend ; 
« B-fides, their Proſerpine has been 

« The briſkeſt dancer on the green, 

„ Before old Pluto raviſh'd her, 

„Took her to-Hell—and you may ſwear, 
& She had but little Muſick thice ; ö 

&* For, ſince ſhe laſt beheld the fun, 

« Her merry dancing days arc dong 

% She has a colt's-tooth ſtill, | warrant, 

« And will not diſapprove your grrand. 
Then your requeſt dyes reofon ſeem, 

% For what s one firgle ghoſt to them? a 
Though thouſand phantom, mould invade ye, 
% Pais on—Faint Heart ne'er won for Lady 
« 'The bold a way will find, or make; I35 


* 
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Nothing pleas'd Crpheus half fo well, 
As news that he muſt go to Hell 
Th' impatient wight long” d to be going, 
As moſt folks ſcek their own undoing ; 
N c' er thought of what he leit bend; 
Never conſider'd he ſhonid fd 
Scarce any paſſenger belide 
Himſe'f, nor coul he hire a guide. 

« Will Muſick do t?“ crizd he. Ne'er 

« hecd ; 
& Ny harp ſhall make the marble bleed; 
„ My harp all dangers thall remove, 
&« And dare all James, but thoſe of Love. 

Then kneeling begs, in terms molt civil, 

Tirganda's paſiport to the Devil, 
Her paſs ſhe kindly to him 855 ve, 
Then bade him 1518 himſelf 
Such as thoſe hardy people uſe, 
Who walk on fire without the ir ſnoes, 
Wo, on occaſion, in a dark hole, 155 
Can 20rmandize on lighted Charcna!, 
And grink. eight auarts of fAlanpnag Fuel, 
8 men in ux do Water: grun l. 

She bade him ther go to thaſe caves, 

w here Corjurers keep Fairy flaves, 
Such fort of creatures as will bafly ve 
A Fitchen- wench, f fer beivg _— 
But, il ſhe neeriy fcour her pewre: 
Give hr the money that is Ge t' het. 

Orpheus went down 2 narrow ole, 165 

That was as dark as any co al; 

rie did ac length fome glimn: ering Þ7, 
By which, at Zzaft, he mipi;t detery 
Jeu thouſand little Fairy elves, 
Who there were fol:cing thamfcives. 

Alt rau about ben, cried, © Oh, dear! 
Who thought to have feen Orpheus here: 
„ is that Queen's birth-dey which you fer, 

% And yon ore come as luckiiy; 

4 * had ne Bailiad but we bought it, 153 
* Paid Dice when the little thought it; 
«When you LURE eath the yew free lat, 

* We ee come, and all dinc'd round your 

« That : 
© Hut n, reabouts did Dice Jeav? ye ? 
„che tad born welcome, dir, be lieve we.” 130 
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with ſalve; 
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Quoth Orpheus, 


PO E MS. 


«© Theſe little chite would mb one ſacar,” 
tu it diſdain enter. 
And dare theſe Urchans jetr my croſſes, 
ct And laugh at mite and Dicc's loffes ? 
« Hands of—the monkeys hal the aller; 185 
« Sirrahs, I'm ging to your Mater“ 

** Good words, quoth Oberon: 
« For, every time you ſtir, !'I] pinch ; 
„ But, if you decently fir down, 
'n fait equip you with a crown 100 
„hen for each e. and fur each ſong, 
* Our pence apiece the whole 


vight long.” 
Orpheus, "whit "* und no remedy, 

Mad: virtue of use ffity; 

ÞPhough all was out of tune, their dance ty? 

Wauld only kinder lis atvance. 

Lach nite that from his finger fell 

S-em'd io be Dict's FP zfhmp-bu It ; 7 

At Jatt, right let him eate his crupper, 

Ger on his gs, to go to ſupper 200 
Quorth Nab, © We here have ftrangers ſeldom, 

« but, Sir, to What we have you 're welcome 
* Mytem, thy feem of laut digeſtion, 

« |s it noc rude to aſk a quiſtion, 

« What they may be, filh, ſſeſh, or fruit? 2og 

% For i ne'cr ſaw things fo minute.“ 


= «310. 

© A raafled ant, that 's nicely done, 
e By one imall atom of the ſun, 
«Theſe arc flies“ eggs, in moon-ſhice poach'd; 
„his e flca's thigh in coliops ſcotch'd, 210 
« as hunted veſterday i' th” Park. 
« And like t have "feap'd us in the dark, 
« This is a diſh entire ly new, 
„ Putcorfices? Drains diliulv'd in dew; 
«Thea Piers? wow, theſe courtiers? hopes, 
© Things to be ea; by microſcopes ; 2i5 
«Thoſe ticking mites, a piow- um's heart, 
« (Ji delicien, ramhow: tart!“ 

„ Magn, 1 fi::4, they re very nice, 
© And will digett within 2 ces 
« | fee there's moth ug you eſteeni. 220 
% at *s halt % grols as eur Whipt-ercans; 

« And } iner, from all thete meats, 
« 3 tat ſuch light fippers keep clean ſhoots,” 

c But, Sir.“ ſaid the, “ perhaps you re dry 
Then Spething to a Fairy hy. 225 
« You 've token care, my dear Enuia, 
© All's ready for my Katiſia.“ 

CS 1.9, 
A drop et water, newly torn 
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* A pcati of nur, that e ently profit 23. 
« From bloominy 72 ac » carly breult ; 5 
„With half a ont of oo oa tears, 

« When he it era yo fit appezes; 


And hnacy from an infant bee: 
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„em cung te a drougi.ty place; 
« And, it I an't too bold, pray charge her, 
& {he Raughit | have be fomwwhot larger g 


te Jes; h 767 by” laid ine, *Y miglut 5 i. wil, 245 


* Like Obcron's capacions ſoul, 
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*« Am then fill up the burniſh'd gold 
© With juice that makes the Britons bold, 
© This lrom even bartey corns I drew, 
as vers are leven, and to the view 
„fis clear, and ſparkles fit for you. 
« But Hay — 
« Wien | by Fate was laſt time hurl'd, 
* To att my pranks in t other world, . 
» | faw fome ipbarks as they were di viking, 250 
With mighty mirth and lutte thinking, 
heir jeſts were /upornacultm, 
I ſnateh'd the rubies from cach thumb, 
Aud in this cryttal have them here, 
„ Perhaps you e' like it more than Beer.“ 255 
Wine and late hours dilolv'd the feaſt, 
And Men and Fairies went to reft, 

The bed where Orpheus was to lie 
Was alt uſt'd full of Harmony: 

Purling Creams and amorous rills, 26c 
Dying ſound that never kills, 

J phytus breathing, Love delightiag, 

Joy to flumbet ſoft inviting. 

Are mbling ſounds that make no noile, 

And ſongs to plealte without a voice, 265 
Were nut with down that fell from Jove, 
When he became a Swan for love. 

was night, and Nature's ſelf lay dead, 
Nodding upon a frather bed; 269 
The mountaius teem's to hend their tops, 

And ſtutters cio+'d the milliners' ſhops, 
Excluding bath the punks and fops, 
No ruffled {treams ro mul du come, 
The filent fifh were Hi more dumb; 
Lok in the chimney, not a ſpark there, 275 
And darkveſs did itſelf grow darker. 
But Orpheus could not ſleep a wink, 
Hu had tov many things to think: 
But, in the cark, his harp he ſtrung, 
And to the liſtening Fairies ſung. 290 

Prince Prim, who pitied ſo much youth 
Join'd with ſuch conftancy and truth, 
don Cave him thus to underſtand; 

* Sir, I laſt night receiv'd command 
o fee you out of Fairy Lond, 

Into the Realm of 1 286 
But let rot fear of tulphur choak ye; 

* For he's a Fiend of ſenſe and wit, 

ard has got many rooms to lett.“ 

As quick as thought, by glow- worm glimpſe, 
Out walk the Fidler and the Prince. 291 
They foon arrive; find Becai brewing 
Ot Claret for a Vintner's ſtewing. | 

come from Oberon,“ quoth Prince Prim. 

„is well,” quoth Bocai: © what from him?” 

Why, ſomething ſtrange ; this honeſt man 
Had his wife died; now, if he can, 

'+ He ſays, he 'd have her back again.” 

Then Bocai, ſmiling, cried, © You fee, 

* Orpheus, you'd better ſtay with me, 300 
For, let me tell you, Sir, this place, 
Although it has an ugly face, 
* If to its value it were fold, 
* Is worth ten thouſand ton of gold; 
* And very famous in all ſtory, 305 
* Call'd by the name of Purgatory, 
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« For, when ſome ages ſhall have run, 

% And Truth by Fallchood be undone 

Shall rife the Whore of Babylon; 

« And this fame Whore ſhall be a Man, 310 

© Who, by his lies and cheating, can 

« Be ſuch a trader in at} evil, 

« As to outdo our friend the Devil: 

« He and his p.mps ſhall ſay, that when 

A man is dyiug. thither then 315 

© The Devil comes to take the foul, 

« And carry him dun to this hole; 

„ But, if a man have ſtore of wealth, 

« To get ſome prayers for his ſoul's health, 

« 'T he Devil has then no more to do, 320 

« Put mult be forc'd to let him go. 

« But we are no more fuolsthan they, 

« 'Thus to he bubbled of our prey. 

« By theſe ſame pious Frauds and Lyes, 

« Shall many Monalleries rite : 325 

« Friars hall get good meat and heer, 

« To pray folks out that ne'cr came here; 

« Pans, pots, and kettles, Mall be given, 

% fetch a man from hence to Heaven. 

* Suppoule a man has taken purſes, 330 

Or itulen ſheep, or cows, or horſes, 

And chances to be hang'd ; you 'd cry, 

I. et him be hang'd, and fo good-by, 

« Hold, fays the Friar; let me alone, 

« He's but to Purgatory gone; 335 

« And, if you'll let our Convent keep 

« Thoſe purſes, cows, horſes, and theep, 

« The fellow ſtall find no more pain, 

„han if he were alive again.” 339 
Here Orpheus ſigh'd, began to take on, 

Cried, © Could | find the Whore you ſpake on, 

« I'd give bim my beſt flitch of bacon : 

« ['d give him cake and ſugar'd ſack, 

« If he would bring my Dice back: 

« Rather than ſhe ſhould longer ſtay, 345 

« I'd find ſome Jutty man to pray. 

« And then poor Dice, let him try her, 

i dare ſay, would requite the Friar.” 
Great Noſnotbocai tmil'd to tee 

Such goodnels and ſimplicity. 352 

Then kindly led them to a cell, 

An outward granary of Hell; 

A filthy place, that 's ſeldom ſwept, 

Where feeds of viliainy are kept. 354 
„Orpheus,“ ſaid he, “ 1'd have you take 

« Some of theſe ſeeds here, for my fake ; 

« Which, if they are ditcreetly hurl'd 

« Throughout the parts of t' other world, 

« "They may oblige the Fiend you ſue to, 

« And fill the palace of old Pluto. 360 
« Sow pridesſecd uppermoſt; then akove 

« Envy aud ſcandal plant ſelf-love. 

Here take rev-age, and malice without cauſe, 

And here contempt of honefly and laws ; 

This hot ſeed 's anger, and this hotter luſt, 365 

Beſt ſown with breach of fricadſbip, and of 

trujt : 

7 = erm, bail, plague, and tempeſt ſeeds ; 

&« And this a quinteifence of weeds; 

„This the worlt ſort of artichoke, 

A plant wat Pluto has himfelf beſpoke, 370 


598 KING" 
c Nouriſh it well, "tis uſeful treachery » 
This is a choice though little ſeed, a ye : 
Here take ſoine now from theſe prodigious loads, 
« Of tender things that look like Loads: 
In future times, theſe, fincly dreft, 
Shall each invade a Prince's breaſt ; 
2 ſeed; : though thinly ſowen, 
t is a mighty plant when grown, 
When rooted deep, and fully blown; 
Now ſce theſe things like bubbles fly; ; 
Thele are the ſeed> of vanity. 
Take tyrant acer rs, Which will beſt advance, 
If ſow in Zaſtern climates, or in France; 
But theſe are things of moſt prodigious hopes, 
They 're Jeſuit bulbs tied up with ropes; 
And theſe the Devil's grafts for future popes. 3) 
Which with Fanaticifur ate Jon 'd fo clean, 
You *'d ſcarce believe a kuiſe had paſs'd between. 
Falfe-avitueſ feed had almoſt been forgot, 389 
Twill be your making, ſhould there be a plot. 
And now, dear Orphcus, ſcatter tkeſe but well; 
And yon ' deſerve the gratitude of Hell.“ 
Quoth Orpheus, “ You ſhall be obey'd 
* In every thing that you have ſaid, 
« For miſchief is the Poet's trade: 
« And whatſoever they ſhall bring, 
„ You may aſſure yourſelf, III ſing. 
« But pray what Poets ſhall we have, 
« At my returning from the grave?“ 
© Sad dogs!” quoth Bocai,—* let me fee— 
« But, ſince what I ſay cannot ſhame them, 401 
« ]*l1l e'en teſol vc to never name them.” 
„But now,” ſays Bocai, “ Sir, you may 
„Long to be going on your way, 

„ Unleſs you 'lt drink ſome Arſenick Claret 405 
is burnt, you ſce: but Sam can fpare it,” 
Orpheus replied, “ Kind Sir, tis neither; 

« Brandy nor whets that brought me hithcr ; 

« But Love, and I an inſtance can be, 

Love is as hot as pepper'd brandy 

« Yet, gentle Sir, you may command 

« A tune from a d-parting hand; 
The ſtyle and paſſion both are good, 

Pig The Threc Children in the Mud.“ 
He fang ; and pains themſelves found eaſe ; 

For griefs, when well exprets'd, can plcaſe. 416 

When he deſcrib'd the children“ s loſs, 

And how the Robins cover'd them with moſs; 
To hear the pity of thoſe birds, 

Ev'n Bocai's tears fell down with Orpheus' words. 

&c. 420 


wh 375 


380 


* 
„ 


396 


410 


— — 


0 
0 R, 


nn“ 


R 8; 


T NMITATED FROM CLAUDIAN, 


FT, as I wondering ſtand, a ſecret doubt 
Puzzles my reaſon, and difturbs my thought, 


he Eflay, to which this Poem was origi— 
nally annexed, was written in 1711, as a harih 
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Whether this lower world by Chance does move, 
Or guided by the guardian hand of Jove. 
When I (urvey the world's harmonious frame, 5 
How Neturc lives immutably the ſame ; 
How ſtared bounds and ambient ſhores reſtrain 
The rolling ſurges of the Lriny main; 
How conſtant f ime revolv:'s the circling year ; 
How Day and night alternately appear; 
hen am 1 well convinc'd ſome ſecret ſoul, 
Some Firſt Inf corming Power diredts the whole; 
ome Great Intelligence, who turns the Spheres, 
Who rules the ſteacy motion of the Stars, 
Who decks with 4arrow'd light the waning Moon, 
And fijls with native light thi unchanging Sun, 16 
Who hangs the Earth amidit ſurrounding ſkies, 
And bids her various Fruits in various Scaſoas 
THe. 
But, ſoon as 1 refleRt on human ſtate, 
How blind, how unproportien'd, is our fete; 29 
How ill men, crown'd with bleſhugs, ſmoothly paſs 
A golden circle of delightful days; 
How good men bear the rugged paths of life, 
Condemn'd to endleſs care „ to endleſs ſtriſe; 
Then am I loſt again; Religion ſails ; 
Then Epicurus' bolder /ch:-me pr: vals, 
Which through the vuid makes wandering atoms 
dance, 
And calls the medley world the work of Chance, 
Which God's eternal Providence denies, 
And feigns him noddivg in the diſtant ſkies, 
At length Roridus' fate my doubt removes, 
And God's exiſtence and his iiftiee proves. 
Nor do! longer undecciv'd complain, 
The Wicked flouriſh, and triumphant reign; 
Since they to Fortunc's heights are rais'd alone, 35 
To ruſh with greater ruin headlong down. 
But here inftruc thy Bard, Picrian Pane, 
Whence, and of whom, the die contagion came. 
Alecto's breait with rage and envy glows, 
Fo ſce the world poſſeſoꝰd of ſweet iche. 
Down to the dreary realms below the bends, 
There ſummons a cabal of Siſter Fiends; 
Thither unnumber'd Plagues direct their flight, 
The curſed progeny of Hell and Night 
Firſt, Diſcord rears her head, the nur:v of War; 45 
Next, Famine fiercely talks with hanghty air; 
| hen Age ſcarce drags her limbs, fcarce draws her 
breath, 
But, tottering on, approaches neighh-uring Death; 
Herc grows Diſcale, with imbred tor ures worn; 
There Envy [rarls, and others' good ( oes mourn; 
"There Sorrow ſighs, her robe to tattors torn; 
Fear ſkviks behiud, and trembling hiles her face, 
But Ruſhneſs headlong thruits her fro it of braſs ; 
Then Luxury, wealth's bane, profuſcly ſhines, 
Whilſt Waar, attending in a %, repines. 
A train of fl-epleſs felf-rormenting cares, 
Daughters of meagre Avarice, appears; 
Who, as around her wither'd net they cling, 
Confeſs the parent ag from whence they fpeing. 


10 


25 


30 


40 


55 


ſatire on the Duke of Marlborough, dictated per- 
haps rather by party rage than truth. It is printed 
oe Dr. King's Works, vol. ii. p. 280. N. 
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Here ills of each malignant kind reſort, 60 
A. thouſind monſters guard the dreadful court. 

Amidit th' infernal crowd, Alecto ſtauds, 
And a deep filence awfully commands; 

"Chen, in tumultuons terms like thele, expteſe'd 

A patlion long had ſwell'd within her breaſt ; 

Shall we ſupine permit theſe peaceftr! days, 

So ſmooth, fo gay, fo undiſturb'd, to pals ? 

Shall Pity melt, ſhi] Clemency control, 

A Fury's fierce and urrelemting uu! ? 

What do our iron Wipe, our brands, avail; 

What all the horrid iniplements of Hell; 

Since mighty Jove debars us of his ſees, 

Since Theodolius too his earth denics? 

Such were the days, and fo their tenor ran, 

When the firſt happy Golden Age began: 75 

Virtue and Concord, with their heavenly train, 

Wich Picty and Faith, ſecurely reign 

Nay, Jultice, in imperial pomp array'd, 

Buldly explores this everlaſting ſhade ; 

Me fac, intult.ng, menaces and awes; 

Reforms the world, and vindicates her Jaws. 

* And ſhall we then, neglected and torlorn, 

From every region bani{h'd, idly mourn ? 

Aſtert yourſelves; know what, and whence, 
you are: 

Attenipt ſome glorious miſchicf worth your 
care; 

Involve the Univerſe in endleſs war. 

Oh! that I could in Stygian vapour riſe, 

Darken the ſur, pollute the halmy ies; 

Let looſe the rivers, dehige every plain, 

Break down the barriers of the roaring main, 

And ſhatter Nature into Chaos once again!“ 

So rag'd the Fiend, and tofs'd her vipers round, 

Which hifling p: ur'd their poiſon on the ground, 

A murmur through the jarring audicnce rung, 

Bilk rent reſolves from different reaſons ſprung 95 

£0 when the fury of the ſtorm is patt, 

When the rough winds in foſter murmurs waſte ; 

do ſounds, fo fluctuates „the troubled fea, 

As the expiring . plows its w ay. 

Megæra, rifing then, ad idreſs'd the throng, TCO 
To wham ge Tumult, Rage, belong: 
Whole wen is entrails of the guiſtleſs dead, 

Whole drink is children's blood b y parents hed. 
She ſcorch'd Alcides with a fravtic {lame 104 
Shie broke the bow, the ſavage world did tame; 
She nerv'd the arm, ſhe lung the deadly dart, 
When Athamas transfix'd Luarchus' heart: 

She prompted Agamemnon's monitrous Wife 

o take her injur'd Lord's devoted life: 

ohe breath'd revenge aud rage into the Son, 110 
20 did the Mother's blood the Birr atone ; 
dne blinded Gedipus with kindred charms, 
rorce'd hun inceſtuous to a Mother arms: 
She itung Thyeſtes, and his fury fed; 

She taught him to pollute a Daughter's bed. 
Such was her dreadful ſpecch: 

* Your ſchemes not practical nor lawful are, 
* With Heaven and Jove to wage unequal war : 
But, if the peace of Man you would invade, 
* If &er the ravag'd Earth dſ{rufion ſpread ; 
hen ſhall Rue:iiwÞus, fram'd for every , 

* With your own V*ngeauce execute your will; 
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* A prodigy from ſavage parents ſprung, 

* Impetuous as a Vigreis new with young; 

Fierce as the Hydra, fickle as the Flood, 

And keen as meagre Harpics for their food. 

* Soon as the infant drew the vital air, 

| firſt receiv'd him to ny nurling care; 

And often he, when tender yet and young, 

Cried for the teat, and on my boſom hung: 130 

* Whilſt my horr'd ferperts round his viſage play d, 

His features ſorm'd, aud there their d ſhed; 

Whilft I, infuſing, breath'd into his heart 

Leceit and craft, and every hurtful art; 174 

Tauent him t' involve his ſoul in fecret clouds, 

With falſe dilembling ſmiles to veil his frauds. 

Not dying patriots” tortures can aſſuage 

His inhorn cruelty, his native rage: 

Not Tagus' yellow torrent can ſuffice 

© His boundlefs and unſated awarice : 

Nor all the metal of Pactolus' ſtreams, 

Nor Hermus glittering as the ſolar beams. 

I you the ſtratagem propos'd approve, 

Let us to Court this bane of crowns remove. 

here ſhall he ſoon, with his intriguing art, 145 

Guide uncoutrol'd the willing Prince's heart. 

« Not Numa's wiſdom ſhall that heart defend, 

&« When the falſe Favourite acts the faithful Friend.“ 
Soon as ſhe ended, the ſurrounding crowd 

With peals of joy the black deſign applaud. 
Now with an adamant? her hair ſhe bound, 

With a blue ſorpert girt her veſt around; 

Then haftes to Phiegethon's impetuous ſtream, 

Whole pitchy waves are flakes of rolling flame; 

There lights a torch, and ſtraight, with wings 

diſpiay'd, 

Shoots ſwitcly through the dun Tartarian glade. 
A place on Gallia's utmoſt verge there lies, 

Extended to the ſea and Southern ſkics; 

Where once Ulyſſes, as old Fables tell, 

Invok'd and rais'd th* inhabitants ef Hell; 160 

Where oft', with Caring eyes, the trembling hind 

Secs airy phantoms {kim before the Wind: 

Hence ſprings the Fury into upper {kics, 

luſecting all the region as {he flies: 

She roars, and ſhakes the atmoſphe re around, 

And Earth and Sea reheat to the ſound. 

Then ſtraight trausſorm'd her ſuakes to ſil ver hairs, 

And like an old decrepid fo ge appears z 

Slowly the creeps along witl trembling gait, 169 

Scarce can her Janguid ] imbs fuftain | her weight. 

At length, arriving at Ruzixve! cell, 

Which, from his monſtrous birth, ſhe knew fo well, 

She mildly thus Hell's darling hope addreſs'd, 

Sooth'd his ambition, and inflam 0 his breaft 2 174 
Can Sloth diſtolve Ruxinvg; canſt thou pats 

„Thy ſprightly youth in foft inglorious cafe ? 

© Know, that thy better Fate, thy kinder Star, 

Voes more cxalted | paths for thee prepare. 

If thou an % man's counſel canſt obey, 179 

© The ſubject world ſhall own thy ſovereign ſway : 

For my e ee foul, my conſcious breaſt, 

Of Magic's ſecret ſcience is puſſeſs d. 

Oft' have forc'd, with »: Mic midnight ſpells, 

Pale ſpectres from their ſubterrancan cells: 

Old Hecate attends my powerful ſong, I 

« Powerſui to haſten fate, or to proturg ; 
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% Powerful the rooted ſtubborn oak to move, 

« To ſtop the thunder burſting from above, 

To make the rapid flood's deſcending ſtream 

Flow backward to the fountain whence it came. 

% Nor doubt my trutkh— behold, with juit ſur- 
prize, 19! 

% An effort of my art—a palzce riſe.” 

She ſaid ; and, lo! a palace towering ſeems, 
With Parian pillars and metallic beams. 
Rrrixvs, raviſh'd with the vaſt delight, 195 
Gorges his avarice, and gluts his fight, 

Such was his tranſport, ſuch his ſudden p.zcc, 
hen Midas firſt his golden wife enjoy'd :; 

But, as his ſtiffening food to metal turn'd, 

He found his raſhnefs, and his ruin mourn'd. 200 

« Be thou or Man or Gad,“ Rufinus ſaid, 

& I follow whereſoc'cr thy dictates lead.“ 

Then from his hut he flics, aſſumes the ſtate 
Propounded by the Elend, prepar'd by Fate. 
Ambition ſoon began to lift her head, 205 
Soaring, ſhe mounts with reſtleſe pinion ſpread ; 
But Juſtice, conſcious, ſhuns the poiſon'd air, 
Where only proflituted tools repair; 

Where Srilico and Virtue not avail; 

Where royal favours ſtand exphs'd to fale; 210 
Where now RvuFixvs, ſcandaloufly gruat, 

Loads labouring nations with oppr. fhve weight; 
Keeps the obſe quious work! depending {till 

On the proud diQutes of his lawJefs will; 
Advances thoſe, whoſe fierce and factivus zeal 215 
Prompts ever to r, and to rebel ; 

But thoſe impeaches, who their Prince commend, 
Who, dauntleſe, dare his ige rights defent; 
Expounds ſmall riot; into higheſt crimes, 


Brands loyal:y as treafun to the dine. 220 


An baughty M:nion, mad with expire grown, 
Euſlaves the ſu5jc&s, and iniuits the Throne. 
A thouſand diſemboguing rivers pay 
Their everiaſling homage to the fr; 
1 he Nile, the Riunr, the Lanube, and the 


Thames, 225 | 


Pour conſtant down their tributary ſtreams: 
Hut vet the /ea confelics no increate, a 
For all is ſwallow'd in the deep abyls. 

In craving, ſtill Rurixsus' ſoul icmaine, 
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| The fam'd, the warlike, Cuz deign'd to dwell 
lu a pour Jonely cot and humble call. 
Such a retreat to me 's more glorious far, 
Fhan all chy phmp, than all thy triumphs are: 
Give ie my folitary native home, 
Take thou thy riſtug tower, thy lofty dome ; 
Though there thy furniture of radiant dye 255 
Abſtracts and raviſhes the curious eye; 
Though each apartgient, every ſpacious room, 
Shines with the glories of the T'yrian hee; 


j 


Where Nature's freſheſt bloom and beauties 7 
Where the warm Zephyr's genial baimy wing, 
Playing, diffuſes an eternal ſpring : 

Though there thy lewd lafcivious limbs are laid 
On a rich downy couch, or golden bed ; 


Yet here, extended on the flowery graſs, 265 


More free from care, my ꝑuiltleſs hours | paſs : 


Though there thy /vcophants, a ſcr vile race, 


Cringe at thy levees, and rclound thy praiſe; 
Yet here a murmuriag ſtream, cr warbling bird, 
To me does ſweeter harmony afford 
Nato on all the power of blifs beſtows, 
Which from her bounteous ſource perpetual flows, 
But he alone with happinecls is hleſt, 
; Who knows to uſe it rightly when poſſi i ; 
' A*doQrine, if well poiz'd in Reaſou's ſcale, 275 
| Nor Luxury ner Want would thus prevail; 
Nor would our flects fo frequent plow the mein, 
Nor our embattl-d armies \trew the plain. 
But, oh! Rourixvs is to reaſon blind! 
A ſtrauge hydropic thirſt inflames his mind. 280 
No bribes his growing appetite can ſate; 
For new pofleſſions new defires create. 
No ſenſc of ſhame, no modeſty, reſtrains, 
Where Avarice or where Ambition reigns. 284 
When with ſtrict oaths his proſſer'd faith he tings, 
Faiſe are his vows, and treackerons his dens. 
Now, fhouid a Patriot ile, his power oppo, 
SHould he aſtort a ſinking nation's cavic, 
He ſtirs a venyeance not! 


ing can control, 

Such is the r3ncour of His haughty {out ; 299 
Fell as a hoveh in Liby a's piein, 

Wien tortur'd with a javelm's pointed pain; 

Or a {purn'd terpent, as fic ſhuots along 
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Though fed witch ſhowers of gold, and flouds of | With lighting 113 her yes, 41. 4 poiton 11 ler 


gains; 230 
For he deſpoils and ravages the land, 
No ſtate is free from his rapacious hand; 
Treaſures immenſe he hoards; etects a tower. } 
150 lodge the plunde 0 worla's coliccted ſtorc p 
U:meatur'd is his Wealth, unb.unded i- his ff 
power. : 
Oh! whither would'ſt thon rove, mf if man 7 
Vain are thy hopes, thy acquititions Vail 3 
Jour LOW, uppen thy 4 poco d 
Oi al rhe ſpicndurr oi the glittering alt. 240 
Ot Croesvs! mals of wealth, of Cyxuts' crow, 
Suppole the ocear,'s treaſure all thy own ; 
Still would thy toul repine, ſtill aſk for more, 
Uubleſt wich pl aty, with abundance pour. 
Farkicivs, in himſelf, in virtue great, 245 
Difdain'd a wynarch's bribe, deſpis'd bis fate, 
SERKANUE, as tic grac'd the Cuniut's chair, 
Sa could he guide the plough's I.berious mare. 


tongue. 
Nor will thulc fam lies eraz'd ſifſice; 295 
But provinces ond cities he Geftro:s ; 
| Urg'd on with blind reveuge ard ſettled hate, 
He labours the contucon of the ie; 
{| Subvzrts the nanon's old-eftabl i'd frame, 
Exptodcs her laws, ang trampies on her lime. 309 
| i1 e'cr im mer y lic pretenẽs G lar 
A man, porſu'd Ly rueliun, it om the grave; 
Ihen he nv. nfs new puniſhme nts, gen $147 3, 
; Concemas ta une, ang from tur rest rats“; 
Then rats ant vie, and bonds Ad bars, 37 
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Yet here I view a more delightſul ſcene, 2<5 
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O dreadfal mercy ! more than death ſevere! 

That doubly tortures whom it ſeems to ſpare! Can ſooth and calm aillicted Virtue's woes; 320 
All em enſlav'd, all bow to him alone ; He is the ſolid, firm, unſhaken force, 

Nor dare their hate their juſt reſentments own; | That only knows to ftem th? invader's courſe. 

Bur inward grieve, their fighs and pangs contin'd, So-when a river, ſwell'd with Winter's rains, 


He is the ſafe retreat, the ſweet repoſe, 


Which with convuljive ſorrow tear the mind, The limits of its wonted ſhore diflains; 
Envy is mute—'tis treaſon to diſcloſe Bridges, and ſtones, and trees, in vaia oppoſe ; 325 
The baneful fource of their eternal woes. With unreſiſted rege the torrents flows: 

But Stitico's ſuperior toul appears 315 But as it, rolling, meets a mighty rock, 
Unſhock'd, unmov'd, by baſe ignoble fears. Whoſe fix'd foundations can repel the ſhock, 
He is the Polar Star, directs the fate, Elided ſurges roar in ediies round, 
When parties tage, and public tempeſis beat ; | The rock, unmev'd, reverberates the found, 239 
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THE EAGLE AND THE RO 
AN Ü e 


TRANSLATED FROM THE ORIGINAL OF ZSOP, WRITTEN TWO THOUSAND 
| YEARS SINCE, AND NOW RENDERED IN FAMILIAR VERSE 
BY H. G. L. Mac. 


O OD precepts and true gold are more valuable for their antiquity, And here 
IF I preſent my good reader with one, delivered by the firſt founder of mythology, 
Afop himſelf. Maximus Planudes takes notice of it, as a very excellent part of his 
production; and Phædrus, Camerarius, and others, ſeem to agree, that his Eagle, and 
tive others not yet tranſlated, are equal to any of his that are handed down to us. 
Though Mr. Ogleby and Sir Roger L'Eſtrange had the unhappineſs to be unac- 
quaiated with them, yet I had the good fortune to diſcover them by the removal of 
my old library, which has made me amends for the trouble of getting to where I now 
teach. They were written, or dictated at leait, by ZEfop, in the fitty-fourth Olym- 
piad: and though I deſigned them chiefly for the uſe of my ſchool (this being tranſ- 
lated by a youth deſigned for a Greek profeſſor,), yet no man is ſo wiſe as not to need 
inſtruction, aye, and by the way of fable too; fince the Holy Scriptures themſelves, 
the beſt inſtructors, teach us by way of parable, ſymbol, image, and figure ; and 
David was more moved with Nathan's “ Thou art the man,” than all the melt rigid 
lectures in the world would have done. Whoever will be at the trouble of comparmg 
this verfion with the original, let them begin at the tenth line, and they will find it 
metaphraſtically done, verbum verlo, as the belt way of juſtice to the author. Thoſe 
that are meer adorers of ia: 2-44 will not be angry that it is in this fort of metre, for 
which I gave leave, the lad having a turn to this fort of meaſure, which is pleaſant and 
agreeable, though not lofty. For my own part, I concur with A matter Ariſtotle, 
that ub, 124 @ppuovic are very far from being unneceſſary or unpleaſant. May this be 
of uſe to thee ; and it will pleaſe thiue in all good wiſhes, 
Horart. Gran. 


* The political moral of this Ittle apolugue is too evident to need any other comment, than barely 

mentioning that the lady was Queer: Aunt; defiring the reader to recollet the change which the 
> * = fy . 0 * . » 

Aude in her miniſtyy in 170%, the tear in which this poch Was ritten; aud 7eicrring to Rufinus. N. 
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THE EAGLE AND 'THE ROBIN. 


LADY liv'd in former days, 
That well deſerv'd the utmoſt praiſe ; 
For greatneſs, birth, and juſtice fam'd, 
And every virtue could be nam'd ; 
Which made her courſe of liſe fo even, 
That ſhe *s a Saint (if dead) in Heaven. 
This Lady had a little ſeat 
Juſt like a palace, *twas fo neat, 
From aught (but goodneſs) her retreat. 
One morning, in her giving way, 
As was her cuſtom every day, 
To cheer the poor, the ſick, and cold, 
Or with apparel, food, or gold, 
There came a gazing ſtranger by, 
On whom ſhe quickly caſt an eye. 
The man admiring, made a ſtand ; 
He had a bird upon his hand: 


S 


« What 's that, ſays ſhe, that hangs its head, 


Sinking and faint.? *Tis almoſt dead.” 
« Madam, a Red-breaſt that I found, 
By this wet ſeaſon almoſt drown'd.”* 
« Oh! bring him in, and keep him warm; 
Robins do never any harm.” 
They ſoon obey'd, and chopt him meat, 
Gave him whatever he would eat; 
The Lady care herſelf did take, 
And made a neſt for Robin's ſake : 
Bur he p:rkt up into her chair, 
In which he plentcouſly did fare, 
Aſſuming quite another air. 
The neighbours thought, when this they ſpy 
The worll well mended on his ide. 

With weli-tun'd thros it he whitlicd long, 
And every Bos y lik'd his ſong, 
% At laß, ſaid they, this little 1 ning 
Win 138 i elf, fo lot 1 to ling ; 
We il cloſet him among the rf}: 
Of th aſe my Lacy loves the beſt.“ 
"They littic thought, that ſaw him come, 
That Robins were ſo quarielfome 7 
The door the; pens in he pops, 
And to the big het perch he Lops; 
The party-colour'd 1 he choſe, 
The eee and ſuch as thoſe ; 
With them he d peck, and bill, and feed, 
And very well (zt tim-s) agrecd: 
Canary- birds were his drhght, 

Vith them he'd de- a- tete all night; 
Eut the brown Linnets went to Pet, 
= kil. d them all upon the ſp 0 

The ſervants were eniploy'd each day, 
Inſ.cad of work, to part ſom fray, 
And wiſt'd the aukwarg: fellow curit 
That brought him to my Lady firſt. 

At laſt they all reſolv'd upon 't. 

Some way to tell my Lady on 't. 
Meanwhile-he d had a noble {wir g, 

And it'd uit like the Gallic king; 

Having kill'd or wounded all, 

Valeſs the Eagle in the hall; 

With whom he durſt but only jar, 

He being the very ſoul of war, 


* 
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But hated him for his defert, 
And tore him malice at his heart. 

This Eagle was my Lady's pride, 
The guardian ſaſety of her fide : 

He often brought home forcign prey, 

Which humbly at her feet he lay, 

For colour, pinions, and ſtature, 

The laireſt workmanſhip of nature; 
would do one good to ſee him move, 

So full of grandeur, grace, and love: 

He was indeed a bird lor Jove. 

He fſoar'd aloft in Brucum's field, 

And thouſand Kites and A kill'd; 

Which made him dear to all that flew, 

Unleſe to Robin and his crew. 

One day poor Bob, puff'd up with pride, 
Thinking the combat to abide, 

A gocſe-quill on for weapon ty'd, 
Knowing by uſe, that, now and then, 
A ſword lefs hurt does than a pen. 

As for example What at home 
You 've well contriv'd to do at Rome, 
A pen blows up—before you come. 
You are ſuppos'd to undermine 
The foe—in ſome immenſe deſign. 

A pen can bite you with a line; 

There 's forty ways to give a ſign. 

Well—all on fire away he ſtalk'd, 


Till come to—where the Eagle walk'd. 


Bob cid not ſhill 1 ſhall-I go, 
Nor faid ons word of friend or ſoe; 
But flirting at him made a blow, 
As game-cocks with their gauntlets do. 
At which the Eagle gracefully 
Caft a diſdaining, ſparkling eye; 
As who ſhould ſay - What 's this, a flie? 
But no revenge at all did take, 
He ſpar'd him tor their Lady's ſake, 
He ponder'd theſe things in her mind, 
And took the conduct of the Eagle kind. 
e cegtion now to ſhew 
hat harm the lcaſt of things may do, 
Mad Re! on weich his curſed flirt, 
One of the Ragle's “ eyes had hurt; 
Influn'd it, made it red and fore :; 
Lut Ne: all; ont inflam'd it more. 
On, how the family did tear! 
To fire the houſe, cold ſcarce ſorbear ; 
With ſcorn, not pain, the Eagle lir'd, 
Murmur'd difdain, and fo retir'd. 
Robin, to oficr ſome relief, 
lu words like theſe would heal their grief: 
«* Should th' Eagle die (which Heaven forbid !} 
We ought ſome other to provide. 
| do not ſay that any now 
Are fit, but in x year or two: 
And ſhuuld this mighty warrior fall, 
They ſhould not want a Gencral.““ 
As men have long obſerv'd, that one 
Mistortuue ſeldom comes alone; 


* OZfaauS, amongſt the Greeks, ſignifies 
KIS. 


«6 8 as tender as the eye.“ 
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Juſt in the moment this was done, 
Ten thouſand foes in ſight were come: 
Vultures, and Kites, and birds of prey, 
In flocks ſo thick—they darken'd day. 
A long- concerted force and ſtrong, 
Vermin of all kinds made the throng ; 
Foxes were in the ſation join'd, 
Who waited their approach to ground. 
By every hand, from common farae, 
The frightful face of danger came. 
One cries, © What help nyuw—who can tell? 
I'm glad the Eagle 's here, and well!“ 


Another Hut of breath with fear, 


Says, * Thouſands more near ſea appear; 
"They l ſwop our Chicken from the door 
We never were ſo fet before: 
We 're glad the Eayle will forget, 
And the invuders kill or beat.“ 
Reſerv'd and great, his noble mi.. :, 
Above all petty things inclin'd, 
Abhorr'd the thoughts of any thing, 
But what his Lady's peace could bring : 
Who bleſe'd him firſt, and bade him do 
As he was wont, and beat the foe. 
Burning and reſtleſs as the ſun, 
Until this willing work was done; 
He whets his talons, Rretch'd his wings, 
His lightning darts, and terror flings; 
Towers with a flight into the ſky, 
Theſe million monſters to deſcry, 
Prepar'd to conquer, or to die. 
The party, that fo far was come, 
Thought not the Eagle was at home : 
To fame and danger us'd in eld, 
They knew he d quickly make them yield: 
But, on aſlurance he was near, 
Incumber'd, faint, ard d.vd with fear, 
They made with hurry t:-wards the lakes; 
And he his pinions o'er them ſhakes. 
They had not (with ſuch horror fill'd) 
The courage to let one be kill'd: 
They fied, and left no foe behind, 
Unlels it were the flecting wind: 
Ouly—a man by water took 
Two fine young Merlins and a Rock. 
he family had now repos : 
Bat with the ſun the Eagle roſe ; 
Th' imperial bird purſu'd the foe, 
More toil than refit inur'd to know, 
He wing'd his way to Latian lard, 
Where firſt was hatch'd this murdering band : 
He darted death where*er he came, 
Some of them dying at his name. 
Their mighty foe——a fatal picdve, 
Their bowels tore through every hedge : 
They flutter, ſhrick, and caw, aod hifs; 
"Their ſtrength decays, ard ſcers increaſe : 
But moſt the chevaliers the Geeſe. 
So mary ſtaughter'd fow! there was, 
Their carcaſcs block'd- up the ways; 
The reſt he drove, half ſpent, pell-mell, 
Quite to the walls of Pontifell. 
Robin at home, though mad to hear 
He ſnould fo conquer every where, 
Expoſtulated thus with fear : 
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„ Ungrateful I, that ſo have ſtirr'd ? 
Againſt this generous, nobie bird, 


* firſt by him preferr'd? ) 
nin his gal to burn, 
und back to Pontifell return.“ 

There ſome to chimney tops aſpire, 
Fo turrets ſome that could fly higher; 
Some *above a hundred miles were gone, 
To rooſt them at Byzantium. 
Alas] in vain was their pretence, 
He broke through all their ſtrong defence : 
Down went their fences, wires, and all; 
Perches and birds together fall, 

None hop'd his power to withſtand, 
But gave the neſt to his command: 
They told him of ten thouſand more, 
In flocks along the Ganges” ſhore, 
Safe in thuir ſurrows, free from trouble, 
Like Partridges among the ſtubble. 
He ſpreeds himſelf, and cuts the air, 
And ſteady flight ſocn brought bim there. 
Lord, how deceiv'd and vex'd he was! 
To find they were but meer Jackdaws. 
A hundred thouſand all in light, 
They all could chatter, net one ſight. 
6“ I'll dral by them as is their due: 
« Shough! cry'd the Eagle; off they flew.” 
ts flaſhing eye their hearts confounds, 
Though by their flight ſecure from wounds, 
Which was a ſignal, fatal baulk 
To a late ſwilt Italian Hawk. 

The Eagle would no re! afford, 
Till he had ſent my Lady word; 

ho when ſh- heard the dear ſurprize, 
Wonder and joy ſt: d in her cyes. 

+ My faithful Ergle, baſt thou then 
My mortal foes deſtroy'd again? 
Keturn, return, and on me wait; 
Be thou the guardian af my gate; 
Thee and thy friends ar. worth my care, 
Ihy foes (if any ſuch there are) 
Shall my avenging anger ſhare.” 
Se—Jeft new ills thould intervene, 
She turn'd the Robin cut again. 

The Samians now, in valt delight, 
Bl-f> their gaod lady day and might ; 
Wiſh that her life might ne'er be donc, 
Eut everlaſting as the fun. 
The Eagle high ay am did ſoar ; 7 
The Lady was diſturb'd no more, 
But all things flouriſh'd as before. 


Waſt thou » 
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ROBIN RED BREAST, WITH THE BEATS, 
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AN OLD CAT 3 PRUPRECY 5 
TAKEN OUT OF AN OLD COPY OF VERSES r- 
POSED TO BE WAIT BY Jud LIDGAT:z, 2&4 
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Seen and was moſt hugely ſmitten 

With young Dog and dirty Kitten, 

Had took them up and lug'd them in, 

And made the ſervants waſh them clean ®, 
When ſhe to a fit age was grown, 

To be ſole Miſtreſs of her own, 

"Then to her ſavour and ſtrange truſt 

She rais'd theſe two; in rank the firſt 

The Dog: who, with gilt collar prac'd, 

Strutted about. The cat was plac'd 

O'er all the houſe to domineer, 

And kept each wight of her in ſear; 

While he o'er all the plains had power, 

That ſevage Wolves might not devour 

Her flocks. She gave him charge great care 

To take: but beaſts uncertain are! 

Now ſee by theſe what troubles rife 
To thoſe who in their choice unwiſe 
Put truſt ia ſuch ; ſor he ſoon inin'd 
With beaſt of prey the Dug combin'd, ö 
W ho kill'd the Sheep, and tore the Hind; 
While he would ſtand, and grin, and bark, 
Cencealing thus his dealings dark. 

A Wolf, or ſo, ſometimes he'd take, 
And then, O what a noiſe he'd make! 
But with wild beafts o'er-run yet are 
The plains : ſome die for want of fare, 
Or torn, or kill'd; the ſhepherds find 
Each day are loft of every kind. 

The filly Sheep lament in vain ; 

Of their hard fate, not him, complain. 
The ſhepherds, and the ſervants all, 
Againſt the traitor Joudly bawl : 

Kut there was none that dat'd te tell 
Their Lady what to them befel; 

Tor Puſs a Fox of wondrous art 
Brought-3n, to help, and take their part, 
By whoſe aſſiſtance to duceive, 

She made her every lye believe. 

One lucky day, when ſhe was walking 
In her woods, with ſervants talking, 
And ſtopp'd to hear how very well 
A Red- breaſt ſung, then him to dwell 
With her ſhe call'd: he came, and took 
His place next to a favourite Rook ; 
Where Rohin ſoon began to fing 
Such ſongs as made the houſe to ring; 

He {ung the loſs and Qcath of Sheep, 

In notes that made the Lady weep : 

How for his charge the Dog unfit, | 
ook part with ſoes, and ſhepherds bit ; 

Ev'n from his birth he did him trace, 

And thew him cur of ſhabby race; 

The Er{t by wandering beggars ſed, 

His fire, advanc'd, turn d {pit for bread; 

Himielt each truſt had ſtill abus'd; 

To ftcal what he ſnduld guard, was us'd 

From puppy: known where-e'er he came 

Both vile and bak, and void of ſhame. 


—— 


* The political drift of this pretended prophety 
is fill more evident than that of the preceding 
poem; the ſatire being abundantly more perſonal. 
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Tne Cat he ſung, that none could match 
For venom'd ſpite, or crucl ſcratch ; 
That from a Witch transform'd ſhe came, 
Who kitten'd three of equal fame : 

This firſt, one dead, of tabby fur 

The third ſurvives, much noiſe of her 
Had been: a Cat well known, with eaſe 
On errancs dark, o'er land and ſeas, 

She 'd journies take to cub ol Bear, 
From theſe intriguing beaſts, who ſvrear 
They 'Il bring him to defend the wrong 

| That they have done. Again he ſung, 
How Tabby once, in moon- light night, 
Trotted with letter Fox did write; 

In which he ſends his beſt reſpes 

To the She-bear, and thus directe: 
„Madam, ſaid he, your cub ſaſe ſend, 
None ſhall his worſhip ſoon offend 
elt 's all I can at preſent do 

Jo ſerve him, as his friends well know.“ 

At this the heaſts grew in ſuch rage, 
That none their fury could aſſuage; 

Nay, Puſs her Lady would have ſcratch'd, 
And tore her «eyes, but ſhe was watch'd ; 
For ſhe 'd ſet up her back and mew, 
And thrice ev'n in her face the flew, 
The Dog, like an ungratefnl ſpark, 

At her would dare to ſnarl and bark, 
Her tenants wondering ſtood to hear 
That ſhe their infolence would bear; 
And offer'd their aſſiſtance to 

Soon make them better manners know: 
But ſhe, to avoid all farther rout, 

Her window opening, turn'd Bob out ; 
Hoping that then her beaſts woulo live 
In peace, ard no ditturbance give. 

Yet nothing ſhe can do avails, 

Their rage againſt her ſtill prevails; 
Though Puls was warn'd to fear their fate 
In lines (by old prophetic Cat 

Writ before her transformation, 

When the was in the Witch's ation) 


Fo certain heights, before unknown 
« Of humar race, ſome ſhall aloud 

„ Inflame and arm a dreadfu} crowd, 

| © Who in vait numbers ſhall advance, 


« When this begins, no longer hope, 
« Fer all remains is ax and rope.” 
But, not deterr'd by this, they dar'd, 
With ſome who of their plunder ſhar'd, 
' aJrunt their Lady, and conſpire 
To mary with her money hire; 
Contemning, her. to pay undue 
Regards uno this beſtial crew: 
Though theſe reſembled human ſhapes, 
They were ipdeed no more than Apes; 
Who ſome in houſe, and ſome in wood, 
And others in high boxes ſtood, 
That chattering made ſuch noiſe and ſlir, 
| How hall was due to Fox and Cur; 

Till, by their falſe deluding way, 

She found bes iocks begin to fray, 


Foreteliing thus: “ When beaſts are grown 


“And to new tunes ſhall make them dance: 
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Still Robin docs for her his care 
And zeal expreſs; on whom yet are 
His thoughts all fix'd, On her he dreams 
Each night. Her praiſes are his themes 
in ſongs all day. Now perch'd on tree, 
Finding himſelf ſecure and free, 

He pertly ſhakes his little wings, 

Sets up his throat : again he ſings, 

„That ſhe had left no other way 

To fave her flocks, and end this fray, 

But ſoon to her aſſiſtance take 

One who could make theſe monſters ſhake; 
A well-known huntſman, who has ſkill 
"The Eercelt beaſts to tame or kilt : 

At her command he 'd come, and he 
Would make her great, and ſet them free; 
That, ſhould theſe beaſts ſom» evil day 
Bring Cub into her grounds, ſhe may 
Depend that not herſelf they l ſpare, 
Since to inſult her now they dare : 

All the at beſt can hope for then, 

is to be ſaſe ſhut up in den; 

Since by ſure ſigns all theſe ingrate 

Are known to bear her deadly hate.” 

He ends his ſong, and prays to Heaven 
That ſhe may have the wiſdom given, 
Before it he too late, to take 

Such reſolutions as may make 
Her ſafe, and that theſe beaſts no more 
de ravage in the plains have power. 


BRITAIN's PALLADIUM; 


OR, 


00RD BOLINGBROKE's WELCOME FROM 
FRANCE “. 


Et thure, et ſidibus juvat 
« Placare, et vituli ſanguine debito 
Cuſtodes Numidæ Deos.“ 


Ho, lib. I. Od. xxxvi. ad Pomponium 
Numidam, cb cujus ex Hiſpania red- 
ditum gaudio exultat, 


HAT noiſe is this, that interrupts my ſleep ? 
What echoing mouts riſe from the briny 
deep ? 

Neptune a ſolemn feſtival prepares, 
And Peace through all his flowing orb declares . 
That ereadful triden t, which he us'd to ſhake, 5 
Make Earth's foundations and Jove's palace quake, 
Now, by his fide, on ouzy couch reclin'd, 
Gives a ſmooth ſurface and a gentle wind: 
Innumcrable Tritons lead the way, 
And crouds of Nercids round his chariot play. 


— 


* Lord Bolingbroke ſet out for France (accom- 
panied by Mr, Hare, one of his under - ſecretarics, 
Mr. Prior, and the Abbe Gualtier) Aug. 2; and 
arrived again in London, Aug. 21, 1712. N. 
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The ancient Sea-gods with attention wait, 

To learn what 's now the luſt reſult of Fate; 
What earthly Monarch Neptune now decrees 
Aloue his great vicegerent of the ſeas. 

By an auſpicious gale, Britannia's fleet rs 
On Gallia's coalt this ſhining triumph meet ; 
Thele pomps divine their mortal ſenſe ſurprize, 

Loud to the ear, and dazzling to the eyes: 

Whillt fealy Tritons, with their ſhells, proclaim 
The names that muſt ſurvive to ſuture 8 25 
And Nymph: their diadems of pearl prepare 

For monarchs who, tc purchaſe peace, make wer : 
Then Neptune his majeſtic filence broke, 

And to the trembling ſailors mildly ſnoke 2 
Throughout the world Britannia's flag diſplay ; 
* *Fis my command, that all the globe obey; 28 
* Let Britiſh ſtreamers wave their heads on high, 
And dread no foe bencath Jove 's azure {ky ; 
he ref let Nereus tell'— 

* If have truth,” ſays Nereus, © and foreſee 
* The intricate deſigus of Deſtiny ; 40 
I, that have view'd whatever fleets have rode 
** With ſharpen'd keels to cut the yielding flood; 
l, that could weigh the fates of Greece and Rome, 
* Phenician wealth, ard Carthaginian doom; 

* Muſt ſurely know what, in the womb of time, 35 
* Was fore-ordain'd for Britain's happy clime; 
How wars upon the watery realm ſhall ceaſe, 
* And Anna give the world a glorious peace; 
Reſtore the ſpicy traffick of the Eaſt, 
* And ſtretch her empire to the diſtant Weſt : 40 
* Her fleets deſcry Aurora's purple bed, 
* And Plubus' flœeds after their labours fed. 
The Southern coaſls, to Britain ſcarcely kuown, 
Shall grow as hoſpitable as their own: 
No manſ{ters {hall be feign'd, to guard their tore, 
* When Britiſu trade ſecures their golden ore : 46 
The Reecy Pome of the Cotſwold field 
© Shall equal what Peruvian mountains yield : 
«6 "Iron ſnall their intrinſic value ſhow, 

And by Vuicanier art more precious grow. 50 

« Britannia's royal ſiſhery ſhall be 
© Improv'd by a kind guardian deity ; 

„That mighty taſk to (l2vcus we aſſign, 

© Of more importance than the richeſt mine 

e He ſhall direct thin how to rike the Whale, 55 
© How to avoid the danger, when prevail; 

« What treaftre lie: upou the lrozen colt 

« Not yet explot'd, unt negligentiy loſt, 

« In vaſt Acaita's plains, new theme tor fame, 
c owns ſhall be built, ſacred ro Annas none 
te "The ſilver fr aud lofty pine mall rite 62 
« From Britain's on nnted Tolones :; 

« Which to the malt ball canvaſe-wrnge afford 

« And pitch, to ſtrengthen the unkant "ful 3 

& Norway may then her u. val Rotes Wiineho't 0 92 
« And proudly i: arve for want of itim gold 
O happy ile! to ſuch advautege da ac d. 

„ That all the world is by thy con eis xrac'd; 

6 Thy nation's genius, with mautrius arts, 

« Rcndert thee lovely to remotelt parts. 2 


Annopolis, the capital of Nova Scoti c. 
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& Eliza firſt the ſable ſcene withdrew, 

* And to the ancient world diſplay'd the new; 
„ When Bu:lciph at the helm of ſtate was ſeen, 
The trueſt ſubject to the greateſt Qucen; 

« The Indians, from the Spaniſh yoke made free, 
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« Blefs'd the effects of Engliſh liberty; 76 

« Drake round the world his Sovercipgn's honour 
ſprez 

„Through i: traights and gulphs immenſe her fame 
convey d; 

Nor reſts enquiry here; his curious cye 

« Deſcries new conſtellations in the ſky, do 

* [n which vaſt ſpace, ambitious e yaa 

Might place their names on high, and chuſe 


their ſtars. 
« Raleigh, with hopes of new diſcovcries fir'd, 
« And all the depths of human wit inſpir'd, . 
« Rov'd o'er the Weſtern, world in ſearch of fame, 
Adding ſreſh glory to Eliza's name; 86 
* Subducd new empires that will recerdo be 
immortal of a Qucen's virginity *. 

„ But think not, Albion, that thy ſons decay, 
Or that thy princcs have leſs power to lway ; 90 
% Whatever in Eliza's reign was ſeen, 

„With a re-doubled vigour ſprings again: 

Imperial Anna ſhall the ſeas control. 

«© And ſpread her naval laws from Pole to Pole: 

Nor think her conduct or her counſels leſs, 95 

« In arts of war, or treatics for a peace; 

« In thriſty management of Britain's wealth, 

« Embezzlcd lately, or purloin'd by ſtealth, 

« No nation can fear want, or dread ſurprize, 

« Where Oxford's prudence. Burlcigh's loſs ſup- 
plies; 

« On him the publick moſt ſecurely leans, 

& To caſe the burthen of the beſt of Qneens : 

« On him the merchants fix their longing eyes, 

* When war ſhall ccaſe, and Britiſh commerce riſe, 

« Alcides' ſtrength and Atlas firmer mind 105 
To narrow ſtreights of Europe were conſin'd. 
« The Britiſh Sailors, from their Royal Change, 
« May find a nobler liberty to range. 

Oxford ſhall be their Pole-ſtar to the South, 
And there reward the efforts cf their youth: 110 
* Whence, through his conduct, trafick ſhall in 

creaſe, 
Ev'n to thoſe Seas which take their name from 
eace 7. : 

« Peace ĩs the ſourd raul glad the Britons! ears: 
But ſ-e! the noble Bolingbroke a hypours3 
Geſture compos' q and looks ferene declare 
Th' approaching ine of a doubtſul war, 
Now my ccrul;an rac 2, ſafe 
Shall near no cannons” roar Gifturh x 
* Bat ſmootheſt tides and the moſt Fa“ 
Shall to their port direct Eric: 

„e Tritons, 
* What you ice Bolin atroke in net? 

»* Y-vr concave ſhells for ſoft oft notes pre PEG, 
#* Whiiſt Echo ſhall repeat the geutleſt air. 
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* The River-gods al! there your trinmphs meet, Dete 
« And, in old Occan mix'd, your here greet; 126 Witt 
*'Fhames ſhall ttand wondering, lis ſhall rejoice, cou: 
.und both in tuncſul n unbers raiſe their voice, The 
"IMs rapid Medway, an" the ſectile Treat, Fata 
* 12 ſwilteſt Dreams, confeſs their trus content, Tha 
« Avon arid Severn th min rapturcs join 131 No 
And Fame convey them to the Nortlern Tine. For 
«& Tweed tl. et no niore the Britons ſha!ll aividz, By « 
But Peace and Plenty flaw on either fide ; His 
« Friumphs proclaim, and mirth and jovial feaſts, 1 
And all the world invite for welcome guetts,” 136 Bet\ 
Facl ion, that through the land to lat al £ Tread, Arn 
To more *h: Il dare to raite her Hydra's * ads Anc 
Bat an her votarics in fierce mourn The 
lhe happineſs of Boliagbroke's return; 140 Ane 
Far from the common pitch, he ſhall ariſe, Not 
With great deſigns, to dazzle Envy's cyes; But 
Search deep, to know of Whiggiſh plots the ſource, uc! 
Their ever- turning ſchemes, and reſtleſs courſe. D-{ 
Who ſhall hereafter Britiſh arnals read, 145 Wh 
But will reflect with wonder on this deed ? Mi. 
How artfully his conduct overcame Out 
A ſtubborn race, and quench'd a raging flame; Of 
Retriev'd the Britons from unruly fate, ( 
And overthrew the Phactons of ſtate ! 159 
Theſe wiſe exploits through Gallia's nation ran, Pre 
And fir'd their fouls. ro ſee the wondrous man: Mu 
The aged counſellors, without ſurprize, To 
Found wit and prud-nce ſparkling in his eyes; Me 
Wiſdom that was nor gain'd in courſe of years, Jus 
Or reverence owing to his hoary hairs, 156 
But ſtruck by force of genius; ſuch as drove 
The Goddeſs Pallas from the brain of Jove. 
ihe youth of France, with pleaſure, look'd to ſee 
His graceſul mien and beauteous ſymmetry 3 160 
The virgins ran, as to unuſual ſhow, 
When he to Paris came, and Fontainhleau ; 
Viewing the blooming miniſter delir'd, 
And itil}, the more they gaz'd, the more admir'd, 
Nor did the Court, that belt true grandeur knows.“ 8 
Their ſentiments by leſſer facts diſcloſe, 166 
By common pomp, or ceremonidus train, 
Scen heretoſore, or to be {cen again; 1 
But they devis'd new honours, yet unknown, uV. 
Or paid to any ſubject of a crown. 170 
The Gallic Kin: E, in age and counſels wiſe, T 
Sated with war, and weary of dilſguile, ay 
With open arms falures.the Britiſh Peer a 
And gladly owns his Prince and cluracter T7 
As Hermes from the tarone of Jove diicorids, 775 
Wien grate ful errand, to Heaveu's chuiceit frienas; 
I lris from the bed of Juno flies. 1 Ls 
To bear har Quccu's communds through yielding . 
_ tri 3; 7 
Whilſt &c7 her wings frofh beams «of glory flow, "i 
And F nico colours paint ler wondraus bow; 1 
8o Pclkughroke appears in Loui, fignt, 121 By 
Wit ni, age heavenly; and, with equal light, 1 
Difpels all eie = bt, 4 * of wars, Is 
| And in hi- Viet rame for Pace declares ? 
accente divine! which the g. ding reeeves 125 _- 
With the fem grace that mio Annu gives. 
Let others bout of binnd, the tpoit of foes, 
.: pi 1C ind Mar, ] ot audleſs ers, 
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Deteſtcd pomp ! and trophies gain'd from far, 
With ſpangled enſigus, ſtreaming in the air; 190 
Count how they made Bavarian ſubjects feel 

The rage of fire, and edge of harden'd ſteel; 
Fatal efle&ts of foul inſatiate pride; 

That deal their wounds alike on either fide, 

No limits ſet to their ambitious ends; 195 
For who bounds them, no longer can be friends. 
By different methods Bolingbroke ſhall raiſe 

His growing honours and immortal praiſe. 

He, fir'd with glory and the public good, 
Betwixt the people and their danger ſtocd: 200 
Arm'd with covvincing truths, he did appear ; 
And all he ſaid was ſparkling, bright, and clear. 
The liſtening 3*:nate with attention heard, 


Not from the tropes of formal eloquence, 205 
But Demoſthenic ſtrength, and weight of ſenſe, 
Such as fond Oxford to her Son ſupplied, 
D-ſign*'d her own, as well as Britain's pride 
Who, leſs beholden to the ancient ſtrains, 
Might ſhew.a nobler blood in Engliſh veins; 210 
Out-do whatever Homer ſocetly ſung 
Of Neſtor's counſels, or Ulyites' tongue. 

Oh! all ye Nymphs, Whilſt time and youth 

allow, 

Prepare the Roſe and Lily for his brow. 
Much he has done, but ſtill has more in view; 215 
To Anna's interett and his country true. 
More | could propheſy; but muit refrain: 
Such truths would make another mortal vain ! 


To THE 
DUKE OF BEAUFORTE. 


A PARAPHRASE ON NAUD#Uus's ADDRESS T0 
CARDINAL DE BAGNI. 


HE time will come (if Fate ſhall pleaſe to give 
This ſeeble thread of mine more ſpace to live) 
When | ſhall you and all your acts rehearſe, 
In a much lofticr and mere fluent verſe; 
To Ganges' banks, and China farther Eaſt, 7 
To Carolina, and the diſtant Weſt. 
Yonr name ſhall fly, and every where be bleft A 
Through Spain and tracts of Lybian fands ſhall 
go 
To Ruſſian limits, and to Zembla's ſnow. 
Then ſhall my eager Muſe expand her wing, 
Your love of juſtice and your goodneſs fing ; 
Your greatnels, equal to the ſtate you hold; 
In counſel wiſe, in execution bold; 
How there appears, in all that you diſpenſe, 
Beauty, good-nature, and the ſtrength of ſenſe. 
Theſe let the world admire.—From you a ſmile 
Is more than a reward of all my tcil. 


1545 — 


Dr. King dedicated hie Engliſh verſion of that 
work to the duke of Beaufort. 
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OU ſay you love; repeat again, 
Repeat th' amazing ſound, 

Repeat the eaſe of all my pain, 

The cure of every wound. 


Wat you to oufand; have denied, 
lo me you freely ive; 

Whit 1 im humble ſilence died, 
Your . -rcy ids mo-live. 


So upon Latmos' top each night, 
Endymion ſighing lay; 8 


Gaz'd on the Moon's tranſcendent light, 
Deſpair'd, and durit not pray. 
But divine Cynthia ſaw his grief, 
Th' effect of conquering charms : 
Unaſk'd the Goddeſs brings relief, 
And falls into his arms. 
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"I "HE cruel Czlia loves, and burns 
in flames ſhe cannot hide; 
Make her, dear Thyrſis, cold returns, 
Treat her with ſcorp and pride. 


You know the captives ſhe has made, 
The torment of her chain: 

Let her, let her be once betray'd, 
Or rack her with diidain ! 


See tcars low from her piercing eyes, 
She bends her knee divine; 

Her tears, for Damon's fake, defpiſe; 
Let her kneel ſtill, for mine. 


Purſue thy conqueſt, charming youth, 
Her haughty beauty vex, 

Till trembling virgins learn this truth 
Men can revenge their ſex. 


THE LAST BILLET. 


Yer ſtill my monumental log did Jail ; 
Fo begging boys it was not made a prey 
On the King's birt'a or coronation day. 
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MISCELLANY POEMS. 


EPTFMBER ond November now were paſt, 


When men in bontires did their firing waſte; 


Why with thoſe oaks, under whoſe ſacred ſnade 
Charles was preſerv'd, ſhould any fire be made? 
At laſt a froit, a diſmal froſt, there came, 

Like that which made a market upon Tharase : * 
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Unruly company would then have made 

Fire with this log, whilſt thus its owners pray'd : 

5 Thou that art worſhip'd in Dodona's grove, 

From all thy ſacred trees fierce flames remove: 

„ Preicrve this groaning branch, O hear my 
prayer, 

Spare me this one, this one poor Billet ſpare; 

** That, having many ſires and flames withſtood, 7 

** Its ancient teſtimonial may laſt good, 

lu future times to prove, | once had Wood my 


— — 


TO LAURA. 


IN IMITATION OF PETRARCH., 


A ſight of 3 Pompey's head 
Cæſar forgets his ſex and ſtate, 

And, whilſt his generous tears are ſhed, 
Wiſhes he had at leaſt a milder fate. 


At Abſalom's untimely fall, 
David with grief his conqueſt views : 
Nay, weeps for unrelenting Saul, 
And in foft verſe the mournful theme purſues, 


The mighticr Laura, from Love's darts ſecure, 
Beholds the thouſand deaths that 1 endure, 
Tach death made horrid with moſt cruel pain; 
Yet no frail pity in her looks appears ; 
Her eyes betray no careleſs tears, 
Zut perſecute me till with anger and diſdain. 


* 


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


* 
9 


LAT EARL DF 


grFON HIS DISPUTING PUBLICKLY AT CUR3ST 
CHURCH, OXFORD. 


Mk, to thy maſtet's lodgings quickly fly, 

Enirance to thee his goodneſs won't deny; 

With du- ſubmiſſion, tell him you are mine, 

And that you trouble him with this deſign, 

ExaQtly to inform his noble youth 

Of what you heard juſt now from vanquiſh'd 
“Truth: 

„ Conquer'd, undone ! 'Tis ſtrange that there 
« ſhould be 

* In this confeſſion pleaſure ev'n to me. 

„With well- vrought terms wy hold | ſtrongly 
„ barr'd, 

And rough dinindtions were my ſurly guard. 

* Whilſt I, ſure of my cauſe, this ſtrength poſſeſs; 

A noble youth, advancing with addreſs, 

Led glittering Falſchood on with ſo much art, 

That I ſoon felt ſad omens in my heart, 


— 


„Probably James the third earl of Angleſeca. 
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© Words with that grace,” ſaid I, © muſt need 
« perſuade ; 

&* I find myſelf inſenſibly betray'd, 

« Whillt he purſues his conqueſt, I retreat, 

And by that name would palliate my defeat, 

But here methinks I do the proſpect ſee 

« Of all thoſe triumphs he prepares for me, 

* When Virtue or when Innocence oppreſt 

Fly for ſure refuge to his generous breaſt ; 

„When with a noble mien his youth appears, 

And gentle voice pet ſuades the liſtening peers 

Judges ſhall wonder when he clears the laws, 

„ Diſpelling miſts, which long have hid their 
« cauſe : 

« Then, by his aid, aid that can never fail, 

« Ev'n I, though conquer'd now, ſhall ſure pro- 
« vail: 

© Thouſands of wreaths to me he fhall repay, 

For that one laurel Error wears to day.“ 


A GENTLEMAN TO HIS WIFEF, 


WA your kind wiſhes firſt I ſought, 
Twas in the dawn of youth ; 

I toaſted you, for you | fought, 
But never thought of truth. 


You ſaw how ſtill my fire increas'd ; 
I griev'd to be denied: 

You ſaid, © till I to wander ceas'd, 
Lou 'd guard your heart with pride,” 


I, that once feign'd too many lies, 
In height of paſſion ſwore, 

By you and other deities, 
That I would range no more. 


I've ſworn, and therefore now am fix d, 
No longer falſe and vain : 

My paſſion is with honour mix'd, 
And both ſhall ever reign, 


THE MAD LOVER 


'LL from my breaſt tear fond deſire, 
Since Laura is not mine : 
I'll ſtrive to cure the amorous fire, 
And quench the flame with wine. 


Perhaps in groves and cooling ſhade 

_ Soft flumbers I may find: 

There all the vows to Laura made, 
Shall vaniſh with the wind, 


The ſpeaking ſtrings and charming ſong 
My paſſion may remove: 

Oh, Muſick will the pain prolong, 
And is the food of Love. 


'I ſearch heaven, earth, hell, ſeas, and air, 
And that ſhall ſet me free : 

Oh, Laura's image will be there 
Where Laura will not be, 
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My foul muſt ſtill endure the pain, 
And with freſh turment rave: 
Fur none can ever break the chain 
That once was Laura's flave. 


THE SOLD!ER's WEDDING. 


A SOLILOQUY BY NAN THRASHERWELL, 


5 
BEING PART OF A PLAY ALTE DS“ THE NEW 
TROOP,” 


And happineſs muſt ever baniſh'd be 
From our flock-hed, our garret, and from me 
Perhaps he is on land at Portſmouth now 
in the embraces of ſome Hampſhire Sow, 
Who, with a wanton pat, cries, © Now, my Dear, 
* You 're wiſhing for ſome Wapping doxy here,” 
* Pox on them all | but meſt ou buuncing Nan, 
* With whom the torments of my life began : 
« She is a bitter one !''—You lye, you Rogue; 
You are a treacherous, falſe, ungrateſul dog. 
Did not I take you up without a ſhirt ? 
Woe worth the hand that fſcrubb'd off all your 

dirt ! 
d not my intereſt liſt you in the Guard? 
And had not you ten ſhillings, my reward ? 
Did | not then, before the Serjeaut's face, 
Treat Jack, Tom, Will, and Martin, with diſgrace ? 
And Thraſherwell before all others chuſe, 
When t had the whole Regiment to louſe. 
Curs'd be the day when you produc'd your ſword, 
The juſt revenger of your injur'd word! 
The martial Youth round in a circle ſtood, 
With envious looks of love, and itching blocd : 
You, with ſome oaths that ſignified couſent, 
Cried “ Tom is Nan's!“ and o'er the ſword you 
went. 

Then I with ſome more modeſty would ſtep : 
The Enfign thump'd my bum, and made me leap. 
[ teap'd indeed; and you prevailing men 
Leave us tio power of leaping back again. 


MY dear Thraſherwell, you're gone to * 


THE OLD C HE ESE 


7 OTUNG slouch the Farmer had a jolly Vite, 
That knew all the conveniecies uf lite, 
Whole diligence and elcanlincis ſupplied 
ne wit which Nature had to him denied: 
But then ſhe had a tongue tnat would be keard, 
And make a better man thau Slouch aſcard. 
iis made certorious periuns of the town 
Say, Slouch could herdly call his foul his own : 
For, if he went abroad tov n. uch, the d uſe 
Do give him flippers, aut ock up his ſhoes, 
Taking be lov'd, and ne'er was more afflicted 
nu when he was Ciſturb'd of cuntrailidtes 3 
Vor. HI, 


| The fault on chance, but oftener on the maid. 
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Yet ſtill into his ſtory ſhe would break * 

With, “ Tis not ſo—pray give me leave to 
* peak. 

His friends thought this was a tyrannic rule, 

Not differing much from calling of him fool; 

Told him, he mutt exert himſcif, and be 

In fact the maſter of his family. 

He ſaid, That the uext Tueſday noon would 
« ſhow 

„Whether he were the lord at home, or no; 

* When their good company he would intreat 

„To well-brew'd ale, and clean, if humely, 
“ meat.” 

With aching heart hume to his wiſe he goes, 

And on his knees does his raſh act diſcloſe, 

And prays dear Sukey, that, ond day at leaſt, | 

He might appear as maſter of the ſeaſt. " 

« I'll grant your wiſh,” crics ſhe, © that you 
may ſee 

« *Twere wiſdom to be govern'd ſtill by me.“ 

The gueſts upon the day appointed came, 
Each bowſy Farmer with his ſimpering dame. 
„Ho! Sue!” cries Slouch, © why doſt nut thou 


„appear 3 
« Are theſe thy manners when Aunt Snap is 

„ here?” | 
„ pardon aſk,” ſays Sue; „I'd not offend 
« Any my dear invites, much leſs his friend.” 4 


Slouch by his kinſman Grufly had hezn taught 
To entertain his friends with finding fault, . 
And make the main ingredient of his treat f 
His ſaying, There was nothing fir to eat: "if 
«© The boil'd Pork ſtinks, the roaſt Beef's not 

« enough, ' 
« The Pacon 's ruſty, and the Hens are tough; . 
« The Veal 's all rags, the Butter 's turn'd to oil; 4 
« And thus | buy good meat for ſluts to ſpoil. 
« *Fis we ere the firſt Slouches ever fate 
« Down to a Pudding without Plums or Fat. 
„ What Teeth or Stomach 's ſtrong enough to 
feed 
IJ pon a Gooſe my Grannum kept to breed? 
« Why muſt old Pigeons, and they flale, he 
« dreſt, — 
« When there 's ſo many ſquab ones in the neſt ? 
& This Beer is ſour; this muity, thick, aud ſtale, 
And worſe than any thing, except the Ale.” 
Sue all this while many excules made : 


Some things ſhe own'd ; at other times ſhe Jaid 


Then Cheeſe was brought. Says Slouch, This 
« ec'en ſhall rell: 
« 1 'm ſure 'tis hard enough to make a Bowl: 
«© This is Skim-milk, and therefore it ſhall go; 
* Ard this, becauſe *tis Suffolk, follow tov.” 
But now Sue's patience did begin to waſte ; 
Nor longer could diſſimulation laſt. 
« Pray fer me riſe,” ſays Sue, © my dear; I 1 
« find 

A Cheele perhaps may be to Lovy's mind.“ 
Thea in au eacry, ſtanding cloſe, where he 
Alone, and none of all his friends, might fee ; 
And brandiſuing a cudgel he had felt, 
Aud far enough on this occaden ſmelt; 

4 1 
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„try, my joy!“ ſhe cried, “if I can pleaſe 
«© My Deareſt with a taſte of his Old Cheete !” 
Slouch turn'd his head, ſaw his wife 's vigorous 
hand 

Wielding her oaken ſapling of command, 

Knew well the twang : „Is 't the Old Cheeſe, 
my Dear ? ! 

„No need, no need of Cheeſe,” cries Slouch : 
I'll ſwear, \ 

«I think I've din'd as well as my Lord Mayor 


THE SKILLET. 


WO neighhours, Clod and Jolt, would mar- 
ried be; 
Fut did not in their choice of Wives agree. 
Clod thought a Cuckold was a monſtrous braſt, 
With two huge glaring eyes and fpreading creſt: 
Therefore, reſolving never to be ſuch. 
Married 3 Wiſe none but himifelf could touch. 

o!t, thinking marriage was decreed by Fate, 
Wich news us whom to love, and whom to hate, 
To a young, handſome, joliy laſs, made court, 

And gave his friends convincing reaſons for 't, 
That, face in life ſuch miſchicf mult be had, 
Beauty (d fomething Nill that was not had. 
Vithin two months, Fortune was pleas'd to ſend 
A Tinler to Clod's houſe, with“ Braſs te mend.“ 
Ihe good vid wiſe ſurvcy'd the brawny ij ark, 
Land found his 
nance dari, 
Firſt ſhe ap rare in all her airs, then tries 
The fquinting efforts of her amorous eyes. 
Much time was ſpent, and much defirg expreſt: 
At lail the Linker cried, Few words are beft : 
« Give me that Shillet chen; and, if l 'm true, 
I deariy ern it for the wark I do.” 


They 'greed; they parted. On the Tinker goes, 


x tin os 


chine was large, thuugh counte- 


— 


——— 2 — 


— een 


With the fame ſtrotze of pan, and dwang of role, | 


Ti!) he at Jolt's beheld a ſprightiy dame 
That fat his nat ive vigeur alt or 5 Aa me. 
Ile 10s, hs, lain ts, At. lait be zins to CTY, 
Aud can you then let a young Tinker die?“ 
Says fac, © Give me you Skillet then, and 5. oh 
„My Skillet! Both my cart and Skillet take ;” 
« I with it were a Copper for your fake,” 

After all this, not many days did pals, 
Clad, fitting at Jolt's houſe, ſur ve '4 the Braſs 


* 


Aud glidtering Pew ter ſtanding 1 the ſhelf; 


Ihen, aſter ſome gruff muttering with himſelf, 
Crics, 


3 


« thine ?”* 


« You know as well as I, quoth Jolt; * *t'en't 


*© mine; 
. But | ' eſk Nan.“ 
In cg 


*T was done 


In truth as twas; then cried, & You *ve got the 


„ better 3 
% For, tell me, Deareſt, whether you . chuſe 
10 be 2 gainer by me, or to loſe. 
« A for cur Neighbour: Clog, this I dare ſay, 
„ We ve L.auty and a Shilet more than they. 


» 


Pr'ythee, Jolt, how came taat Skilict 


Nan told the 


— ——— — 
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THE FISHERMAN. 


oM BANKS by native induſtry was taught 
The various arts how Fiſhes might be caught, 
Somctimces with trembling reed and ſingle hair, 
And hait conceal'd, he'd for their death prepare, 
With melancholy thoughts and downcaſt eyes, 
Expecting till deceit had gain'd its prize. 
Sometimes in rivulet quick, and water clear, 
They 'd meet a fate more generous from his ſpear. 
To baſket oft he *d pliant oziers turn, 
Where they might entrance find, but no return. 
His net well pois'd with lead he 'd ſometimes 
. throw, : 
Encircling thus his captives al! below. 
But, when he would a quick deſtruction make, 
And from afar much larger booty take, 
He 'd through the ſtream, where moſt deſcending, 
ſet 
From lite to ſide his ſtrong capacious net 
And then his ruſtic crew with mighty poles 
Would drive his prey out from their oozy holes, 
And ſo purſue them down the rolling flood, 
Gaſpins for breath, and almoſt choak'd with mud, 
Thi they, of farther paſſage quite bereft, 
Vere in the maſh with gills entangled left. 
Trot, who liv'd down the ſtream, ne'er thought 
his beer 
Was good, unleſs he had his water clear. 


He goes to Lanka, and thus begins his tale: 


„Lord! if you knew but how the people rail! 

i ey cannot boil, nor waſh, nor rinſe, they ſay, 

'VW:;th water ſometimes ink, and ſometimes 
« whey, 

% According as you meet with mud or clay. 

FPclides, my wie thele ſix months could not 

brew, 

% And now the blame of this all 's laid on you: 

For it will be a diſmal thing to think 

&* How we 01d Trots mult live, and have no drink: 

« Ther: ſore, ! pray, pI other method take 

« Of fing, wire it only for our ſake.” 

Says Yanks, “'m ſorry it ould be my lot 
« Ever to Cifoblige my goſtip Trot 2 
« Yet 't'en't my fauk ; but 1o 'tis Fortune tries 
* oe, 

« To make his meat become his neighbour” $ 
« *poxion 3 

« And fo we pray for winds upon this coaſt, 

« Ry which on t'other navics may be loſt, 

© Therefore in patience reſt, though I proceed: 

« There 's no ill- nature in the caſe, but need. 

© Though lor your uſt this water will not ſerve, 

„ 'd rather you ſhould choak, than I ſhould 
« ſtarve.” 


A CASE CONSCIENCE. 

{On Paddy Scat, with none of rhe beſt ſaces, 
Had a ravuſt knotty pate at ſolving caſes; 

In any point cuuld tell you, to a hair, 


When was a grain uf honeſty to ſpare. 
| 
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It happen' d, aſter prayers, one certain night, 

At home he had occaſion for a light 

To turn Socinus, Leſſius, Eſcobar, 

Fam'd Covarruvias, and the great Navarre : 

And therefore, as he from the chapel came, 

Extinguithing a yellow taper's flame, 

By which juſt now he had devoutly pray'd, 

The uſzful remnant to his ſleeve convey'd, 

There happen'd a Phyſician to be by, 

Who thither came but only as a ſpy, 

To find out others faults, but 1-t alone 

Repentance for the crimes that were his own, 
This Doctor follow'd Paddy; faid, © He lack'd 

To know what made a ſucrilegions fact.“ 
Paddy with ſtudied gravity replies, 

* That 's as the place or as the matter lies: 

« If from a place unſacred you ſhould take 

« Alacrcd thing, this facri;cge would mzke ; 

Or an unſacred thing from facred place, 

« There would be nothing different in the caſe ; 

% But, if both thing and place ſhoald ſacred be, 

„were height of ſacrilege, as Doctors all agree.“ 
* Then,” ſays the Doctor, for more light in 

« this, , 

« 'To put a ſpecial cafe, were not amiſs. 

« Suppoſe a mun ſnould takt a Common Prayer 

Out of a Chapel where there 's ſore to ſpace ?*? 

« A Common Prayer!” fays Paddy, that 

« would be 

A facrilege of an intenſe degree.” 

% Suppo'e that one ſhould in theſe holidays 

Take thence a bunch of Roſemary or Buys?” 
I *d not be too cenfurious in that caſe, 

But twould be ſacrilege till from the place.” 
What if a man ſhould from the Chapel take 

A taper's end: ſhould he a erupts make 

If home ward to his chambers he mould go, 

Whether 'twere theft, or facrilege, © r no?” 

The ily iuſinuation was perceiv'd : 

Says Paddy, Doctor, you may be deceiv'd, 

* Unleſs in caſes you diitinguilh Light ; 

But this may be reſulv'd at the ſirſt fiche, 

As to the taper, it could be no thelt. 

For it had dune its duty, and was left: 

Aud ſacrilege in having it is none, 

Becauſe that in my {fleeve l now have one,” 


Lal 
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— 
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THE CONSTABLE 


NE night a fellow wandering without far, J 
As void of money as he was of care, 
Conſidering both were waſh'd away with beer, 8 
With Strap the Conſtable by Fortune mects, 
Whlofe lanterns glare in the-moſt ſilent ſtreets. 
Reſfy, impatient any one ſhould be 
So bold as to be drunk that night? zut he: 
Stand; who goes there, cries Strap, “ at hours 
« fo late? 
* Anſwer. Your name; or elſe have at your pate.“ 
* I wo'ot ſtand, cauſe | can't. Why mult you 
" know 
From whence it is I come, or Where I go?” 


— ů — 
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.« See here my ſtaff,” cries Strap; © trembling 
behoid 

Its radiant paint, and ornamental gold: 

Wooden authority when thus I wield 

0 ee of all degrees obedience yield 
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hen, be you the beft man in all the city, 
„% Mark m! | to the Counter will commit vo,” 
& You! Kkils, and 10 forth. For that never 
ſpare: 
« If that be all, commit me if you dare: 
« No ͤ perten vet, eitlier through fear or ſuame, 
4 


Durit commit me, that once had heard my 
(0 5 * 
name. N 
« Pray tken, what is t 
” ADULTERY 
And, faith, your luture life would pleaſant be, 
Did your wite know 7. u once committed zwe.“ 


— My name s 


Ld 
CY 


LITTLE MOUTHS 


| 
ö F "RO London Paul the Carrier coming down 


To vw ante; Te, Nicets a bea 
* 2 They Dith accolt with 


nty of the t 5 Wu; 


A1 'utation pre ty, 


* 


' As, How Go'fl, Paul *— Thank you: and 


„% how do'ft, B. tty ! pe 
Didſt tre our Jack, nor Siſter ? 
« ſeen, 
[ warrant, none but thoſe who ſaw the Queen.“ 
« Many words ſpoke in jeſt,“ ſays Laul, 
« are true, 
I came from Windſor &; and, if ſome folks 5. 
« knew \ 
& As much as l, it might be well for you.“ 
Lord, Paul! what is 't?“—“ Wiy give Me 
hs ſomsthing for k, 
« This kiſs; and this. Them 
« The Parliament have made 
« Which willthis work be ſent all ound the nation; 
« That Maids with Little mouths do all 7 I EPs Fe '7 
On Sunday next to come b. we the Mayor 


- 
— 


No, you ve 


Lad 
— 


atter then is ſhort 2 


a proc}a4. ation, 


"Y t\ ud tn: iC all Bat chelo rs be! TY Wil there > L 
« For Maids wich alle moins ſhall, if they 
6 plcaſe, 


From out of thcle young men chooſe two apc cr 
betty, with þridiecd chin, extcnds her face 
And then contracts her lips with ſimperi 5 grace, 
Cries, © Hem! pray what mult all the huge cars 
« do 
« For huſbands, when we little mouths have two? 
« Hold, not fo {aft,” cries he; “ pray pardon 
* me: 
Maids with huge, gaping, wide mout bs, muſt 
« have three.” 

Betty diſtorts her ſace with hideous ſquall, 
And mouth of a foot wide b. Zins ta Daw], 0 
* On! ho! 15 't jo ! The calc is alte rd Paul. \ 
eis that the point ? | with the three were tet I 
« } warrant 1 d find muuth, ut Key » bud mn, 


* Where Queen Anue and her Court fle- 
quentiy reſided. 
412 
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HOLD FAST BELO W. 


HERE was a lad, th' unluckieſt of his crew, 
Was ſtili contriving ſomething bad, but new. 
His comrades all obedience to him paid, 
In «xecuting what deſigns he laid: 
Twas they ſhould rob the orchard, he d retire, 
His foot was ſafe whilſt theirs was in the fire. 
He kept them in the dark to that degrec, 
None ſhould preſume to be ſo wiſe as he; 
But, being at the top of all affairs, 
The profit was his own, the miſchief theirs. 
There fcll ſome words made him begin to doubt, 
The rogues would grow fo wiſe to find him out; 
He was not pleas'd wit? this, and ſo next day 
He cries to them, as going juſt to play, 
What a rare Jack-daw's neſt is there! look up, 
«* You ſee tis almoſt at the ſteeple's top. 
« Ah,” ſays another, we can have no hope 
« Of getting thither to 't without a rope.“ 
Says then the flecring ſpark, with courteous grin, 
By which he drew his infant cullies in; 
© Nothing more eaſy ; did you never ſee 
„% How, in a ſwarm, bees, hanging bee by be 
„% Make a long ſort of rope below the tree. 
« Why mayn't we do the ſame, good Mr. John ? 
« For that contrivance pray let me alone. 
„Tom ſhall hold Will, you Will, and I II hold 
« you; 
& And then | warrant yov the thing will do. 
„ But, if there 's any does not care to try, 
&« L. et us have no Jack-daws, and what care 1!“ 
That touch'd the quick, and ſo they ſoon 
complicd, 
No argument like that was e'er denied, 
And therefore inſtantly the thing was tried. 
They hanging dowu on ſtrength above depend: 
Then to himſelf mutters their truſty friend, 
Ihe Ccgs are almoſt uſcleſs grown to me, 
* I n&er ſtall have ſuch opportunity 
& To part with them; and ſo e'en let them go.“ 
Then cries aloud, “ So ho! my lads! fo ho! 
Tou 're gone, vnleſs ye all hold faſt below. 
« They 've ſerv'd my turn, ſo tis fit time to drop 
„them 3 
« The Devil, if he wants them, let him ſtop them.” 


THE BEGGAR WOMAN. 


GENTLEMAN in hunting rode aſtray, 
More out of choice, than that he loit his 
way : ? 
He let his company the Hare purſuz, 
For he himſelf hal other game in view ; 
A Eepger by her trade: y-<t not fo mean, 
But that her cheeks were ſreſn, ind linen clean. 
« Mitireſs,” queth he, “ and what it we two 
fou d | 
„ Retire a lictle way into the wood?“ 
She neuded not much courtihip to be kind, 
Be ambles on befote, ſhe trots behind; 
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For little Bubby, to her oulders bound, 
Hinders the gentle dame from ridding ground, 
He often aſk'd her to expoſe ; but ſhe 
Still fear'd the coming of his company. 
Says me, I kaow an unſrequented place, 
To the left hand, where we our time may paſs, f 
« And the mean while your horſe may fiud 
„ tome graſs.” 
Thither they come, aud both the horſe ſecure ; 
Then thinks the Squire, | have the matter ſure, 
She 's aſk'd to fit ; bur then excuſe is made, 
Sitting,“ ſays ſhe, “'s not ufual in my trade: 
„Should you be rude, and then ſhould throw 
© me down, 
„might perhaps break more backs than my 
* own.” 
He fmiling crics, “ Come, I 'Il the knot untie, 
And, iſ you mean the Child's, we il lay it by.“ 
Says ſhe, © That can't be done, for then *twill 
0 CY. 
t I *d not have us, but chicfly for your ſake, 
« PDiſcover'd by the hideous noiſe *twould make. 
« Uſe is another nature, and 'twould lack, 
« More than the breaſt, its cuſtom to the back.“ 
„Then,“ ſays the Gentleman, I ſhould be loth 
« To come fo far and diſoblige you both: 
„Mere the child tied to me, d *ye think twould 
* a?" 
« Mighty well, Sir! Oh, Lord! if tied to you!“ 
With ſpeed incredible to work ſhe goes, 
And from her ſhoulder ſoon the burthen throws; 
Then mounts the infant with a gentle toſs 
Upon her generous friend, and, like a croſs, 
The ſheet ſhe with a dextrous motion winds, 
Till a firm knot the wandering fabrick binds, 
The Gentleman had ſcarce got time to know 
What ſhe was doing ; ſhe, about to go, 
Cries, © Sir, good o' ye; ben't angry that we part, 
« 1 truſt the child to you with all my heart: 
« But, ere you get another, 't'en't amiſs 
« To try a year or two how you ll keep this,” 


— 


RE EY Tr BO 


V ITHIN the Shire of Nottingham there lies 
A pariſh ſam'q, becauſe the men were 
wile: 
Of their own {train they had a teacher ſonght, 
| Who all his life was better fed than taught, 
It vras about a quarter of a year 


Since he had {nor d, and eat, and fatten'd there; 
When he the houſe keepers, their wives, and all, 
Vid to a ſort of Pariſh-me-ting call; 

| Promiftr g ſon thing, whick, well underſtood, 
In little time would turn to all their good. 


When mer, he thus Larangues: » Neighbours, 
| „find, 


That in your principles you 're well inclin'd : 
« But then you 're all iclicitous for Sunday; 
None ſeem to have a due regard for Monday, 
* Moſt people then their dinners have to ſeek, 
« As if 'twere not the firſt day of the week; 
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„But, when you have haſh'd meat and nothing | Not only he for whom the perſon rides 


« raore, 
* You only curſe the day that went before. 


„And Wedneſdays only fait by Parliament, 

« But Faſting ſure by Nature ne'er was meant. 

„The Market will for Thurſday find a diſh, 

And Friday is a proper day for fiſh; 

s After fiſh, Saturday requires ſome Meat; 

« On Sunday you 're obliged by law to treat; 

« And the ſame law ordainsa Pudding then, 

„ To children grateful, nor unfit for men. 

„Take Hens, Geele, Turkics, then, or ſomething 

© light, 
« Becauſe their legs, if broil'd, will ſerve at night, 
„And, fince I find that roaſt Bee! makes you 
« ſleep, 

Corn it a little more, and ſo 'twill keep. 

® Roaſt it on Monday, pity it ſhould be ſpoil'd; 

* On Tucſday Mutton either roaſt or boil'd. 

« On Wedneſday ſhould be ſome varicty, 

A Loin or Breaſt of Veal, and Pigeon-pye. 

On "Thurſday each man of his diſh make choice, 

„ *Tis fit on Market-days we all rejoice. 

© And then on Friday, as | faid before, 

© We 'I have a Giſh of Fiſh, and one diſh more. 

On Saturday ſtew'd Beef, with ſomething nice, 

Provided quick, and toſs'd up in a trice, 

B-cauſe that in the afternoon, you know, 

* By cuſtom, we mult to the Ale-houſe go; 

For elſe how ſhould our houſes e' er be clean , 

Except we gave ſome time to do it then? 

From whence, unleſs we value not our lives, 

None part without remembring firſt our Wives, 

But theſe are ſtanding rules for every day, 

And very good ones, as I ſo may fay : 

After each meal, let 's take a hearty cup; 

And where we dine, tis fitting that we ſup. 

Nov for the application, and the ule : 

found your care for Sunday an abuſe: 

All would be aſking, Pray, Sir, where d' you 
dine? 

| have roaſt Beef, choice Veniſon, Turkey, 
© Chine 2 

Every one 's hawling me. Then ſay poor I, 

it is @ bitter buſineſs to deny; | 

But, who is 't cares for fourteen meals a day, 

As for my own part, I kad rather tay, 

And take them now and then,—and here and 
« there. 

According to my preſent bill of fare. 

You know 1 'm ſingle : if you all agree 

To treat by turns, each will be ſure of me.“ 

The Veſtry all applauded with a hum, 

And the ſeven wileſt of them bad him come. 


„On Tucſday all folks dine by one conſent : ? 


THE MONARCH. 


\ HEN the young people ride the Skim- 
mington, 
There is a general trembling in a town ; 


POEM $ 613 


Suffers, but they ſweep other doors beſides; 

And by that hieroglyphic docs appear 

That the good woman is the matiler there. 

At Jenny's door the barbarous Heathens ſwept, 

And his poor wife ſcolded until the wept ; 

The mob ſwept on, whilſt ſhe ſeat forth in vain 

Her vocal thunder and her briny rain. 

Some few days after, two young ſparks came 

there, 

And whillt ſue does her Coffee freſh prepare, 

One for diſcourſe of news the maſter calls, 

T*other on this ungrateful ſubject falls. 

Pray. Mrs. Jenny, whence came this report, 

For I believe there 's no great reaſon for it. 

As if the folks t «ther day ſwept your door, 

And half a dozen of your neighbours mere?“ 

There's nothing in't, ſays Jenny; © that 3 
done 

Where the wiſe rules, but here ] rule alone, 

Aud, geutlemen, you 'd much miſtaken be, 

If any ont ſhould not think that of me. 

Within theſe walls, my ſuppliant vaſſals know 

What due obedience to their prince they on 

And kiſs the ſhadow of my papal toe. 

My word 's a law ; when I my power advance, 

There 's not a greater Monarch even in Trance. 

Not the Mogul or Czar of Muſcovy, 7 

Not Preſter John, or Cham of Tartary, 

« Are in their houſes Monarch more than l. \ 

„My Houſe my Caſtle is, and here I'm King, 

I 'm Pope, | 'm Emperor, Monarch, every thing. 

What though my wiſe be partner of my bed, 

The Mlonarch's Crown fits only on this head.“ 

His wife had plaguy ears, as well as tongue, 


| And, hearing all, thought his diſcourſe too long: 


Her conſcience ſaid, he ſhould not tell fuch lyes, 

And to her knowledge ſuch ; ſhe therefore crics, 

P' ye heay—you-—Sirral—Monarch—there!— 
„Come down 

« And grind the Coffee——or I'l crack your 
« Crown.” 


JUST AS YOU FEMALE 
OR, 


THE INCURIOUS 


VIRTU OSO hid a mind to fee } 
One that wovid never difcontented be, 
But in a careleſs way to all agree. 4 
He had a Servant, much of A fop's kind, 7 
Of perſonage uncouth, but ſpiightly mind: 
„% Rumpus,” fays he, 1 order tha! you find 9 
« Out ſuch a man, with ſuch a character, 
« As in this paper now 1 give you here; 
« Or I wilt lug your ears, or crack yuur pate, 
« Or rather you ſhall meet with a worſe fate, 


« For 1 will break your back, and ſet you ſtrait. 
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& Bring him to dinner.“ Humpus ſoon withdrew, 
Was ſafe, as having ſuch a one in view 
At Covent Gardcn dial, whom he found 
Sitting with thoughtleſs air and look profound, 
Who, folitary gaping without care, | 
Seem'd to ſay, Whois't? wilt go any where?“ 
Says Humpus, Sir, my Maſter bade me pray 
* Your company to dine wich him to-day.” 
He ſnuffs; then follows; up the ſtairs he goss, 
Never pulls off his hat, nor 33 his ſhocs, 
But, looking round him, ſry a handfume room, 
And did not much repent that he was come; 
Cloſe to the fire he draws an elbow-chair, 
And, lolling eaſy, doth for ſeep prepare. 
In comes the family, but he fits itill, 
Thinks, Let them take the other chairs that 
„ will!“ 
The Maſter thus accoſts him, © Sir, you re wet, 
« Pray have a cuſhion underneath your arg? 
"Thinks he, If I do ſpoil it, nced | care ? 
I ſee he has cleven more to ſpare.” 
Dinner 's brought up; the Wife is bid retreat, 
And at the upper end muſt be his ſeat. 
This is not very uſual,” thinks the Clown: 
But is not all the family his own ? 
* And why ſhould I, for contradiction's ſake, 
« Lofe a good dinner, which he bids me take ? 


« If irgm his table ſhe diſcarded be, — 


„ What need | care! there is the more for me.“ 
After a while, the Daughter's bid to ſtand, 
And bring him whatſoever he II command, 
Thinks he, The better from the fairer hand!“ 
Young Maſter next mult rife, to fill him wine, 
And ſtarve himſelf, to ſee the booby dine: 
He does. The Father aſks, © What have you 
« there ? 
& How dare you give a ſtranger Vinegar ?” 
« Sir, Twas Champagne I gave him.“ — Sir, 
indeed 
Take him and ſcourge him till the raſcal bleed; 
Dont ſpare him for his tears or age: 1'l try 
If Cat-of-nine-tails can excuſe a lyc.“ 
Thinks the Clown, „That 'twas wine, I do 
believe; 
But ſuch young rogucs are apteſt to deceive : 
He 's none of mine, but his own ficih and, 
„blood, 
* And how know l but t may be for his good?“ 
When the defſert came on, and jeilics brought, 
Then was the diſmal ſcene of finding fault : 
They were ſich hideous, filthy, poiſonous fluff, 
Could not be rail'd at, nor reveng'd enouvh. 
Humpus was aſk'd who made them. Trembling he 
Said, © Sir, it was my Lady gave them me.“ — 
No more ſuch Poiſon ihall hc ever give, 
« 1} burn the witch; t'ent fitting ſhe ſhould 
* live: 
* Set faggots in the court, I'll male her ſry; 
And pra ay, $006 Sir, may't pleaſe you to be by?“ 
Then, Inuling, ſays the Clown, © Upon my 
fie, 
* A pretty fancy this, to burn one's Wide ! 
And, ſince 1 find 'tis really your deſign, 
% Pray let me yh ſtep home, and ſetch you mine. 


* 


3 


10 NS. 


OF DREAMS. 


* For a Dream comcth through the multitude of 
« Buſineſs,” Ecerxs. v. 4. 


omnia, qu ludunt mente volitantibus umbris, 
„Non deluhra deüm nec ab æthere numina mit- 
1 * 4. 

tunt, 


“Sed ſibi quiſque facit,“ &c. 


(c 


PEeTRONI1DUSs, 


1E Aiting Dreams, that play before the 
A. wind, 
Are not by Heaven for Pr pheſies Celign'd ; 
Nor by zthercal Beings ſent us dov 
But each man is creator of his on 
For, when their weary limbs are fagk in caſe, 
The ſouls eſſay to wander where they pleaſe ; 
The ſcatter'd images have ſpace to play, 
And Night repeats the labours of the Day, 


THE ART OF MAKING PUDDINGS, 


J. HasTy Popp. 


SING of rood, by Britiſh Nurſe deſign'd, 
To make the Stripling brave, and Maiden kind. 
Delay not, Muſe, in numbers to rehearſe 
The pleaſures of our life, and ſinews of our verſe, 
Let Pupovixs's diſh, moſt wholeſome, be thy 
theme, 5 
And dip thy ſwelling plumes in fracrant Cream. 
Sing then that Dill ſo fitting to improve 
A tender modeſty and trembling love; 
Swimming in Butter of a golden hue, 
Garniſh'd with drops of Roſe's ſpicy dew. 10 
Sometimes the ſrugal Matron ſeems in haſte, 
Nor cares to beat her Pudding into Paſte : 
Yet Milk in proper Skillet ſhe will place, 
And gently ſpice it with a blade of Mace; . 
Then ſet ſome careful Damſel to look to 't, I 
ng ſtill to ſtir away the Biiho 'p's-foot ; 

For, if burnt Milk ſhould to the bottom ſtick, 
Like over-beated zeal, *twould make folks ſick. 
__ the Milk her Flour ſhe gently throws, 

s V alers HOW would poveder t tender Beaux: 20 
T he liquid forms in uA 
rorms W delicious, a 
In ſhining diſh the uAsT r Mas; is threwu, 
And ſeems to want no graces but its over 
Yet mill the Horſewiſe brings in freſh ſupplies, 25 
To gra fy the taſte, and Plat the eyes. 
She on the 1. urfa ce lumps of Butter lays, 
Which, mo! Ty ting . che licat, its 5 anis diſplays; 
From whence it canſes, wondrous to buhnl3d, 


A Silver foil bedeck'd with fircams of Gold! 30 


tos 


* 
M A 88 un (e 


1 1 3 SM 
as thr Te Wilke. 
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UI. A Hrpct-Ho af!-+ 2 QUaringG-PupbpixG. 


AS Neptune, waen the three-tongu'd fork he 
takes, 


With ſtrength divine the globe terteſtrial ſhakes, 


4 
i 


13, 


ſc, 


15 


20 


Ii 


The bighaſt Hills, Nature's ſtupendous Piles, 
Break with the force, and quiver into Ifles; 
Yet on the ruins grow the lofty Pines, 35 
And Snow unmelted in the vallies ſhines : 

Thus when the Dame her Hzoce-Hoc-Pup- 

bid breaks, 

Her Fork indents irreparable ſtreaks. 
'The trembling lump, with Butter all around, 
Seems to perceive its fall, and then be drown'd ; 40 
And yet the tops appear, whilſt Almonds thick 
With bright Loaf-ſugar on the ſurface ſtick. 


III. PuppiNGs of VaRious COLOURS in 4 D. 


YOU, Painter-like, now varicgate the ſhade, 
And thus from Pupbixcs there's a Landſcape 


made, 
And Wiſe and London“, when they would diſpoſe 
Their Ever-greens into well-order'd rows, 46 


To mix their colours, that cach different plant 
Gives light and ſhadow as the others want. 


IV. Makiag of a Go00D PUDDING gets a GO 
HusBAxD, 
YE Virgins, as theſe lines you kind!y take, 
So may you ſtill ſuch glorious Pudding make, 530 
hat crouds of Youth may ever be at ftrife, 
To gain the ſweet compoſer for his wile! 


V. SACK and SUGAR fo QUAKING=-PUDDING, 
« Oh, Delicious!“ 
BUT where muſt our Conſeſſion firſt begin, 
If Sack and Sugar once be thought a Sin? 
VI. BrotLED PupbiNG. 


HID in the dark, we mortals ſeldom know 55 
From whence the ſource of happineſs may flow: 


Whe to Broil'd Pudding would their thoughts 


have bent 
From bright PewTER1A's love-fick diſcontent ? 
Yet ſo it was, PewTeRI1A felt Love's heat 
In fiercer flames than thuſe which roatt her meat. 
No Pudding 's loſt, but may with freſh delight 61 
Be either fricd next day, or broil'd at night. 


VII. MuTToN PUPDING. 


BUT Mutton, thou moſt nouriſhing of meat, 
Whoſe ſingle joint f may conſtitute a treat; 
When made a Pudding, you excel the reſt 65 
As much as That of other Food is belt! 


VIII. Oatmeat PupnpiNG., 


OF Oats decorticated take two pound, 
Ard of new milk enough the ſame to drown ; 
Of raiſins of the Sun, flon'd, cunces eight; 69 
Of currants, cleanly pick'd, an equal weight; 
Ol ſuet, finely flic'd, an ounce at leaſt; 
And ſix egys, newly taken from the neſt ; 


E ⁰ w 


The two royal gardeners, KING. 
i A Loin. KING. 
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Seaſon this mixture well with ſalt and ſpice; 
Twill make a Pudding far exceeding rice; 

And you may ſafely ſeed on it like farmers, 

For the receipt is learned Dr. Harmer's, 


IX. A Sacx-PossET. 


FROM far Barbadoes, on the Weſtern Main, 
Fetch ſugar, half a pound ; fetch ſack, from Spain, 


] A pint ; then fetch, from India's fertile coaſt, 


Nutmeg, the glory of the Britiſh toaſt. 


UFON A GIANT's ANGLING, 


IS angle-rod made of a ſturdy oak, 
His line a cable, which in ſtorms ne'er broke, 
His hook he baited with a dragon's tail, 
And fate upon a Rock and bobb'd for whale, 


* 


ADVICE TO HORACE, 


TO TAKE HIS LEAVE CF TRINITY COLLEGE, 
CAMBRIDGE, 


TORACE, yeu now have long enough 
At Cambridge play'd the tool ; 
Take back your criticizing ſtull 
To Epicurus' School. 


But, in excuſe of this, you I ſay, 
You 're ſo unwieldy grown, 

That, if amongſt that herd you lay, 
You ſcarcely ſaould be known. 


How many batter'd cruſts you *ve toſt 
luto your weem fo big, 

That you *re more like (at College ceſt) 
A forpoife than a pig. 


But you from head to foot are brawwn, 
Aud fo from fide to fide : 

You meaſure {were a circle drawn) 
No longer than you 're wide. 


Then bleſs me, Sir, how many craggs 
You ve drunk of potent ale! 

No wonder if the belly ſwaggs, 
That 's rival to a whale, 


E' en let the Fellows take the reſt, 
They *ve had a jolly taſter ; 

But no great likelihood to feaſt, 
Twixt Horace aud the Maſter ! 


INDIAN ODE \ 


DARCO. 
SAR, poſſeſs'd of Egypt's Queen. 
And Conqueror of her charms, 
Would envy, had he Darco feen 
When lock'sd in Zabra's arms. 


616 K IN 
2 ABA. 
Should Memnon that fam'd Black revive, 
Aurora's darling Son, 
For Z.abra's heart in vain he'd rive, 
Where Darco reigns alone. 


DARKCO, 
Freſh Mulberries new-prefs'd diſcloſe 
A blood of purple hue; 
And Zabra's lips, like crimſon Roſe, 
Swell with a fragraut dew. 


24 BRA. 
The amorous Sun has kiſs'd his face; 
And, now thoſe beams are ſet, 
A lovely night aſſumes the place, 
And tinges all with jet. 


DARCO. 


Darkneſs is myſtic prieſt to Love, 


And does its rites concea] ; 
Q'*erſpread with clouds, ſuch joys we Il prove 
As day ſhall ne'er reveal. 


ZABRA. 
In gloom of night, when Darco's eyes 
Are guides, what heart can ſtray ? 
Whoever views his teeth, deſcrics 
The bright and milky way. 


DARCO. | 
Though born to rule fierce Libya's ſands, 
That with gold's luſtre ſhine, 
With eaſe I quit thoſe high commands 
Whilſt Zabra thus is mine. 


ZABRA. 

Should I to that bleſt world repair, 
Where Whites no portion have; 

Id ſoon, it Darco were not there, 
Fly back, aud be a Slave, 


— 


— 
* 


J 


HO could believe that a fine needle's ſmart 
Should from a ſinger pierce a virgin's heart; 


That, from an orifice ſo very ſmall 

The ſpirits and the vital blood ſhould fall ? 
Strephon and Phaon, I'll be judg'd by you, 

If more than this has not been found too true. 
From {mailer darts, much greater wounds ariſe, 
When ſhot by Cynthia's or by Laura's eyes. 


EPO KK AM 


AM WILLS had view'd Kate Bets, a ſmiling 


laſs; | 
And for her pretty Mouth admir'd her face. 
Kate had lik'd Sam, for Noſe of Roman ſize, 
Not minding his complexion or his eyes. 
"i hey mot—ſays Sam, Alas, 80 ſay the truth, 
I ind myſelf decciv'd by that ſmall Mouth! 
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Alas, cries Kate, could any one ſuppoſe, 
could be fo decciv'd by ſuch a Noſe 
But I henceforth ſhall hold this maxim juſt, 


To have experience firſt, and then to truſt ? 


TO MR. CARTER, 


STEWARD TO THE LORD CARTERET, 


CCEPT of health from one who, writing 
this 

Wiſhes you in the ſame that now he is, 

Though to your perſon he may be unknown, 

His wiſhes are as hearty as your own, 

For Carter's drink, when in his Maſter's hand, 

Has pleaſure and good-nature at command, 

What though his Lordſhip's lands are in your 

truſt, 

'Tis greater to his Brewing to be juſt. 

As to that matter, no one can find fault, 

If you ſupply him till with well-dried Malt. 


f Still be a ſervant conſtant to afford 


A liquor fitting for your generous Lord; 

Liquor, like him, from ſeeds of worth in light, 
With ſparkling atoms ſtill aſcending bright. 

May your accompts fo with your Lord ſtand 
clear, 

And have your reputation like your Beer; 

The main perfection of your life purſue, 

In March, October, every month, ſtill brew, 
And get the charadter of Who but You ?” 


» 


ER 0 
A 4-3 1-4 Þ 


E know how ruin once did reign, 
When Rome was fir'd, and Senate flain; 
The Prince, with Brother's gore imbrued ; 
His tender Mother's life purſued; 
How he the carcaſe, as it lay, 
Did without tear or bluſh ſurvey, 
And cenſure each majeſtic grace 
That ſtill adorn'd that breathleſs face : 
Yet he with ſword could domineer 
Where dawning light does firſt appear 
From rays of Phœbus; and command 
Through his whole courſe, ev'n to that ſtrand 
Where he, abhorring ſuch a fig 
Sinks in the watery gloom of night : 
Yet he could death and terror throw, 
Where Thule ſtarves in Northern ſnow ; 
Where Southern heats do fiercely paſs 
O'er burning ſands that melt to glaſs. 
Fond hopes! Could height of Power aſſuage 
The mad exceſs of Nero's rage? 
Hard is the fate, when ſubje&s find 
The Sword nzjuſt to Poiſon join'd ! 
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AD AMICUM. 


RIMUS ab Augliacis, Carolinæ Tyntus“ in 
oras, 

Palladias artes ſecum, eytharamque ſonantem 
Attulit; aſt illi comitcs Paruaſſido una 
Adveniunt, autorque viæ conſultus Apollo: 
Ille idem ſparſos longe latèque colonos 
Legibus in cœtus æquis, atque oppida cogit z 
Hinc hominum molliri animos, hinc mercibus optis 
Creſcere divitias et ſurgere ted a deorum. 
Talibus auſpiciis doctz conduntur Athenæ, 
Sic byrſa ingentem Didonis crevit in urbem 
Carthago regum domitrix ; fic aurea Roma 
Orbe triumphato nitidum caput intulit aſtris. 


ATTEMPTED IN ENGLISH. 


TYNTE was the man who firſt, from Britiſh 
ſhore, 
Palladian arts to Carolina bore ; 
His tuneful harp attending Muſes ſtrung, 
And Phœbus' ſkill inſpir'd the lays he ſung. 
Strong towers and palaces their riſe began, 
And liſtening ſtones to ſacred fabricks ran. 
Juſt laws were taught, and curious arts of peace, 
And trade 's briſk current flow'd with wealth's 
increaſe, 
On ſuch foundations learned Athens roſe 
So Dido's thong did Carthage firſt incloſe: 
30 Rome was taught % Empires to ſubdue, 
As Tynte creates and governs, now, the new. 


a. 


ULYSSES AND TIRESIAS. 


ULYSSES, 
ELL me, old Prophet, tell me how, 
Eſtate when funk, and pocket low, 
What ſubtle arts, what ſecret ways, 
May the deſponding fortune raiſe ? 
You laugh: thus Miſery is ſcoru'd! 


TIRESIAS, 

Sure 'tis enough, you are return'd 
Home by your Wit, and view again 
Your Farm of Ichac, and Wife Pen. 


PLYSSES. 

Sage friend, whoſe word 's a law to me, 
My want and nakedyels you ſee : 
The ſparks, who made my wiſe ſuch offers, 
Have left me nothing in my coffers; 
They 've kill'd my oxen, ſheep, and geeſe, 
Eat up my bacen and my cheeſe, 
Lineage and virtue, at this puſh, 
Without the gelt, 's not worth a ruſh, 


1— — 


* Major Tynte, Governe x of Carolina, 
Ver, It, | 
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TIRESIAS. 

Why, not to mince the matter more, 
You are averſe to being poor; 
Therefore find out ſome rich old cuff, 
That never thinks he has enough : 
Have you a Swan, a Turkey-pye, 

With Woodcocks, thither let them fly, 
The Firſt-fruits of your carly Spring, 
Not to the Gods, but to Him bring. 
Though he a foun-iling Baſtard be, 
Convict of frequent perjury ; | 
His hands with brother's blood imbrued, 
By juttice for that crime purſued; 

Never the wall, when aſk'd, refuſe, 
Nor loſe your friend to fave your ſhoes, 


ULYSSE2L. 

Twixt Damas and the kennel go! | 
Wich is the filthieſt of the two? 0 
Before Hroy- towon it was not fo. . 

There with the beſt 1 us'd to ſtrive, #® 


| WAL. 
Why, by that means you *ll never thrive. 


: ULYSSES. 
It will be very hard, that 's true: 
Yet 1'l] my generous mind ſubdue. 


—— — 


TRANSLATION FROM TASSO, 
CANTO m. r. $e 


O when hold Mariners, whom hopes of ore 
Have urg'd to ſeek ſome unfrequented ſhore : 
The ſea grown high, and pole unknown, do find 
How falſe is every wave, and treacherous every 
wind ! 

If wiſh'd-for land ſome happier ſight deſeries, 
Diſtant huzzas, ſaluting clamours, riſe : 
Each ſtrives to ſhew his mate th' approaching bay, 
Forgets paſt danger, and the tedious way. 


FROM HESI OD. 


HEN Saturn reign'd in Heaven, his ſubjects 
here 
Array'd with godly virtues did appear; | 
Care, Pain, Old Age, and Grief, were baniſh'd far, 
With all the dread of Laws and doubtful War ; 
But chearful Friendſhip, mix'd with Innocence, 
Feaſted their underſtanding and their ſenſe ; 
Nature abcunded with unenvied ſtore, 
Till their diſcreteſt wits could aſk no more; : 
And when by fate, they came to breathe their 
laſt, 

Diſſolv'd in ſleep their flitting vitals paſs d. 
Then to much happier manſions they remov'd, 


There prais'd their God, and were by him belov'd, 
4 E 
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THAME AND ISIS. 


O the God Thame, as through ſome pond he 
glides, 

Into the arms of wandering Iſis ſlides : 
His ſtrength, ber ſoftneſs, in one bed combine, 
And both with bands inextricable join 
Now no cerulean Nymph, or Sca God, knows, 
Where [fis, or where J hame, diſtinctly flows; 
But with a laſting charm they blend their ſtream, 
Producing one imperial River—TiamMe. 


1 walked, ſpeaking theſe out of a Dream in 
the Morning. 


ATURE a thouſand ways complains, 

A thouſand words exprels her pains ; 
But for her Laughter has but three, 
And very ſmall ones, Ha, ka, ue! 


THE STUMBLING BLOCK. 


FROM CLAUDIAN'S RUFINUS B, 


*WENTY conv»ndrums have of late 
Bren buzzing in my zddle pate. 


If earthly things are ruPd by tleaven, ? 
Or matters go at fix and ſeven, 
The coach without a coachman driven; ; 


A pilot at the helm to guide, 

Or the ſhip leſt to wind and tid- ? 

A grcat Firſt Caule to be ador'd, 

Or whether all 's a lotrery-board ? 

For when, in viewing mans tace, 

L ſpy ſo regular a grace! 

So juſt a ſymmetry of ſcatures, 

From ftem to ftern, in all her creatures! 

When on the boiſt'rous ſea 1 think, 

How tis confin'd like any fink ! 

How ſummer, wintcr, ſpring and fall, 

Dance round in ſo ex & a hawl 

How, like a chequer, day and night, 

One 's mark'd with black, and one with White! 
Quoth , I ken it well from hence, 

here's a preſiding iulluence! 

Which won't pernut the rambling ſtars 

10 fall together by the cars: 

Which orders ſtill the proper ſcaſon 

For hay and oats, and heans and pcaſen: 

Which trims the ſun with its own beams 

Whilſt the moon ticks for her's, it ſcems, 

And, as aſham'd of the diſgrace, 


Unmaſks but ſeldom all her face: * 


Which bounds the ocean within banks, 
To hinder all its mad-cap pranks : 


— ͤ— 


* gee a ſetious tranſlation, above, p. 598. 


ls the prieſt's knave, the placeman's fool ! 
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Which des the globe to an axle fit, 

Like wheel to nave, or joint to ſpit! 

But then again! How can it be 

Whilſt ſuch vaſt tracks of earth we ſee 
O'er-run by barbarous tyranny! 

Vile fycophants in clover blefs'd; 

Whilſt putriots with Duke Humphry feaſt, 
Brow-bcaten, bullicd, and opprefs'd! 
Pimps rais'd to honour, riches, rule; 
Whilſt he, who ſeems to be a tool, 


; 


This whimſical phænomenon, 
Contoundirg all my pro and con, 
Baryboozles the account again, 

And draws me nolens wotens in, 

Like a pref>'d ſoldier, to eſpouſe 

The ſceptic's hypothetic caulc ; 

Who Kent will to a codling lay us, 
That croſs-or-pile refin'd the chavs; 
That jovial atoms once did dance, 
And ſorm'd this merry orb by chance, 
No art or ſkill were taken up, 

But all fell out as round as hoop ! 

A vacuum s another maxim; 

Where, he brags, experience backs him: 
Denying that all ſpace is fill, 

From inſide of a Lory's tkull. 

As to a Deity; his tenet 

Swears by It, there is nothing in it; 
Elfe tis too buſy or too idle, 

With our poor bagatelles to meddle. 

Anna 's a curb to lawleſs Louis, 
Which as illuſtrious as true is; 

Her victories o'er deſpotic-right, : 
That paſſive non-rcfiſting bite, | 
Have brought this myſtery to light : 
Have fairly made the riddle out, 
and anſwer'd all the 1queamiſh doubt; 
Have clear'd the regency on-high, 
From every prelumptuous Why. 
No more I boggle as before, 
But with full confidence adore ; 
Plain, as noſe on face, expounding 
All this intricate'dumb-foundiug 
Which to the mean'ſt conception is, 
As fellow eth herevuder, viz. 


« Tyrants mount but like a meteor, 
„Jo make their headlong lll the greater." 


THE GARDEN PLOT. 1709. 


HEN Naboth's vineyard look'd fo fine, 
The king cried out, * Would this were 
mine!“ 

And yet no reaſon could prevail, 

To bring the owners to a ſale; 

Jezabel ſaw, with haughty pride, 

How F hab griev'd to be denied: 

And thus accoſted him with ſcorn, 


„ Shall Naboth make a monarch mourn ? 
A king, and weep ! The ground 's your own : 


il veſt the garden in the crown,” 


er 


x 1's 


With that ſhe hatch'd a plot, and made 

Poor Naboth anſwer with his head, 

And when his harmleſs blood was ſpilt, 

Ihe ground became the forfeit of his guilt, 
Poor Hall, renown'd for come!y hair, 

' 

Yet had a jezabeh as year. | | 

Hail, of ſmall Scripture-converſation, 

Yet howe'er Hungerford's quotation, 

By fume ſtrange accident had got 

The ſtory of this Garden Plot; 

Wiſely foreſaw he might have reaſon 

To dread a modern bill of treaſon, 

If J-zabel ſhould pleaſe to want 

His fmall addition to her grant; 

Therefore reſolv'd in humble fort 

Fo begin fir, and make his court; 

And, freing nothing elſe would do, 

Gave a third part, to fave the other two. 


Whoſe hands perhaps were not fo fair, 


— 


EPISTLE TO MR. GODD ARD“; 
WRITTEN BY DR. KING. 


IN THE CHAKACTER OF © ThE KEview." 


Fo winaſor Canon, his well-choſen Friend, 
The jut Review does kindeſt greeting fend, | 

I've found the man by nature's gift deſign'd 

To pleaſe my ear and captivate my ming, 


— — — —_— — —— — 


— — 


* Taken from an admirable banter of our au- 
thor's, intituled, Two Friendly Letters from | 
* honeſt Tom Boggy, to the Rev. Mr. Goddard, 
© Canon of Windſor,” very proper to be tacked t. 
the Canon's Sermon; firſt printed in 8 vo. 1710. 
This Sermon (full of high treaſon againſt High. 
church, Hereditary Right, and Sacheverell) was 
intituled, “ The Guilt, Michiel, and Aggrava- 
tion of Cenſure; ſet forth in a Sermon preached 
„ in St. Georges Chapel within her Majeſty's 
* Caftle of Windſor, on Sunday the 25th of June, 
« 1710. By Thomas Godcard, A. M. Canon of 
« Windſor. London, printed for B. Lintot, 
« 1710.” —-Mr. Goddard was inflalled Canon 
May 26, 170, and was aifo Rector of St. Bennet 
Finch, London. He publiſhed a zoth of January 
Sermon, in 4to. 1703; and“ The Mercy of God 
* to this Church and Kingdom, exemplified in 
« the ſeveral Intftances of it, from the Beginning 
of the Reformation down to the preſent. Time. 
A Sermon preached in St. George's Chapel at 
Windſor, on Tueſday the 7th of November, 
* the Day of Thankſyiving, 1:10, 8%. They 
were all reprinted in 1715, with three others, 
under the title of“ Six Sermons on ſeveral Oc- 
caſions, 8vo, N. 
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By ſympathy the eager paſſions move, 


And ſtrike my ſoul with wonder and with love! 


Happy that place, where much leſs care is had 


o fave the virtuous, than protect the bad; 
| Where Paſtors muſt their ſtubborn Flock obey, 


Or that be thought a ſcandal which they fay : 

For, ſhould a fin, by ſome grand foul belov'd, 

Chance with an aukward zeal to be reprov'd, 

Aud tender contcience meet the fatal curſe, 

Ot hardening by repraof, and growing worle : 

When things to ſuch extremities are brought, 

"Vis not the Sinner's, but the Teacher's, fault. 

With Great Men's wickednefs, then, reſt content, 

And give them their own leiſure to repent; 

Wilt their own head-ſtrong will alone muſt 
curb them, 

And nothing vex, or venture to diſtarb them, 

Leſt they ſhould loſe their favour in the court, 

And no one but themſelves be forry for 't. 

Were | in panegyrick vers'd like you, 

d bring whole oftcrings to your merit due. 

Ywn've gain'd the conqueſt; and I freely own, 

Diſienters may by Churchmen be out done. 

Though once e ſcem'd to be at, ſuch a diſtance, 

Yet both concenter in Divine reſiſtance: 

Both trach what Kings muſt do when ſuhjects 
tight, 

And both. diſclaim Hereditary Right. 

By J»ve's command, two Eagles took their flight, 

Oue from the Eaſt, the ſource of infant light, 

Ihe other from the Weſt, that bed of night. C 

The birds of thunder both at Delphi meet, 

The centre of the world, and Wiſdom's ſeat. 

So, by a Power not decent here to name, 

To one fixt point our various notions came, 

Your thonghts from Oxford and from Windſor 
flew, 

Whilit Shop and Meeting-houſe brought forth 
Review *. 

Your brains fierce EHquence and Logick tried, 

My bumbler ſtrain cholce Sucks and Stockings 
cried; 

Yet in our common principles we meet, 

You ſinking from the Head, I riüng from the 
Feet. 

Pardon a haſty Muſe, ambitious grown, 

T* extol a merit far beyond his own. 

For, though a moderate Painter can 't command 

The ftroke of Titian's or of Raphael's hand: 

Yet their tranſcendent works his fancy raiſe; 

And there 's ſome {kill in knowing bat to praiſe. 


* A well-known political paper by De Foe; in 
which Mr. Goddard's Sermon was immoderately 
commended. See a long account of this writer, 
and of Ridpath and Tutchin his aſſociates, in the 
« Sypplement to Swilt.” N. 
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OF 


DR THOMAS SPRAT, 


BISHOP OF ROCHESTER. 


T 7 


THE- REVEREND DR. WILKINS, 


WARDEN OF WADHAM COLLEGE IN OXFORD» 


SIR, 


EEING you are pleaſed to think fit that theſe papers ſhould. come into the. 
publick, which were at firſt deſigned to live only in a deſk, or ſome private 
friend's hands; I humbly take the boldneſs to commit them to the ſecurity which 
our name and protection will give them with'the moſt knowing part of the world. 
here are two things eſpecially in which they ſtand in need of your defence: one is, 
that they fall ſo infinitely below the full and lofty genius of that excellent poet, who 


made this way of writing free of our nation: the other, that they are fo little pro- 


portioned and equal to the renown of that prince on whom they were written. Such 
great actions and lives deſerving rather to be the ſubjects of the nobleſt pens and divine 
fancies, than of ſuch ſmall beginners and weak eſſayers in poetry as myſelf. Againſt 
theſe dangerous prejudices, there remains no other ſhi-1d, than the univerfal eitcem and 


authority which your judgment and approbation carries with it. The right you have 


to them, Sir, 1s not only on the account of the relation you had to this great perſon, 
nor of the general favour which all arts receive from you ; but more particularly by 
reaſon of that obligation and zeal with which I am bound to dedicate myſelf to your 
ſervice : for having been a long time the object of your care aud indulgence towards 
the advantage of my ſtudies aud fortune, having been moulded as it were by your own 
hands, and formed under your government, not to entitke you to any thing which my 
meanneſs produces, would not only be injultice, but fa- lege : ſo that if there be any 
thing here tolerably ſaid, which deſerves pardon, it is yours, Sir, as well as he, who is, 


Your moſt devoted, 


and obliged ſervant, 


THO. 8SPRAT. 


SPRAT'S PORM $9. 
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Whoſe every month might be 
Alone a chronicle, or hiſtory 
Others great actions are 

But thinly ſcatter'd here and there; 
At beſt, but all one ſiugle ſtar; 
But thine the milky-way, 


LORD PROTECT O R. All one continued light, of undiſtinguiſh'd day; 


o 


I. 


Is true, great name, thou art ſecure 
From the forgetfulneſs and rage 


Of death, or envy, or devouring age; 
Thou canſt the force and teeth of time endure ; | 
Thy fame, like men, the elder it doth grow, 

Will of itſelf turn whiter too, 

Without what needlets art can do; 
Will live beyord thy breath, beyond thy hearſe, 
Though it were never heard or ſung in verſe, 

Without our help thy memary is lake; 

They only want an epitaph, 

That do remain alone 

Alive in au inſcription 
Remember'd only on the braſs, or marble · ſtone. 

is all in vain what we can do: 

All our troſes and p-rfumes 

Will but officious folly ſhow, 

And pious nothings to ſuch mighty tombs, 

Al our incenſe, gums and balm, 

Are but unneceſſary duties here : 

The poets may tlieir ſpices ſpare, 
Tacir cotiy numbers, and their tuneful feet: 
Tat need not be embalm'd, which of itſelf is 

ſweet. 
II. 


We know to praiſe thee is a dangerous proof 
Of our obedience and our love: 

For when the ſun and ſire meet, 
The one 's extinguiſh'd quite: 

And yet the other never is more bright, 
So they that write of thee, and join 
Their feeble names with thine ; 

Their weaker ſparks with thy illuſtrious light, 
Will loſe themſelves in that ambitious thought; 
And yet no fame to thee from hence be brought. 
We know, bleſs'd ſpirit, thy mighty name. 
Wants no addition of another's beam; 

It 's for our pens too high, and full of theme : 

The Muſes are made great by thee, not thou by 

them, 
Thy fame's eternal lamp will live, 
And in thy ſacred urn ſurvive, | 

Without the food of oil, which we can give, 

'Tis true; but yet our duty calls our ſongs; 
Duty commands our tongues : 
Though thou want not our praiſes, we 
Are not excus'd for what we owe to thee ; 

For ſo men from religion are not freed, 

But from the altars clouds muſt riſe, 
Though heaven itſelf doth nothing need, 

And though the gods don't want an carthly ſacri- 

ſice. 


III. 


Great life of wonders, whoſe each ycar 
Full of gew miracles did appear 


They throng'd ſo cloſe, that nought elſe could be 
ſeen, , 
Scarce any common ſky did come between: 
What ſhall | ſay, or where begin ? 
Thou may ſt in double ſhapes be ſhown 
Or in thy arms, or in thy gown; 
Like Jove, ſometimes with warlike thunder, and 


Sometimes wita peaceful ſceptre in his hand; 


Or in the field, or on the throne. 

In what thy head, or what thy arm hath done, 
All that thou didſt was ſo refin'd, 
So full of ſubſtance, and fo n jo join'd, 
So pure, ſo weighty gold, 
That the leaſt grain of it, 
If fully ſpread and beat, 

Would many leaves and mighty volumes hold. 


IV. 


ö Before thy name was publiſh'd, and whilſt yet 


Thou only to thyſelf wert great, 
Whilſt yet the happy bud 
Was not quite ſeen or underſtood, 
It then ſure figns of future greatneſs ſhew'dz: 
Then thy domeſtic worth 
Did tell the world what it would be, 
When it ſhould fit occaſion ſee, 
When a full ſpring ſhould call it forth : 
As bodies in the dark and night 
Have the ſame colours, the ſame red and white, 
As in the open day and light; 
The ſun doth only ſhew 
That they are bright, not make them ſo. 
So whilſt but private walls did know 
What we to ſuch a mighty mind ſhould owe, 
Then the ſame virtues did appear, 
Though in a leſs and more contracted ſphere, 
As ſull, though not as large as ſince they were: 
And like great rivers fountains, though 
At firſt ſo deep thou didft not go: 
Though then thine was not ſo enlarg'd a flood; 
Yet when 'twas little, *twas as clear, as good. 


; V. 
Tis true thou was not born unto a crown, 
Thy ſceptre 's not thy father's, but thy own 2 
Thy purple was not made at once in haſte, 
But after many other colours paſt, 
It took the deepeſt princely dye at laſt. 
Thou didſt begin with leſſer cares, 
And private thoughts took ũp thy private years: 
Thoſe hands which were ordain'd by fates 
To change the world and alter ſtates, 
Practis'd at firſt that vaſt deſign 
On meaner things with equal mien. 
That ſoul which ſhould ſs many ſceptres ſway, 
To whom fo many kingdoms Mould obey, 
Learn'd firſt to rule in a domeſtic way: 
So government itſelf began 
From family, and fiugle man, 
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Was by the ſmall relation firſt 

Of hnſband and of father nurs'd, 
And from thoſe leſs beginnings paſt, 
To ſpread itſelf o'er all the world at laſt. 


VI. 
Put when thy country (then almoſt enthrall'd) 
Thy virtue and thy courage call'd ; 
When England did thy arms entreat, 

And 't had been fin in thee nat to be great: 
When e very ſtream and every flood, 

Was a true vein of earth, and run with blood ; 
When unus'd arms, and unknown war, 
Fill'd every place, and eve ry ear; 

When the great ſtorms and diſmal night 
Did all the land aflright; 

IT was time for thee to bring forth all our light. 
Thou leſt'ſt thy more delightful pcace, 

Thy private life and detter caſe; 

Then down thy ſteel and armour took, 

Wiſhiog that it ſtill hung upon the hook: 

When death had got a large commiſſion out; 

Throwing the arrows and her ſting about ; 

Then thou (as once the healing ſerpent roſe) 
Waſt lifted up, not for thyſelf but us. 


VII. 
Thy country wounded was, and ſick, before 
Thy wars and arms did her reſtore: 
Thou knew'ſt where the diſcaſe did lie, 
And like the cure of ſympathy, 
The ſtrong and certain remedy 
Unto the weapon didſt apply; 
Thou didſt not draw the ſword, and ſo 
Away the ſcabbard throw, 
As if thy country ſhou'd 
Re the inheritance of Mars and blood : 
But that, when the great work was ſpun, 
War in itſelf ſhould he undone : 
That peace might land again upon the ſhore, 
Richer and hetter than before : 
The huſbardmen no ſteel ſhall know, 
None but the uſeful iron of the plow ; 
That bays might creep on every ſpear : 
And though our ſky was overipread 
With a deſtructive red, 
Twas but till thou our ſun didit in full light 


appear. 
VIII. 


When Ajax dy'd, the purple blood, 
That ſrom his gaping wound nad flow d, 
Turn'd into letter, every leaf 
Had on it wrote his epitaph : 
So from that crimſon flood, 
Which thou by fate of times wert led 
Unwillingly to ſh ed, 
Letters and learning roſe, and arts renew'd : 
Thou ſought” ſt, not ou t of envy, hope, or hate, 
But to melne the ch Urch and ſtate; 
And like the Romans, whate'er thou 
In the feld of Mars didſt mow, 
Was, that a holy ifland hence might grow. 
Thy wars, as rivers raifed by a ſhower, 
Which welcome clouds do pour, 
Though they at firſt may ſeem 
err alt away with an enraged ſtrcam; 
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Yet did not happen that they might deſtroy, 
Or the better parts annoy : 

But all the filth and mud to ſcour, 

And leave behind another ſlime, 

Lo give a birth to a more happy power. 


IX. 


in fields nnconquer'd, and fo well 

an didſt in battics and in arms excel; 

That ſteely arms themſelves might be 

Worn out in war as ſoon as thee ; 

Succels fo clote upon the troops did wait, 

As if thou firſt hadſt conquer'd fate; 

As if uncertain victory 
Had been firſt o'ercome by thee ; 

As if her wings were clipt, and could not flee, 

Whilſt thov didſt only ſerve, 

Before thou hadit what firſt thou didſt deſerve, 

Others by thee did great things do, 

Triumpb'dſt thyſelf, and mad'ſt them triumph too: 

Though they above thee did appear, 

As yet in a more large and higher ſphere : 

Thou, the great Sun, gav'ſt light to every tar : 
Thyſelf an army wert alone, 

And mighty troops contain'd in one. 

Thy only ſword did guard the land, 

Like that which, flaming in the angel hand, 

From men God's garden did defend; 

But yet thy ſword did more than his, 

Not only guarded, but did make this land a para- 

diſe. 

X. _ 

Thou fouglit'ſt nor to be high or great, 

Nor for a ſceptre or a crown, 

Or ermin, purple, or the throne ; 

But as the veſtal heat, 

Thy fire was kindled from above alone: 
Religion putting on thy ſhield 
Brought thee victorious to the field. 

Thy arms, like thoſe which ancient heroes wore, 

Were given by the God thou didſt adore: 
And all the ſwords thy armies had, 

Were on an heavenly anvil made; 

Not inter-it; or any weak defire 

Of rule or empire, did thy mind inſpire : 
Thy valour like the holy fire, 

N hich did before the Perſian armies go, 

Liv'd in the camp, and yet was ſacred tov ! 
Thy mighty ſword anticipates 

What was deſerv'd by heaven and thoſe bleſt ſeats, 

And makes the church triumphant here below. 

XI. 

Though fortune did hang on thy ſword, 
And did obey thy mighty word: 
Though fortune, for thy fide and thee, 
Forgot her lov'd inconſtancy : 

Amuidit thy arms and trophies thou 

Were valiant and gentle $00; 

Wound'ſt thyſelf, when thou didſt kill thy foe. 
Like ſtcel, when it much work has paſt, 
That which was rough does ſhine at laſt, 
"Thy arms by being oftener us'd did ſmoother 

grow. 


Nor aid thy hattles make thee proud or high, 


Sy 


ra- 


re, 


ſcats, 
v. 


oe. 


oother 


, 


r n 


Thy conqueſt rais'd the ſtate, not thee : 
Thou overcam'ſt thyſelf in every victory. 
As when the ſun in a directer line 
Upon a poliſh'd golden ſhic}d doth ſhine, 
Ine ſhield reflects unto the ſun again his light: 
do when the heavens ſmil'd on thee in fight; 
When thy propitious God had lent 
Succeſs and victory to thy tent; 
To heaven again the victory was ſent. 


XII. 


England, till thou didſt come, 
Confin'd her valour home; 
ben our own rocks did ſtand 
Pounds to our fame as well as land, 
And were to us as well 
As to our enemies unpaſlable ; 
We were aſtham'd at what we read, 
And bluſh'd at what our fathers did, 
Becauſe we came fo far hehind the dead. 
The Britiſh lion hung his mane, and droop'd, 
'To ſlavery and burden ftoop'd, 
With a degenerate fleep and fear 
Lay in his den, and languifh'd there; 
At whoſe leaſt voice before, 
A trembling echo ran through every ſhare, 
And ſhook the world at every roar : 
Thou his ſubdued courage didſt reſtore, 
Sharpen his claws, and from his eyes 
Mad'it the ſame dreadful lightning riſe; 
NMad'it him again affright the neighbouring 
floods, 
Nis mighty thunder ſounds through all the woods : 
Thou haſt our military fame redeem'd, 
Which was loſt, or clouded feem's : 
Nay, more, heaven did by thce beſtow 
On us, at ouce an iron age and happy too. 


XIII. 


Till thou command'ſt, that azure chain of waves, 
Which nature round about us ſent, 
Made us to every pirate f{laves, 
Wis rather burden than an urnament ; 
Thoſe fields of fea, that waſh'd our ſhores, 
Were plow'd and reap'd by other hands than ours: 
Ton the liquid niaſs, 
Which doth about us run, 
As it 15 to the ſun, 
Only a bed to fleep on was: 
and not as now a powerful throne, 
to fake and ſway the world thereon. 
Jur princes in their haad a globe did ſhew, 
But not a perfect one, 
Compos'd of carth and water too. 
But thy commands the floods obey'd, 
Thou all the wilderneſs of water {way'd : 
Thou didſt not only wed the ſea, 
Not make her equal but a {ave to thee. 
Neptune himſelf did bear thy yoke, 
toop'd, and trembled at thy ſtroke : 
He that ruled all the main, 
Acknowledg'd thee his ſovereign : 
And vow the conquer'd ſea doth pay 
More ym to thy Ihames than that unto the 
ca, 
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XIV. 


Till now our valour did ourſelves more hurt; 

Our wounds to other nations were a ſport; 
And as the earth, our land produc'd 

Iron and ſteel, which ſhould to tear ourſclves be 

us'd: 

Our ſtrength within itſclf did break, 

Like thundering cannons crack, 
And kill d thoſe that were near, 

While th' enemies ſecure and untouch'd were. 
But now our trumpets thou haſt made to found 
Againſt their enemies walls in foreign ground; 

And yet no echo back to us returning found. 
England is now the happy peaceſul iſle, 

And all the world the while 
Is excrciling arms and wars 
With foreign or inteſtine jars. 

The torch extinguiſh'd here, we lent to others oil. 
We give to all, yet know ourſelves no fear; 
We reach the flame of ruin and of death, 
Where'er we pleaſe our {words t' unſheath, 

Whilſt we in calm and temperate regions breathe : 
Like to the ſun, whoſe heat is hurl'd 

Through every corner of the world; 
Whoſe flame throvgh all the air duth go, 
And yct the ſun himſelf the while no fire docs 
kuow, 
XV. 


Beſides, the glories of thy peace 
Are not in number nor in value leſs. 
Thy hand did cure, and cloſe the ſcars 
Of our bloody civil wars; 
Not only lanc'd but heal'd the wound, 
Made us again as healthy and as found : 
When now the thip was well nigh lott, 
After the ſtorm upon the coalt, 
By ics mariners endanger'd molt ; 
When they their ropes and helms had lelt. 
When the planks aſunder cleſt, 
And floods came roaring in with mighty ſound, 
Thow a ſafe land aud harbour for us found, 
And ſavedſt thoſe that would themiclves have 
drown'd; 
A work which none but heaven and thou could do, 
"Thou mad'it us happy whether we would or ne: 
Thy judgment, mercy, temperance ſo great, 
As if thoſe virtues only in thy mind had feat : 
Thy picty not only in the field, but peace, 
When heaven ſcem'd to be wanted leaſt; 
Thy temples not like Janus only were 
Open in time of war, 
When thou hadit greater cauſe to fear : 
Religion and the awe of heaven poſſeſt 
All places and all times alike thy breaſt. 


XVI. 


Nor didft thou only for thy age provide, 
But for the years to corn belide ; 
Our after-times and late poſterity 
Shall pay unto thy fame as much as we; 
They too are made by thee. 
When fate did call thee to a higher throne, 
And when thy mortal work was done, 


EY heaven did ſay it, and thou mull be gone, 
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Thou him to bear thy burden choſe, 
Who might (if any could) make us forget thy loſs ; 
Nor hadſt thou him deſign'd, 
Had he not been | 
Not only to thy blood, but virtue kin, 
Not only heir unto thy throne, but mind : 
*Tis he ſhall perfect all thy cares, 
And with a finer thread weave out thy loom : 
So one did bring the choſen people from 
Their fla very and fears, 
Led them through their pathleſs road; 
Gui ed himſelf by Goa, 
Has brought them to the borders; but a ſecond 
hand 
Did fettle and fecure them in the promis'd land. 


6 TEN” "LIP Rnnngte” "Hes 


TO A PERSON OF HONOUR, 
(Ma. EDWARD HOWARD), 


UPON HIS 
INCOMPARABLE, INCOMPREHENSIBLE POEM 


INTITULED 


«K THE BRITISH PRINCES.” 


8 8 OUR book our old knight-errants fame re- 
vives, | 

Writ in a ſtyle agreeing with their lives. 

All rumours ſtrength their proweſs did out-go, 

All rumours ſkill your verſes far out-do : 

To praiſe the Welſh the world muſt now combine, 

Since to their leeks you do your laurel join: 

Such lofty ſtrains your country's ſtory fit, 

Whoſe mountain npthing equals but your wit. 
Bonduea, were ſhe ſuch as here we ſee 

(In Britiſh paint), none cou'd more dreadful be: 

With naked armies ſhe encounter'd Rome, 

Whoſe ftrength with naked nature you o'crcome, 
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Nor let ſmall critics blame this mighty queen, 
That in king Arthur's time ſhe here is ſeen : 
You that can make immortal by your ſong, 
May well one life four hundred years prolong, 
Thus Virgil bravely dar'd for Dido's love, 
The ſettled courſe of time and years to move, 
Though him you imitate in this alone, 

In all things elſe you borrow help from none: 
No antique tale of Greece or Rome you take, 
Their fables and examples you forſake. 
With true heroic glory you diſplay 

A ſubject new, writ in the neweſt way. 

Go forth, great author, for the world's delight; 
Teach it, what none e'er taught you, how to write; 
They talk ſtrange things that ancient poets did, 
How trees and ſtones they into buildings lead: 
For poems to raiſe cities, now, tis hard, 

But yours, 2 leaſt, will build half Paul's ckurch- 
Yard. 


- 0-W 
HIS MISTRESS DROWN' D. 


WEET ſtream, that doſt with equal pace 
Both thyſelf fly and thyſelf chace, 
Forbear awhile to flow, 
And liſten to my woe. 


Then go and tell the ſea that all its brine 
Is freſh, compar'd to mine : 

Inform it that the gentler dame, 

Who was the life of all my flame, 
I th' glory of her bud 
Has paſs'd the fatal flood, 

Death by this only ſtroke triumphs above 
The greateſt power of love : 
Alas, alas! I mult give o'er, 


My ſighs will let me add no more. 
Go on, ſweet ſtream, and henceforth reſt 
No more than does my troubled breaſt ; 
And if my ſad complaints have made thee ſlay, 
"Theſe tears, theſe tears, ſhall mend thy way. 


lay, 
ay 
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1 
PLAGUE OFFAT H 
WHICH HAPPENED 


IN THE SECOND YEAR OF THE PELOPONNESIAN WAR: 


FIRST DESCRIBED IN GREEK BY THVCYDIDES 3 
THEN IN LATIN BY LUCRETIUS. 


TO MY WORTHY AND LEARNED FRIEND, 


DR. ALT © RR Fr Q Mm 
LATE PROCTOR OF THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD. 


S I R, 


1 KNOW not what pieaſure you could take in beſtowing your commands ſo 
unprofitably, unleſs it be that for which nature ſometimes cheriſhes and allows 
monſters, the love of variety. This only delight you will receive by turning over this 
rude and unpoliſhed copy, and comparing it with my excellent patterns, the Greek 
and Latin. By this you will ſee how much a noble ſubje& is changed and disfigured 
by an ill hand, and what reaſon Alexander had to forbid his picture to be drawn but 
by ſome celebrated pencil. In Greek, Thucydides ſo well and fo livelily expreſſes it, 
that I know not which is more a poem, his deſcription or that of Lucretius. Though 
it muſt be ſaid, that the hiſtorian had a vaſt advantage over the poet ; he, having been 
preſent on the place, and aſſaulted by the diſeaſe himſelf, had the horror familiar to 
his eyes, and all the ſhapes of the miſery {till remaining on his mind, which muſt needs 
make a great impreſſion-on his pen and fancy ; whereas the poet was forced to follow 
his footiteps, and only work on that matter he allowed him. This I ſpeak, becauſe it 
may in ſome meaſure too excuſe my own defects; for being ſo far removed from the 
place whereon the diſeaſe acted his tragedy, and time having denied us many of the 
circumſtances, cufioms of the country, and other ſmall things which would be of great 
ule to any one who did intend to be perfect on the ſubject ; beſides only writing by 
an idea of that which I never yet ſaw, nor care to feel (being not of the humour of 
the painter in Sir Philip Sidney, who thruſt himſelf into the midlt of a fight, that he 
might the better delineate it). Having, I fay, all theſe diſadvantages, and many 
more for which I muſt only blame myſelf, it cannot be expected that I ſhould come 
near equaling him, in whom none of the contrary advantages were wanting. Thus 
then, Sir, by emboldening me to this raſh attempt, you have given opportumty to 
the Greek and Latin to triumph over our mother-tongue. Yet I would not have the. 
tkonour of the countries or languages engaged in the compariſon, but that the inequality 
ſhould reach no farther than the authors. But I have much reafon to fear the juſt 
indignation of that excellent perſon (the preſent ornament and honour of our nation) 
whoſe way of writing I imitate : for he may think himſelf as much injured by my 
following him, as were the heavens by that bold man's counterfeiting the ſacred and 
untimiable noiſe of thunder, by the ſound of braſs and horſes hoofs. I ſhall only ſay 
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{ 
for myſelf, that I took Cicero's advice, who bids us, in imitation, propoſe the nohleft 
pattern to our thoughts ; for ſo we may be fure to be raiſed above the common level, - 
though we come inſinitely ſhort of what we aim at. Yet] hope that renowned poet ; 
will have none of my crimes any way reflect on himſelf ; for it was not avy fault in 
the excellent muſician, that the weak bird, endeavouring by ſtraining its throat to 
follow his notes, deftroyed itſelf in the attempt. Well, Sr, by this, that I have , 
choſen rather to expoſe myſelf than to be diſobedient, you may guels with what zeal 


and hazard I flrive to approve myſelf, 
E. 


Your moſt humble and 
aſſectionate ſervant, 


THOMAS SPRAT. 
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AS IT 15 EXCELLENTLY TRANSLATED BY MR. HOBBES. 


N the very bepinning of fumimer, the Peloponneſtans, and their confederates, with 

two-thirds of their forces; as before, invaded Attica, under the conduct of Archi- 

damus, the ſon of Zeuxidamas, king of Lacedzmon : and after they had encamped 
themſclves, waited the country about them. 

They had not been many days in Attica, when the plague firſt began amongſt the 
Athenians, ſaid alſo to have ſcized formerly on divers other parts, as about Lemnos, 
and elſewhere ; but fo gicat a plague, and mortality of men, was never remembered to 
have happened in any place before. Fyr at filt neither were the phyſicians able to cure 
it, through ignorance of what it wis, but died fatteft themſelves, as being the men 
that moſt approached the fick, nor any other art of man availed whatſoever. All 
ſupplications to the gods, and enquiies of oracles, and whatſoever other means they 
uſed of that kind, proved all unprotitehle, infomnch as, ſubdued with the greatneſs of 
the evil, they gave them all over. It began (by report) firſt in that part of Ethiopia 
that lieth upon Egypt, and thruce fell down into. ZExypt, and Africk, and into the 
greateſt part of the territortes of the King. It invaded Athens on a ſudden, and 
touched firſt upon thoſe that dwelt in Pyrmus, inſomuch as they reported that the 
Peloponneſians had caſt poiſon ito their wells; for ſprings there were not any in that 
place, Eut afterwards it came vp into the high city, and then they died a great deal 
faſter. Now let every man, phy bean or other, concerning the ground of this fickneſs, 
whence it ſprung, and what cauſes he thinks able to produce ſo great an alteration, 
ſpeak, according to his own knowledge; for my own part, I will deliver but the 
manner of it, and lay open only ſuch things as one may take his mark by to diſcover 
the ſame if it come again, having been both fick of it myſelf, and ſeen others ſick of 
the ſame. This year, by confeſſion of all men, was of all other, for other diſeaſes, 
moſt free and healthful. If any man were lick before, his diſeaſe turned to this; if 
not, yet ſudienly, withont any apparent cauſe proceeding, and being in perfect health, 
they were taken tirſt with an extreme ache in their heads, redneſs and inflammation in 
the eyes; and then inwardly their throats and tongues grew preſently bloody, and 
their breath noiſome and unſavoury. Upon this followed a ſneezing and hoarſeneſs, 
and rot long after, the pain, together with a mighty cough, came down into the brealt. 
And when once it was ſettled in the ſtomach, it cauſed vomit, and with great torment 
came up all manner of bilious purgation that phyſicians ever named. Moſt of them 
had alſo the hickyexe, which brought with it a ſtrong convulſion, and in ſome ceaſed 
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quickly, but in others was long before it gave over. Their bodies outwardly to the 
tauch were neither very hot nor pale, but rœidiſh, livid, and beflowered with little 
pimples and whelks ; but fo burned inwartly, as not to endure any the lighteſt cloaths 
or linen garment to be upon them, nor any thing but mere nakedneſs, but rather moſt 
willingly to have caſt themſelves into tlie cold water. And many of them that were 
not looked to, polteſled with inſatiate thirſt, ran unto the wells; and to driuk much 
or little was indifferent, being {till from cafe and power to ſlcep as far as ever. 

As long as the diſeaſe was at the height, their bodies waſted not, but reſiſted the 


- torment beyond all expectation, inſomuch as the moit of them either died of their inward 


burning in nine or ſeven days, whilit they bad yet firength ; or if they eſcaped that, 
then, the diſcaſe falling down in their belles, and cauſing there great exulcerations and 
1mmoderate loolenels, they died many of them afterwards through weaknels : for the 
diſcaſe (which firſt took the head) begao above, and came down, and paſſed through 
the whol- body: and he that overcame the worſt of it was yet marked with the loſs of 
his extreme parts; for, breaking out both at their privy members, and at their fiagers 
and tocs, many with the loſs of theſe eſcaped. There were alſo ſome that loſt their 
eyes, and many that preſently upon their recovery were taken with ſuch an oblivion of 
all things whatſocver, as they neither knew themſelves nor their acquaintance, For 
this was a kind of ſickneſs which far ſurmounted ail expreſſion of words, and both ex- 
ceeded humana nature in the cruelty wherewith it handled cach one, and appeared alfo 
otherwile to be none of thoſe diſgaſes that are bred among us, and that eſpecially by 
this : for all, both birds and beafts, that ufe to feed ov human fleſh, though many men 
lay abroad unburicd, either came not at them, or taſting, periſhed. An argument 
whereof, as touching the bir-y, was the manifeſt defect of ſuch fowl, which were not 
then ſeen, either about the carcaſes, or any where cite ; but by the dogs, becaule they 
are familiar with men, this effect was ſcen much clearer. So that this diſeaſe (to paſs 
over many ſtrange particulars of the accidents that fome had differently from others} 
was in general ſuch as I have ſhewn ; and for other uſual ſiekneſſes at that time, no man 
was troubled with any. Now they died, ſome for want of attendance, and ſome again 
with all the care and phyſic that could be ufed. Nor was there any, to ſay, certain 
medicine, that applicd muſt have helped them; for if it did good to one, it did harm 
to another; nor any difference of body for ſtrength or weakneſs that was able to refift 
it; but carried all away, what phyſic ſocver was adminiſtered. But the greatelt miſery 
af all was, the defeRtion of mind, in ſuch -as found themfelves beginning to be ſick 
(for they grew preſently deſprrate, and gave themſelves over without making any re- 
hitance) ; as alſo their dying thus like ſheep, infected by mutual viſitation : for if men 
forbore to viſit them ſor fear, then they dicd forlorn, whereby many families became 
empty, for want of ſuch as ſhould take care of them. If they forbore not, then they 
died themſelves, and principally the honeltelt men: for out of ſhame they would not 
ſpare themſelves, but went in unto their friends, efpecially- after it was come to that 
paſs, that even their domeſtics, wearicd with the laientations of them that died, and 
overcome with the greatneſs of the calamity, were no longer moved therewith. But 
thoſe that were recovered, had much compaſſion both on them that died, and on them 
that lay ſiek, as having both known the miſery themſclves, and now no more ſubject to 
the like danger; for this diſeaſe never took a man the ſecond time ſo as to be mortal. 
And theſe men were both by others counted happy; and they allo themſelves, through 
exceſs of preſent joy, conceived a kind of light hope never to dic of any other ſickneſs 
hereafter. Beſides the preſent affliction, the reception of the country people and of 
their ſubſtance into the city, oppreſſed both them, and much more the people them- 
ſelves that ſo came in: for, having no houſes, but dwelling at that time of the year in 
liding booths, the mortality was now without all form; and dying men lay tumbling 
one upon another in the ſtreets, and men half dead about every conduit through defire 
of water. The temples alſo where they dwelt in tents were all full of the dead that 
died witina them; for, oppreſſed with the ——_ of the calamity, aud not Knowing 
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what to do, men grew careleſs, both of holy and profane things alike. And the laws 
which they formerly uſed touching funerals were all now broken, every one burying 
where he could find room. And many for want of things neceſſary, after ſo many 
deaths before, were forced to become impudent in the funerals of their friends. For 
when one had made a funeral pile, another gettinz before him would throw on his 
dead, and give it fire. Ard when one was in burning, another would come, and, 
having caſt thereon him whom he carried, go his way again. And the great licentiouſ- 
neſs, which alſo in other kinds was uſed in the city, began at firſt from this diſeaſe, 
For that which a man before would diſſemble, and not acknowledge to be done for vo- 
Juptuouſneſs, he durſt now do freely, ſeeing before his eyes ſuch quick revolution, of 
the rich dying and men worth nothing inheriting their eſtates ; inſomuch as they juſtified 
a ſpeedy fruition of their goods, even for their pleaſure, as men that thought they held 
their lives but by the day. As for pains, no man was forward in any action of honour, 
to take any, becauſe they thought it uncertain whether they ſhould die or not before 
they atchieved it. But what any man knew to be delightful, and to be profitable to 
pleaſure, that was made both profitable and honourable. Neither the fear of the gods, 
nor laws of men, awed any man. Not the former, becauſe they concluded it was alike 
to worſhip or not worſhip, from ſeeing that alike they all periſhed : nor the latter, be- 
cauſe no man expected that his life would laſt till he received punifhment of his crimes 
by judgment. But they thought there was now over their heads ſome far greater 
Judgment decreed againſt them ; before which fell, they thought to enjoy ſome little 
part of their lives. | 4 WE 
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THE 


PLAGUE OF ATHENS, 


n HAPPY man! by nature made to ſway, 
And yet is every creature's prey, 
Deſtroy'd by thoſe that ſhuuld his power obey. 
Of the whole world we call mankind the lords, 
Flattering ourſelves with mighty words ; 
Of all things we the monarchs ate, 
And ſo we rule, and ſo we domincer; 
All creatures elſe about us ſtand 
Like ſome prætorian band, 
To guard, to help, and to defend ; 
Yet they ſometimes prove enemies, 
Sometimes againſt us riſe ; 
Our very guards rebel, and tyrannize. 
Thouſand diſcaſes ſent by fate 
(Unhappy ſervants!) on us wait ; 
A thouland treacheries within 
Are laid, weak life to win ; 
Huge troops of maladies withovt 
(A grim, a meagre, and a dreadful rout !) 
Some formal fieges make, 
And with ſure ſlowneſs do our bodics take; 
Some with quick violence ſtarm the town, 
And throw all in a moment down : 
Some one peculiar fort aſſail, 
Some by general attempts prevail. 
Small herbs, alas, can only us relieve, 
And ſmall is the aſſiſtance they can give: 
How can the fading offspring of the field 
Sure health and ſuccour yield? | 
What ſtrong and certain remedy, 
What firm and laſting life can ours be, 
When that which makes us live duth eyery winter 
dic ? 


II. 
Nor is this all: we do not only breed 
Within ourſelves the fatal ſced 
Of change, and of decreaſe in every part, 
Head, belly, ſtomach, and root of life, the heart; 
Nat only have our autumn, when we muſt 
Of our own nature turn to duſt, 
When leaves and fuuit muſt fall; 
But are expos'd to mighty tempeſts too, 
Which do at once what they would lowly do, 
Which throw down fruit and tree of life withal. 
From ruin we in vain 
Our bodies by repair maintain, 
Bodies compos'd of ſtuff 
Mouldering and frail enough ; 
Yet frem without as well we fear 
A dangerous and deſtructive war. 
From heaven, from earth, from ſea, from air, 
We like the Roman empire ſhall decay, 
And our own force would melt away 
By the inteſtine jar 
Of elements, which on each other prey, 
The ac and the Pompeys which within we 
car: 
Yet are (like that) in darger too 
Of foreign armies, and exter aul foe, 
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Sometimes the Gothiſh and the barbarous rage 

Of plague or peſtilence attends man's age, 
Which neither force nor arts aſſwage; 

Which cannot be avoided or withſtood, 

But drowns, and over-runs with unexpected flood. 


I. 
On Ethiopia, and the ſouthern ſands, 
The unfrequented coaſts, and parched lands, 
Whither the ſun too kind a heat doth ſend, 
(The ſun, which the worſt neighbour is, and the 
beſt friend) 
Hither a mortal influence came, 
A fatal and unhappy flame, 
Kindled by heaven's angry beam. 
With dreadful! frowns, the heavens ſcatter'd here 
Cruel infections heats into the air: 
Now all the ſtores of poiſon ſent, 
Threatening at once a general doom, 
Laviſh'd out all their hate, and meant 
In future ages to be innocent, 
Not to diſturb the world for many years to come. 
Hold, heavens ! hold; why ſhould your ſa- 
cred fire, 
Which doth to all things life inſpire, 
By whoſe kind beams you brizg 
Forth yearly every thing, 
Which doth th' original ſeed 
Of all things in the womb of earth that breed, 
With vital heat and quickening feed; 
Why ſhould you now that heat employ, 
The earth, the air, the fields, the cities to annoy ? 
That which before reviv'd, why ſhould it now 
deltroy ? 


IV, 
Thoſe Africk deſarts ſtraight were double de- 
farts grown, 
The ravenous beaſts were left alone, 
The ravenous beaſts then firſt began 
To pity their old enemy man, 
And blam'd the plague for what they would thee 
ſelves have done, 
Nor ſtaid the cruel evil there, 
Nor could be long confin'd unto one air ; 
Plagues preſently forſake 
The wilderneſs which they themſelves do make. 
Away the deadly breaths their journey take, 
Driven by a mighty wind, 
They a new booty and freſh forage find : 
The loaded wind went ſwiftly on, 
And as it paſs'd, was heard to ſigh and groan. 
On Egypt next it ſeiz'd, 

Nor could but by a general ruin be appeas'd, 
Egypt, in rage, back on the ſouth did look, 
And wonder'd thence ſhould come th* unhappy 

ſtroke, 

From whence before her fruitfulneſs ſhe took. 

Egypt did now curſe and revile 
Thole very lands from whence ſhe has her 
Nile; 
Egypt now ſear'd another Hebrew God, 
Another Angel's hand, a ſecond Aaron's rod. 


V. 4 
Then on it goes, and through the ſacred land 


Its angry forces did command; 
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But God did place an angel there 
Its violence to withſtand, 
And turn into another road the putrid air. 
To Tyre it came, and there did all devour ; 
Though that by ſeas might think itſelf ſecure, 
Nor ſtaid, as the great conqueror did, 
Till it had fiil'd aud ſtopp'd the tide, 
Which did it from the {hore divide, 
But paſs'd the waters, and did all poſſeſs, 
And quickly all was wilderneſs. 
Thence it did Perſia over-run, 
Aud all that ſacrifice unto the ſun : 
In every limb a dreadiul pain they felt, 
Tortur'd with ſecret coals they melt; 
The Perſians call'd their ſun in vain, 
Their God increas'd the pain. 
They look'd up to their God no more. 
But curſe the beams they worſhipped before, 
And bate the very fire which once they did gdore. 


VI. 
Glutted with ruin of the caſt, 
She took her wings, and down to Athens paſo'd 
Juſt Plague! which doſt no parties take. 
But Greece as well as Perſia fack, 
While in unnatural quarrels they 
(Like frogs and mice) each other lay ; 
Thou in thy ravenous claws took'ſt both away. 
Thither it came, and did deſtroy the town, 
Whilſt all its ſhips and ſoldiers looked on; 
Aud now the Aſian plague did more 
Than all the Aſian force could do before. 
Without the wall the Spartan army late, 
The Spartan army came too late: 
For now there was no farther work for Fate. 
They ſaw the city open lay, 
An eaſy and a boothleſs prey; 
They ſaw the rampires empty ſtand, 
The fleets, the walls, the forts unmann'd. 
No nced of cruelty or flaughters now, 
The plague had finiſh'd what they came to do; 
They might now unteſiſted enter there, 
Did they nat the very air 
More than the Athenians fear. 
The air itſelf to them was wall and bulwarks too. 


SS 
Unhappy Athens ! it is true thon wert 
The proudelt work of nature and of art: 
Learning and ftrengch did thee coinvuc, 
As foul and body us: 
But yet thou only thence art made 
A nobler prey for fates t' invade ; 
Thoſe mighty numbers that within thee 
breathe, 
Do only ferve to make a fatter fcaſt fer d-ath. 
Death in the molt frequented paves ues; 
Moſt tribute from the crows receives ; 
And though it bears a ſcythe, and icems to own 
A ruſtic lite alone, 
It loves no wildernels, 
N“ ſcatter's viiieges, 
Put mighty populous puloces, 
The throng, the tumult and the town, 
What range unkcard-of n N 1s this, 
Which by the ſorces that regt it dh incre aſe! 
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When other conquerors are 
Oolig'd to make a flower war, 
Nay ſometimes for themſelves may fear, 
And muſt proceed with watchful care, 

When thicker troops of enemies appear; 

"This ſtronger ſtill, and more luccel5iul grows, 
Down ſooner all beſore it throws, 

if greater multitudes of men do it oppoſe. 


VIII. 
The tyrant firlt the haven did fubduc; 
Lately th' Athenians (it knew) 
Themſelves by wooden walls did ſave, 
And therefore ſirſt to them th' infection gave, 
Lett they new ſuccour thence reccivc. . 
Cruel Pyræus! now thou hait undone 
The honour thou beforc hadit won! 
Not all thy merchandize, 
Thy wealth, thy treaturies, 
Which from all coaits thy flect ſupplies, 
Can to atone this crime ſuttice. 
Next o'er the upper town it ſpread, 
With mad and undiſcerning ſpeed ; 
In every cotnrer, every lirect, 
Wi:hont a guide did ſet its feet, 
And too familiar every houte did greet. 
Unhappy qucea of Greece ! great 'Uheluus nove 
Did thee a mortal iniury do, 
When firſt in walls he did thee cloſe, 
When firit he did thy citizens reduce, 
Houſes and goverument, and laws to uſe, 


It had been better it thy people {till 


Diſperſed in ſome ficld or hill, 
Though ſavage and undifciplin'd, did dwell, 
though barburous, untame, and rude, 
Than by their numbers thus to be ſubdu'd, 
To be by their own ſwarms annoy'd, 
And to be civiliz'd only to be deſtroy'd. 
. 
Minerva ſtarted when ſhe heard the noiſe, 
And dying men's contuſed voice. 
From heaven in halle ſhe came, to ſee 
What was the mighty prodigy. 
Upon the caſtle pinnacles the fat, 
And dar d not nearer fly, 


Nor midſt fo many dcaths to truſt her very deny. 


With pitying lock ſhe ſaw at every gate 
Death and deftruction Wait; 
She wrung her hands, and c all d on jove, 
And all th' immortal powers above; 
Bur though a goddeſs now did pray, 
The heaversrefus'd, and turn'd their car away. 
She brought her olive and her ſhield, 
Neither of thele, alas alliftance yield. 
She lookt upon Medula's face, 
Wes angry that ſhe was 
Herſelf of an inimortal race, 
Was angry that her Gorgou's head 
Could not ſtrike her as well as others dead : 
She fat and wept a While, and then away ſtic fed. 


> WM 
Now death began her ſword to whet, 
Not all the Cyclops ſweat, 


\ Nor Vulcan's mighty anvils, could prese 


Weapons cyongh Tor hee, 
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No whapons large *nongh, but all the age 
Mer # it the wet within them: rage, 

And hop* the air would it affwape, 
Call'd for its kelp, but th' air did them deceive, 
And aggravate the ills it ſhould relieve. 

The air no more was vital now, 

Nut did a mortal poiſcn grow; 

The lungs, which us'd to fan the heart, 


Only now ſerv'd to fire each part; ; 


What ſhould refreſh, increas'd the ſmart : 
And now their very breath, 
The chiefeſt ſign of life, was turn'd the cauſe of 
death. 
XI. 
Upon the head firſt the diſeaſe, 
As a bold conqueror, doth ſeize, 
Begins with man's metropolis, 
Secur'd the capitol, and then it knew 
It could at pleaſure weaker parts ſubdue, 
Blood ſtarted through each cyc; 
"The redneſs of that ſky 
Furetold a tempeſt nigh. 
The tongue did flow all oer 
With clotted filth and gore; 
As doth a hon's when fome innocent prey 
He hath devour'd and brought away: 
Hoarſeneſs and ſores the throat did fill, 
Ard ſtopt the paſſages of ſpcech and life; 
No room was loft for groans or griet; 
Too crue! and imperious i! | 
4 Which, not content to kill, 
With tyrannous and Gread!ul pain, 
Doſt take from men the very power to complain. 
XII. 
Then down it went into the breaſt, 
There all the ſeats and ſhops of life poſſeſe'd. 
Such noifome ſmells from thence did come, 
As if the ſtomach were a tomb; 
No food would there abide, 
Or if it did, turn'd to the enemy's fide, 
The very mrat new poiſons to the plague ſupply'd. 
Next, to the heart the fires came, 
The heart did wonder what uturping flame, 
Wiar unknown furnace, ſhuuld 
On its more natural heat intrude; 
Straight call'd its ſpirits up, but found too well, 
It was too late now to rebel. 
Ihe tainted blood its courſe began, 
And carried death where'er it ran; 
That which before was nature's nobleſt art; 
the circulation ſrom the heart, 
Was moſt deſtructſul now, 
And nature ſpeedier did undo, 
For that the ſooner did impart 
The poiſon and the ſmart, 
TH” iuſectious blood to every diſtant part. 


XIII. 

I)he belly felt at laſt its Hare, 
And all the ſubtile labyrinths there 

Of winding bowels did new monſters bear. 

Here ſeven days it ruPd and ſway'd, 

And oftner kill'd becauſe it death fo long delay'd. 
But if through ſtrength and heat of age 
The body overcame its rage, 
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The plague departed as the devil doth, 
When driven by prayers away he goeth. 
If prayers and heaven do him control, 
And it he cannot have the foul, 
Himſelf out of the roof or window throws, 
And will not all his labour loſe, 
But takes away with him part of the houſe : 
do here the vauquiſh'd evil took from them 
Who conquer'd it, ſome part, ſome limb. 
dome loft the uſe of hands and eyes, 
Some arms, ſome legs, ſome thighs ; 
Some all their lives before forgot, 
Their minds were but one darker blot ; 
Thoſe various pictures in the head, 
Aud all the numerous ſhapes were fled ; 
And now the ranſack'd memory 
Languiſh'd in naked poverty, 
Had loft its mighty treaſury; 
They paſs'd the Lethe lake, although they did not 
dic, 
XIV. 
Whatever leſſer maladies men had, 
"They all gave place and vaniſhed ; 
Thoſe petty tyrants fled, 
And at this mighty conqueror ſhrunk their head, 
Fevers, agues, paſſies, ſtone, 
Gout, colic, and conſumption, 
And all the milder generation, 
By which mankind is by degrees undone, 
Quickly were rooted out and gone; 
Men ſaw themſelves freed from the pain, 
Re<joic'd, but all, alas, in vain ; 
'was an unhappy remedy, 
Which cur'd them that they might both worſe 
and ſooner die. 
Phy ſicians now could nought preveil, 
They the firſt ſpoils to the proud victor fall; 
Nor would the plague their knowledge truſt, 
But fear'd their ſkill, and therefore flew them firſt : 
So tyrants, when they would confirm their yoke, 
Firſt make the chieſeſt men to feel the ſtrokg, 
The chicfeſt and the wiſeſt heads, le ſt they 
Should ſoon-ſt difobey, 
Should firſt rebel, and others learn from them the 
way. 
No ai of herbs, or juices power, 
None of Apollo's art could cure, 
But help'd the plagne the ſpeedier to devour. 
Phyſic itſelf was a diſcafe, 
Phyſic the fatal tortures did encreaſe, 
Preſcriptions did the pains renew, 
And Ziculapius to the ſick did come, 
As afterwards to Rome, 
In form of ſerpent, brought new poiſons with him 
too. 
XVI. 
The ſtreams did wonder that, ſo ſoon 
As they were from their native mountains gone. 
They ſaw themſelves drunk up, and fear 
Another Xerxes' army near. 
Some caſt into the pit the urn, 
And drink it dry at its return: 
Again they drew, again they drank; 
At firſt the coolneſs of the {tream did thank, 
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But ſtraight the more were ſcorch'd, the more 
did burn; 
And, drunk with water, in their drinking ſank: 
That urn which now to quench their thirſt they 
uſe, 
Shortly their aſhes ſhall incloſe : 
Others into the cryſtal brook 
With faint and wondering eyes did look, 
Saw what a ghaſtly ſhape themſelves had took, 
Away they would have fled, but them their legs 
forſook, 
Some ſnatch the waters up, 
Their hands, their mouths the cup; 
They drunk, and found they flam'd the more, 
And only added to the burning ſtore. 
So have 1 ſeen on lime cold water thrown, 
Straight all was to a ferment grown, | 
And hidden ſeeds of fire together run : 
The heap was calm and temperate before, 
Such as the finger could endure; 
But, when the moiſtures it provoke, 
| Did rage, did ſwell, did ſmoke, 
Did move, and flame, and burn, aud ſtraight to 
aſhes broke. 


XVII. ; 


So ſtrong the heat, ſo ſtrong the torments were, 
They like ſome mighty burden bear 
The lighteſt coy ring of air. 
Allſexes and all ages do invade 
The bonnds which nature laid: 
The laws of modeſty which nature made : 
The virgins bluſh not, yer uncloath'd appear, 
Undreſs'd to zun abut, yet never fear. 
The pain and the diſeaſe did now 
Unwilliugly reduce men to 
That nakedneſs once more, 
Which perfect health and innocence caus'd before. 
No fleep, no peace, no reſt, 


Their waudering and aſfrighted minds poſſeſs'd; 


Upon their ſouls and cyes 

Hell and eternal horror lies, 

Unuſual ſhapes and images, 

Dark pictures and reſemblances 
Of things to come, and of the world below, 

O'er their diſtemper'd fancies go: 
Sometimes they curſe, ſometimes they pray unto 

The gods above, the gods beneath; 
Sometimes they crueltics and fury breathe, 

Not flcep, but waking now was ſiſter unto death. 


XVIII. 


Scatter'd in fields the bodies lay, 
The earth call d to the fowls to tuke their fleſh 
away. 
In vain ſhe call'd, they come nat nigh, 
Nor would their food with their own ruin buy: 
But at full meals they hunger, pine, and die. 
The vuitures afar off did ſce the feaſt, 
Rejoic'd, and call'd their friends to taſte, 
They rally'd up their troops in haſte ; 
Along came mighty droves, 
Forſook their young ones and their groves, 
Each one his native mountain and his neſt ; 
They come, but all their carcaſes abhor, 
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And now avoid the dead men more 
Than weaker birds did living men before. 
But if ſome bolder fowls the fleſh aſſay, 

They were deſtroy'd by their own prey. 
The dog no longer bark'd at coming gueſt, 
Repents its being a domeſtic beaft, 

Did to the woods and monntains haſte : 

The very owls at Athens are 

But ſeldom ſeen and rare, 


The owls depatt in open day, 
Rather than in inſected ivy more to ſtay, 
XIX. 


Mountains of bones and carcaſes, 

The ſtreets, the market-place poſſeſa, 
Threatening to raiſe a new Acropolis, 

Here lies a mother and her child, 

The infant ſuck'd as yet and ſmil'd, 

But ſtraight by its own food was kill'd. 
Their parents hugg'd their children laſt, 
Here parting lovers laſt cmbrac'd, 

But yet not parting neither, 

They both expir'd and went away together. 
Here priſoners in the dungeon die, 
And gain a two-fold liberty; 
They meet and thank their pains, 

Which them from double chains 

Of body and of iron free. 

Here others, poiſ-n'd by the ſcent 7 
Which from corrupted bodies went, 

Quickly return the death they did receive, 
And death to others give; 

Themſclves now dead the air pollute the more, 

For which they others curs'd before, 
Their bodies kill all that come near, 

And even after death they all are murderers here. 


XX. 


The friend doth hear his friend's laſt cries, 
Parteth his grief for him, and dies, 
Lives not enough to cloſe his cyes. 

The father at his death 

Speaks his ſon heir with an infectious breath; 

In the ſame hour the ſon doth take 

His father's will and his own make. 

"Che ſervant need not here be ſlain, 
To ferve his maſter in the other world again; 
They languiſhing together lie, 

Their ſouls away together fly; 

The huſband gaſpeth, and his wiſe lies by, 
It muſt be her turn next to die: 
The huſband and the wife 
Too truly now are one, and live one liſe. 
That couple which the gods did entertain, 
Had made their prayer here in vain ; 
No fates in death could them divide, 
They muſt without their privilege together both 
have dy'd. 
XXl. 


There was no number now of death, 
The ſiſters ſcarce ſtood ſtill themſelves to breathe : 
The filters now quite wearied 
In cutting ſingle thread, 
Began at once to part whole looms, 
Our: ſtroke did give whole houſes dooms : 
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Now dy'd the froſty hairs, 
Ihe aged and decrepid years; 
They fell, and only begg'd of fate 
Some few months more, bur 'twas alas too late. 
Then death, as if aſham'd of that, 
A conqueſt ſo degenerate, 
Cut off the young and luſty too: 
The young were reckoning o'er 
What happy days, what joys, they had in ſtore: 
But Fate, ere they had finiſh'd their account, them 
flew, 
The wretched uſurer died, 
And had no time to tell where he his treaſures hid; 
The merchant did behold 
His ſhips return with ſpice and gold; 
He ſaw 't, and turn'd aſide his head, 
Nor thank'd the gods, but fell amidſt his riches 
dead, 
XXII. 


The mectings and aſſemblies ceaſe; no more 
The people throng about the orator, 
No courſe of jultice did appear, 
No noiſe of lawyers fill'd the car, 
The ſenate caſt away 
The robe of honour, and obey 
Death's more reſiſlleſs ſway, 

Whillt that with diQtatorian power 
Doth all the great and leſſer officers devour, 
No magiſtrates did walk about 

No purple aw'd the rout : 

The common people too 

A purple of their own did ſhew 4 
And all their bodies o'er 
The ruling colours bore, 

No judge, no legiſlators lit, 

Since this new Draco came, 

And hurſhcr laws did frame, 

Laws that, like his, in blood are writ. 

The benches and the pleading-place they leave, 

About the ſtreets they run and rave: 

The madneſs which great Solon did of late 
But only countertcit 
For the advantage cf the ſtate, 
Now his ſucceſſors do too truly imitate. 


XXIII. 


Up ſtarts the ſoldier from his bed, 
He, though death's ſærvant, is not freed, 
' Death him caſhier'd, cauſe now his help ſhe did 
not need. 
He that ne'er knew before to yicld, 
Or to give back, or leave the field, 
Would fain now from himſclk have fled, 
He ſnatch'd his ſword now ruſted o'er, 
Dreadful and ſparkling now no more, 
th And thus in open ſtreets did roar; 
How have I, Death, ſo ill deferv'd of thee, 
That now thyſelf thou ſhould'ſt revenge on me? 
Have 1 ſo many lives on thee beitow'd ? 
* Have I the earth ſo often dy'd in blood ? 
Have 1, to flatter thee, ſo many j14in ? 
And muſt I now thy prey remain? 
Let me zt leaſt, if 1 muſt die, 
Meet in the ficld ſome gallant enemy. 
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Send, gods, the Perſian troops again: 
No, they 're a baſe and degenerate train; 
They by our women may be ſlain. 
Give me, great heavens, ſome maaful foes, 
Let me my death amidſt ſome valiant Grecians 
chooſe, ; 
Let me ſurvive to dye at Syracnſe, . 
Where my dear country ſhall her glory loſe. 
For you, great Gods] into my mind intuſe, 
What miſcries, what doom, 
Mult on my Athens ſhortly come! 
My thoughts inſpir'd preſage 
Slaughters and battles to the coming age : 
Oh! might 1 die upon that glorious ſtage : 
Oh! that! but then he graſp'd his ſword, and 
death concludes his rage. 


XXIV. 
Draw back, draw back thy ſword, O Fate 
Leſt thou repent when 'tis too late, 
Left, by thy making now fo great a waſte, 
By ſpending all mankind upon one feaſt, 
'Thoy ſtarve thyſelf at laſt ; 

What men wilt thou reſerve in ſtore, 
Whom in the time to come thou may'ſt devour, ' 
When thou ſhalt have deſtroyed all before? 

But, it thou wilt not yet give o'er, 
[If yet thy greedy ſtomach calls for more, 
If more remain whom thou muſt kill, 

And if thy jaws are craving ſtill, 
Carry thy fury to the Scythian coalts, 

The northern wilderneſs and eternal froſts ! 
Againſt thoſe harbarous crowds thy arrows whet, 
Where arts and laws are ſtrangers yet; 
Where thau may'ſt kill, and yet the loſs will not 

be great. 

There rage, there ſpread, and there infect the 

air, 
Murder whole towns and families there, 

Thy worſt againſt thoſe ſavage nations dare, 

Thuſe whom mankind can ſpare, 

Thoſe whom mankind itſelf doth fear; 
Amidft that dreadful night aud fatal cold, 

There thou may'ſt walk unſeen, and bold, 

There let thy flames their empire hold. 
Unto the fartheſt ſeas, and nature's ends, 
Where never ſummet's ſun its beams extends, 


| Curry thy plagues, thy pains, thy heats, 


Thy raging fires, thy torturing ſweats, 
Where never ray or heat did come, 
They wilt r:joice at ſuch a deom, 
They "I bless thy peſtilential lite, 
Laugh ly it they expire, | 
They IU thank the very flames with which they do 
conſume. 
XXV, 
Then if that banquct will not thee ſufhce, 
Seek out new lands where thou may'ſt tyraunize; 
Search every fureſt, every hill, 
And all that in the hollow mountains dwell; 
'Vhoſe wild and untame troops devour, 
Thereby thou wilt the reſt of men {:cure, 
And that the reſt of meu will thank thee for. 
Let all thoſe Luman beaſt; be flain, 
Till ſcarce their memory remain; 


Ver, III. 
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Thyfelf with that ignoble flaughter fill, 

* ?Twill be permitted thee that bluod to ipill. 
Meaſure the ruder world throughout, 
March all the ocean's ſhores about, 

Only paſs by and ſpare the Britiſh iilg. 
Go on, and (what Columbus once ſhall do 
When days and time unto their ripeneſs grow) 
Find ont ne lands and unknown countries too: 
Atte mpt thoſe lands which yet are hid 
From all mortality beſide: 
Tnere thou may'ſt kcal a victory, 
And none of this world hear the cry 
- Of thoſe that by the wounds ſhall die; 
No Greek ſhall know thy cruelty, 
And tell it to poſterity. 
Go, and unpeople all thoſe mighty lands, 
Deſtroy with unrelenting hands; 
Go, and the Spaniard's ſword prevent, 
© Go, make the Spaniard innocent; 
Go, and root out all mankind there, 

That when the European armies ſhall appear 

Their ſin may be the leſs, 
They may find all a wilderneſs, 


And without blood the gold aud lilver there poſſeſs. 


XXVI. 


Nor is this all which we thee grant; 
Rather than thou ſhyould'lt full employment want, 
(We do permit) in Greece thy kingdom plant. 
Ranſack Lycurgus' ſtreets throughout, 
They ve no defence of walls to keep thee out. 
On wantou and proud Corinth ſeize, 
Nor let her double waves thy flames appeaſe. 
Let Cyprus feel more fires than thoſe of Love: 
Let Delos, which at firſt did give the Sun, 
See unknown flames in her begun, 
Now let her wiſh ſhe might unconſlant prove, 
And from her place might truly move; 
Let Lemnos all thy anger feel, 
And think that a new Vulcan felt, 
And brought with him new anvils, and new hell. 
Nay, at Athens too we give thee uv, 
All that thou find' ſt in field, or camp, ov ſhop: 
Make havock there without controul 
Of every ignorant and common ſoul. 

But then, kind Plague, thy conqueſts flop; 
I. et arte, and let the Jearned, there clcape, 
Upon Nlinerva's ſelf commit no rape; 

Touch not the farred throng, 
And let Apollo's piiefts be, like him, young, 
Like him, be healthful too, and ſtrong. 
Bur ah! roo ravenous Flague, whilſt 1 
Strive to keep off the miſery, 
The learned too, as faſt as others, round me die; 
They from corruption are net free, 
Are mortal, though they yive an unmortality, 


XXVII. 


They turn'd their authors o'er, to try 

 Whut help, what cure, what remedy, 

All Nature's Qores againſt this plague ſupply ; 

Feud thungh beſides they ſhyun'dit every where, 
Tren ffurch'd it in their books, and fain would 
i+ , ncet it there; {4 | 
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They turn'd the records of the ancient times, 
And chiefly thoſe that were made famous by their 
crimes, . 
To find if men were puniſh'd fo hefore 
But found not the diſeaſe gor cure. 
Nature, alas! was now ſurpriz d, 
And all her forces ſciz'd, - 
Before the was how to reſiſt advis'd. 
So when the elephants did frſt aftright 
Ihe Romans with unuſual fight, 
They many battles loſe, , 
Befrre they knew their foes, 
Before they underſtood ſuch dre eadfal troops tops 
pole. 


XXVIII. 


Now every different fect agrees 
Againſt their common adverſary, the diſeaſe, 
And all their little wranglings ceaſe ; 
The Pythagorcans from their precepts ſwerve, \ 
No more their ſilence they obſerve, 
Out of their ſchools they run, 
Lament, and cry, and groan ; 
They na deſir'd their mctempſychoſis ; 
Not only to diſpute, but wiſh \ 
That they might turn to beaſts, or fowls, or ſiſh. 
If the Platonicks had been here, 
"They would have curs'd their maſter's year, 
When all things ſhall be as they were, 
When they again the ſame diſeaſe thall bear ; 
All the philoſophers would now, 
What the great Stagyrite ſhall do, 
Themſelves into the waters headlong throw. 


+ {> © 


The Stoicks felt the deadly ſtroke, 
At firſt aſſault their courage was not broke, 
They call'd in all the cobweb aid 
Of rules and precepts, which in ſtore they had; 
They bid their hearts ſtand out, 
Bid them he calm and Hout, 
But all the ſtrength of precept will not do 't. 
They can't the ſtorms of paſſion now aſſwage; 
As common nien, are angry, 2rieve, and rage, 
"The Gods are call'd upon in vain, 
The Gods gave no releaſe unto their pain, 
he Guds to fear ev'n lor themſelves began. 
For nove the ſick uuto their temples came, 
And brought more than an holy flame, 
There at the altars made their prayer, 
They ſacriſic'd, and died there, 
A ſacrifice not ſeen before; 
"That heaven, ovly us'd unto the gore 
Olf lambs or buils, ſhould now 
Loaded with prictts {ce its own altars too! 


XXX. 


The wnnts gave ſuneral piles no more, 
Ihe dead the very fire devour, 

Aud that almighty couqueror o'erpower. 
The noble and the common duſt 
Into each other's graves are thruſt, 
No place is ſacred, and no tomb; 

ge to conſurae ; 
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Their aſhes no diſtin ion had; 
Too truly all by dfath tre equal made. 
The ghoſts of thoſe great herots that had fled 
From Athens, long fince baniſhed, 
Now o'er the city hover'd ; 
Their anger yielded to their love, 
They left th” immortal joys above, 
So much their Athens' danger did them move. 
They came to piry, and to aid- 
But now, alas! were quite dilmay'd, 
When they beheld the marbles open lay'd, 
And poor men's bones the noble urns invade ; 
Back to the bleſſed ſcats they went, 
And now aid thank their bauiſhment, 
By which they were to dic in foreign countries ſent. 
XXXI. 
E what, great Gods! was worſt of all, 
Hell forch its magazines of luſt did call, 
Nor would it be content 
With the thick troops of fouls were thither ſent; 
Into the upper world it went. 
Such guilt, fuck wickedneſs, 
Such irreligion did increafe, 
That the few good which did ſurvive 
Were anyry with the plague for ſuſfering them to 
live: 
More for the living than the dead did grieve. 
Some robb'd the very dead, 
Though ſure to be infected ere they fled, 
Though in the very air ſure to be puniſhed, 
Some nor the ſhrines nor tempies ſpar'd, 
Nor Gods nor Heavens fear'd, 
Though ſuch example of their power appeared. 
Virtue was now eſtecm'd an empty name, 
And Honeſty the footiſh voice of fame 
For, having paſt thoſe torturing flames before, 
They thought the puniſnment already vcr, 
Thought heaven no worſe torments had in 
ſtore 3 
Here having felt one hell, they thought there was 
no more. | 


UPON THE TOEMS OF THE 


ENGLISH OVID, ANACREON, PINDAR, AND 
vine, 


ABRAHAM Cow v, 


IN IMITATION OF HIS oN PINDAKIC eps. 


J. 
ET all this meaner rout of books ſtand by, 
+ The common people of our library; 
| Let them make way for Cowlcy's leaves to come, 
And be hung up within this ſacred toom: 
Let no prophane hands break the chain, 
Or give them unwiſh'd liberty again, 
But let his holy relick be laid here, 
With the ſame religious care 
As Numa once the target kept, 
Which down from heaven leapt; 


| 
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Juſt ſuch another is this book, 
Which its original from divine hands took, 


And brings as much good too, to thoſe that on it 


look. 
But yet in this they differ. That could be 
Eleven times liken'd by a mortal hand; 
But this which herg doth ſtand 
Will never any of its own fort fee; 
But muſt {till live without ſuck company. 
For never yet was writ, 
In the two learned ages which Time left behind, 
Nor in this ever ſhall we find, 
Nor any one like to it, | 
Of all the numerous monuments of wit, 


II. 


Cowley ! what God did fill thy hreaſt, 
And taught thy hand t' indite ? 


4 (For God's a port too, 


He doth create, and fo do you) 
Or elſe at leaſt | | 
What angel ſit upon thy pen whenthou didſt write ? 
There he fat, and mov'd thy hand, 
As proud of his command, 
As when he makes the dancing orbs to reel, 
And ſpins out poetry from heaven's wheel. 
Thy hand too, like a better {ph-re, 
Gives us more raviſhing mulic made for men to 
hear. | 
Thy hand too, like the fun which angels move, 
Has the fame influence from above, ; 
Produces gold and ſilver of a nobler kind; 
Of ercater price, and more refio'd. 
Yet in this it excceds the ſen, t has no degenerate 
race, : 
Brings forth ne lead, nor any thing ſo baſe, 


What holy veſtal hearth, 
What immortal breath, 
Did give fo pure poetic Fame its birth? 
ſuit ſuch a fire as thine, 
Of ſuch an unmit'd glorious thine, 
Was Prometheus's flame, 
Which from no leſs than heaven came. 
Along he brought the ſparkling coal, 
From fome coleſtial<himney ſtole; 
Quickly the plunder'd ſtars he left, 
And as he haſteu'd down 
With the robb'd flames his hands ſtill ſhone, 
And feem'd as if they were hurnt for the theſt. 
Thy poctry's compounded of che ſame, 
Such a bright immortal flanie; 
Juſt ſo temper'd is thy rage, 
hey fires as light and pure as they, 
Aud go as high as his did, if not higher, 
That thou may it ſeem to us 
A true Prometheus, 
But tha: thou didit not ſteal the leaſt ſpark of thy 
fire. 
IV, 
Such as thine was Arion's vevſ-, 
Which he did to the liſtening fiſh rehearſe; 
Which when they heard play'd on his lute, 
They firſt curſt nature that ſhe made them mute. 
4M 2 
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So noble were his lines, which made the very waves 
Strive to turn his ſlaves, 
Lay down their boiſterous noiſe, 
And dance to his harmonious voice, 
Which made the Syrens lend their ear, 
And __ his ſweeter tunes ſome treachery 
ear; 
Which made the dolphin proud, 
That he was allow'd 
With Atlas, the great porter of the ſkies, to take 
Such heavenly muſic up, and carry 't on his back. 
So full and graceful thy words go, 
And with the ſame majeſtic ſweetneſs flow, 
Yet his verſe only carried him o'er the ſeas; 
But there's a very ſea of wit in theſe, 
As ſalt and boundleſs as the other ocean is. 


V. 


Such as thine are, was great Amphion's ſong, 
Which brought the wondering ſtones along; 
The wondering ſtones ſcipt from their mother 
earth, 
And left their ſather cold as his firſt birth; 
They role, and knew not by what magic force they 
hung. 
8o 3 words, ſo plac'd his ſounds, 
Which forc'd the marbles rife from out their 
grounds, ; 
Which cut and carved, made them ſhine, 

. A work which can be outdone by none but thine. 

Th' amazed poet ſaw the building riſe, 

And knew not how to truſt his eyes: 

The willing mortar came, and all the trees 

+ Leap into beams he ſees. 
He ſaw the ſtreets appear, 

Streets, that muſt needs be harmonious there: 
He ſaw the walls dance round t' his pipe, 
The glorious temple ſhew its head, 

He faw the infant city ripe, 
And all like the creation by a word was bred. 
So great a verſe is thine, which though it will not 
raiſe 
Marble monuments to thy praiſe; 

Vet tis no matter, cities they mult fall, 

And 2 by the greateſt glutton Time be eaten 
I: 


” 


But thy verſe builds a fame for thee, 
Which fire cannot devour, nor purify, 
Which ſword and thunder doth defy, 
As round, and full, as the great circle of cternity. 


VI. 


To thee the Engliſh tongue doth owe, 
That it need not ſeek 
For elegancy from the round-mouth'd Greek; 
'To thee, that Roman poets now may hide, 
In their own Latium, their head: 
To thee, that our enlarged ſpeech can ſhew, 
Far more than the three weſtern daughters born 
Out of the aſhes of the Roman urn: 
Daughters born of a mother, which did yield to 
admit : 
The adulterate ſeed of ſeveral tongues with it; 
More than the ſmooth Italian, though nature gave 
That tongue in poctry a genius to have, 
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And that ſhe might the better fit it to 't, 
Made the very land a foot. 
More than the Spaniſh, though that in one mals 
The Mooriſh, Jewiſh, Gothiſh treaſures has, 
And juſt as in their kingdom, in their tongue, 
Moſt quarters of the earth together throng. 
More than the courtly French, though that duth 
hace, 
And a trot o'er the tongue its race: 
That has not any thing, ſo elaborate wit 
Though it by its fliding ſeems to have more oil 
im it, 
Thy ſoul hath pone throngh all the Muſes' track; 
Where nr ver pocts feet were ſeen before, 
Hath paſs'd thoſe ſands where others left their 
wrecks, 
And ſail'd an ocean through, which ſome thought 
had no ſhore, 
Thy ſpirit has diſcover'd all poetry; ö. 
Thou foond'ſt no tropics in the poet's ſky. 
More than the ſun can do, haſt brought a lacred 
flower 


To Mount Parnaſſus; and haſt open'd to our hand 


Apollo's holy land, 
Which yet hid in the frigid zone did lie. 
Thou haſt ſail'd the Muſes' globes, 
Not as the other Drake, or Ca'ndiſh did, to rob. 
- * "Thou haſt brought home the treaſure too, 
Which yet no Spaniard can claim his due ; 
Thou haſt fearch'd through every creek, 
From the Eaſt- Indies of the poet's world, the Greek, 
To the America of wit, 

Which was laſt known, and has moſt gold in it, 
That mother-tovgue which we do ſpeak, 
This world thy greater ſpirit has run through, | 

And view'd and conquer'd too, 

A world as round and large as th' other is, 

And yet in it there can be no antipodes, 

For none herealter will go contrary to you, 

VII. . 

Pocts till now deferv'd excuſe, not praiſe, 

Till now the Muſes liv'd in taverns, and the bays 
That they were truly trees did ſhew, 
Becauſe by ſucking liquor they did only grow. 

Verſes were counted ſiction, and a lye 
The very nature of good poetry. 

He was a poet that could {peak leaſt truth: 
Sober and grave men ſcorn'd the name, 
Which once was thought the greatelt fame. 

Poets had nuught cle of Apollo, but his youth: 

Few ever {pake in rhyme, but that their ſect 

"Che treucher of ſome liberal man might meet, 

Or elle they did fone rotten miſtrels paint, 

Cal! her their goddeſs. or their ſaint. 
Though contrary in this they to their malter run, 
For the great god of wit, the ſon, 

When he doth ſhe? w his miſtre fs, the white moon, 
He makes her ſpots, as well as beauty, to be ſnewn. 
Till now the filters were too old, and therefore grew 

Extremely fabulous too: 
Till you, Sir, came, they were deſpis'd ; 
They were all heathens yet, 
Nor ever into the church could get ; 
And though they bad a font lo long, yet never 
were baptis'd, 
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VIII. 
You, Sir, have rais'd the price of wit, 
By bringing in more ſtore of it: 
Poetry, the queen of arts, can now 
Reign without diſſembling too. 
You 've ſhewn a poet mult not needs be bad; 
That one may be Apollo's prieſt, 
And be fiil'd with his oracles, without being mad: 
Till now, wit was a curſe (as to Lot's wife 
""Fwas to be turn'd to falt) 
Becauſe it made men lead a life 
Which was nought elſe but one continual fault. 
You firſt the Muſes to the Chriſtians brought, 
And you then firlt the holy language taught: 
In you good poetry and divinity meet, 
You are the firſt bird of paradiſe with feet, 
IX. 
Your Miſcellanies do appear 
Juſt ſuch another glorious indigeſted heap 
As the firſt muſs was, where 
All heavens and ſtars incloſed were, 

Before they each one to their place did leap. 
Before God the great cenſor them beſtow'd, 
Accor ding to their ranks, in ſeveral tribes abroad; 

Whilſt yet fun and moon 
Were in perpetual conjunction: 
Whilſt all he ſtars were but one milky way, 
And in natural embraces lay. 
Whilſt yet none of the lamps of heaven might 
Call this their own, and that another's light, 
Bo glorious a lump as thine, 
Which chemiſtry may ſeparate, but not refine : 
So mixt, ſo pure, ſo united does it ſhine, 


A chain of ſand, of which cach link is all divine. 


X. 
Thy Miſtreſs ſkews, that Cupid is not always 
blind, 
Where we a pure exalted Muſe do find, 
Fuch as may well become a glorified mind. 
Such ſongs tuue angels when they love, 

And do make courtſhip to ſome ſifter-mind above 
(For angels need not ſcorn ſuch ſoft defires, 
Sceing thy heart is touch'd with the ſame fires). 

So when they clothe themſelves in fleth, 
And their light in fome human ſhapes do drefs 
(Tor which they fetch'd ſtuff from the neighbour- 
ing air): 
So when they ſtoop, to like ſome mortal fair, 
Such words, ſuch odes as thine they uſe, 
With ſuch ſoſt ſtrains, love into her heart infuſe, 
Thy love is on the top, if not abeve mortality; 
Clean, and from corruption free, 
Such as affections in eternity ſhall be; 
Which ſhall remain unſpotted there, 
Only to ſhew what once they were: 
Thy Cupid's ſhafts all golden are; 
Thy Venus has the ſalt, but not the froth o' th' ſca 
Xl, 
Thy high Pindarics ſoar 
$0 high, where never any wing till now could get; 
And yet thy wit 
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Doth ſeem ſo great, as thoſe that do fly lower. 
Thou ſtand'ſt on Pindar's back; 
And therefore thou a higher flight doſt take: 
Only thou art the eagle, he the wren, 
Thou haft brought him from the duſt, 
And made him live again, 


juſt 
To be led by thee to the Engliſh ſhore; 
An honour to him ; Alexander did no more, 


before, 
When his word did aſſuage 
A warlike army's violent rage: 
Thou haſt given to his name, 


brighter flame. 


ſtay, 
Which with time and age decay : 
But thou haſt made him once again to live; 


And as in the laſt reſurrection, 


More majeſty; a greater foul is given to him, by 
you, - 

Than ever he in happy Thebes or Greece could 
ſncw. 


XII. 
Thy David too 
But hold thy headlong pace, my Muſe ; 
None but the prieſt hiniſelſ doth uſe 
Into the holieſt place to go. 
Check thy young Pindaric heat, 
Which makes thy pen too much to ſweat ; 
"Tis but an infant yet, 
- And juſt now left the teat, 
By Cowley's matchleſs pattern nurſt : 
Therefore it is not fit 
That it ſhould dare to ſpeak fo much at fit ſt. 
No more, no more lor ſhame. 
Let not thy verſe be, as his worch is, infinite : 
lt is enough that thou haſt learn'd, and ſpoke thy 
tather's name. 
He that thinks, Sir, he can enough praiſe you, 
Had need of brazen luags and forehead too, 
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ESTRIDE an ant a Pigmy great and tall 
Was thrown, alas and got a dreaidtul fall; 
Under th' unruly beaſt's proud feet he lies, 
All torn; but yet with generous ardour cries, 
+ Behold, baſe, envious world, now, now laugh on, 
| « Fur thus I fall, avd thus fell Phaeton!“ 
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Pindar has left his barbarous Greece, and thinks is 


Nor ſcarce ſo much, when he did ſave his houfe 


Than that great conqueror ſav'd him from, a 


He only left ſome walls where Pindar's name might 


Thou didit to him new life and breathing give. 


Thou haſt made him riſe more glorious, and put on 
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TART IO ALI X. 


ON THE DEATH OP 
HI3 MOST SACRED MAJESTY 


k ING CHARLES I. 


AREWEL, great Charles, monarch of bleſt 
renown, : 

The beſt good man that ever fill'd a throne ; 
Whom Nature as her higheſt pattern wrought, 
And mix'd both ſexes virtues in one draught ; 
Wiſdom for councils, bravery in war, 
With all the mild good-narure of the fair. 
The woman's ſweetneſs, temper'd manly wit, 
And loving pow'r, did crown'd with mcekneſs 


His awful perſon reverence engag'd. 
With mild addreſs and tendernels aſſwag'd: 
Thus the almighty gracious King above, 
Does both command our ſear, and win our 
love. 
With wonders born, by miracles preſerv'd, 
A heavenly Holt the infant's cradle ferv'd : 
And men his healing empire's omen read, 
When ſun with ſtars, and day with night agreed. 
His youth for valorous paticnce was renown'd; 
Like David, perſecuted firſt, then crown'd: 
Lov'd in all courts, admir'd where'er he came, 
At once our nation's glory and its ſhame : 
They bleſt the iſle where ſuch great ſpirits 
dwell, 
Abhorr'd the men that could ſuch worth expel. 
Jo ſpare our lives, he meckly did defeat 
Thoſe Sauls, whom wand'ring aſſes made fo 
reat; 
Waiting till heav'n's election ſhould be ſhown, 
And the Almighty ſhould his unction own. 
And own he did—his powerful arm diſplay'd ; 
And frac], the belov'd of God, obey'd; 
Call'd by his people's tears, he came, he cas'd, 
The groaning nation, the black ſturms appeas'd, 


Did greater bleſſings, than he took, afford 1 

England itſelf was more, than he, reſtor'd. 

Unhappy Albion, by ſtrange ills oppreſs d, 

In various fevers toſt, could find no reſt; 

Quite ſpent and weary'd, to his arms ſhe fled, 

Aud reſted on his ſhoulders her fair bending _ 

head. 

In conqueſts mild, he came from exile kin; 

No climes, no provocations, chang'd his mind; 

No malice ſhew'd, no hate, revenge, or pride, 

But rul'd as meckly, as his father dy'd 3; 

Eas'd us from endleſs wars, made diſcords ceaſe, 

Reſtor'd to quiet, and maintain'd in peace, 

A mighty ſeries of new time began, 

And rolling years in joyful circles ran. 

Then wealth the city, buſineſs fill'd the port, 

To mirth our tumults turn'd, onr wars to ſport : 

Ihen learning flouriſh'd, blooming arts did fpring, 

And the glad Muſes prun'd their drooping wing: 

Then did our flying towers improvement know, 

Who now command as far as winds can blow ; 

With canvaſs wings round all the globe they fly, 

And, built by Charles's art, all ſlorms defy : 

To every coaſt with ready fails are huri'd, 

Fill us with wealth, and with our fame the world; 

From whole diſtractions feas do us divide; 

Their riches here in floating caſtles ride. 

We reap the ſwarthy Indian's ſweat and toil ; 

Their fruit, without the miſchieſs of their 1oil. 

Here in cool ſhades their geld and pearls re- 

ceive, 

Free from the heat which does their luſtre give. 

In Perſian filks, eat Eaſtern fpice; ſecure 

From burning fluxes, and their calenture: 

Under our vines, upon the peaceful ſhore, 

We ſee all Europe toſt, hear tempeits roar : 

Rapine, ſword, wars, and ſamine, ruge abroad, 

While Charles their hoſt, like Jove from Ida, 

aw'd; | 

Us from our fces, and from ourſelves did ſhicld, 

Our towns from tumults, and from arms the field; 

For when bold Faction goodneſs could diſdain, 

Uns illingl; ke us'd a ſtraiter tein: 


py, 
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In the fti!l gentle voice he lov'd to ſpeak, 

But guld with thunder harden'd rebels break. 
Yet ugh they wak'd the laws, his tender mind 
Was undiſturs“ ] in wrath ſeverely kind; 
Tenpting his power, and urging to allume; 
Thus Jove in av did Semele conſume. 

As the tower ©), when round his trunk the vine 
Docs in {ett wreaths and amorous foldiugs twiue, 
Eaſy an, lig apc; the winds from far 
Summen [car acity forces to the war: 

Bur though i go.utle 1+: ms his out ward form, 
His hide, '!:evgt' out bras tie loudeſt ſtorm : 


Firmer h«. +2045, and boldly keeps the field, 
Shewing ſtout minds, when unprovok'd, are 
mild. 


do when the good man made the crowd preſume, 

He mew'd himſelf, and did the king alle: 

For goodneſs in exceſs may be a ſin, 

Juſtice muſt tame, whom mercy cannot win. 

Thus winter fixes che unſtable ſea, 

And teaches reſtleſs water conſtancy, 

Which under the warm influence of bright days, 

The fickle motion of each blaſt obeys. 

To bridle factions, ſtop rebellion's courſe, 

By eaſy methods, vanquiſh without force ; 

Relieve the good, bold ſtubborn foes ſubdue, 

Mildneſs in wrath, meeknets in anger ſhew, 

Were arts great Charles's prudence only knew. 5 

Jo fright the bad, thus awful thunder rolls, 

While the bright bow ſecures the faithful ſouls. 
Such is thy glory, Charles, thy laſting name, 

Brighter than our proud ncighbour's guilty fame; 

Nlore noble than the ſpoils that battles yield, 

Or all the empty triumphs of the field. 

Lis leſs to conquer, than to make war ceaſe, 

And without fighting, awe the world to peace : 

For proudeſt triumphs from contempt arile ; 

"The vanquiſh'd firſt the conqueror's arms deſpiſe : 

Won enſigns are the gaudy marks of ſcorn, 

"They brave the victor firſt, and then adorn. 

But peaceful monarchs reign like gods ; while 

none 

Diſpute, all love, bleſs, reverence their throne. 

Tigers and bears, with all the ſavage hoſt, 

May bolencls, ſtrength, and daring conqueſt boaſt ; 

But the ſweet paſlions of a generous mind 

Are the prerogative of human-kind; 

The god-like image, on our clay impreſt, 

"The darling attribute which heaven loves beſt : 

in Charles fo good a man and king, we ſee 

A double image of the deity. 

Oh! had he more reſembled it! Oh, why 

Was he not ſtill more like, and could not die? 

Now do cur thoughts alone enjoy his name, 

And faint ideas of our bleſling frame! 

In Thames, the Ocean's darling, England's pride, 

"The pleaſing emblem of his reign does glide ; 

Thames the ſupport and glory of our iſle, 

Richer than Tagus, or Agyptian Nile: 

Though no rich ſand in him, no pearls are ſound, 

Yet fields rejoice, his meadows laugh around; 

L-fs wealth his boſom holds, leis guilty ſtores, 

For he exhauſts himſelf, t' enrich the ſhores. 

Mild and ſerene the peaceful current flows, 

No angry ſoam, no raging ſurges knows; 
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No dreadful wrecks upon his banks appear, 

His cryital ſtream unſiain'd by widows tear, 0 

His channel ſtrong and caſy, deep and clear. 

No arbitrary inundations ſweep 

The ploughman's hopes, and life into the dee: 

His even waters the old limits keep. 

But oh he ebbs, the ſmiling waves decay, 

For ever, lovely ſtream, ſor ever ſtay ! 

Lo the black ſea his filent courſe does bend, 

Where the beſt ſtreams, the longeſt rivers, end. 

His ſpotleſs waves there undiſtinguiſh'd paſs, 

None fee, how clear, how bounteous, ſweet, he 

Was. 

No difference now, though late ſo much, is ſeen, 

"I 'wixt him, fierce Rhing, and the impetunus Scine. 
But, lo! the joyful tide our hopes reſtores, 

And dancing waves extend the wid'ning ſhores. 

James is our Charles in all things but in name: 

Thus Thames is daily loſt, yet ſtill the ſame. 


ON TilE MARRIAGE OF rar 


PRINCESS ANNE AND PRINCE GEORGE 
OF DENMARK. 


. 


HIL S F black def gus (that direſul work of 
Fate) 
Diſtract the labeuring ſtate; 
Whilſt (like the fea) around loud diſcords roar, 
Breaking their fury on the frighted ſhore ; 
And England does like brave Vienna ſtand, 
Beſicg'd by luſidels on either hand; 
What means this peaceful train, this pompons 
ſight ? 
What means this royal beautcous pair? 
This troop of youths and virgins heavenly fair, 
That does at once aſtowih and delight; 
Great Charles, ard his illuſtrious brother here, 
No bold aſſallinate need fear; 
Here is no harmful weapon found, 
Nothing but Cupid's darts and Beauty here car 
wound. 


. 
How grateful does this ſ:en* appear 
Jo us, wi:o might too juſtly fear 
We never ſhould have {een again 
Aught bright, but armour on the plain! 
Ne'er in their chearful gard © have ſcen the fair, 
While all, with melting eyes end wild diſhevel'd 
hair, 
Had mourn'd their brothers, fons, and hut nds 
ſlain, 
Theſe duſey ſhadows mah this frene more bricht; 
The horror adds to the dgligtit. 
This glorious pomp our {pirics chents; from 
hence | 
We lucky omens take, new happindis come 
mens. i 
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III. 

Thus when the gathering clouds a ſtorm prepare, 
And their black force aſſociate in the air; 
(Endeavouring to eclipſe the bounteous light, 

Who, with kind warmth, and powerful rays, 

Them to that envy'd height 

From their mean native earth did raiſe) 

A thoughtſu] ſadneſs fits on all, 


Expecting where the full-charg'd clouds will fall: 


But if the heavenly bow 
Deck'd like a gaudy bride appears, 
And all her various robes diſplays, 
Painted by th' conquerivg ſun's triumphant rays, 
It mortals drooping ſpirits chears; 
Freſh joy, new light, each viſage wears : 
Again the ſeaman truſts the main, 

The jocund ſwains their coverts leave again; 
Again, in pleaſant warbling notes, | 
The chearful poets of the wood extend their tune» 

ful throats. 
IV. | 
Then, then, my Muſe, raife with the lyre thy 
voice, 
And with thy lays make fields and woods rejoice : 
For, lo! the heavenly pledge appears, 
And in bright characters the promiſe bears: 
The factious deluge ſhall prevail no more; 
In vain they foam, in vain they rage, 
Buffet in vain the unmov'd ſhore, 


Her charms, and Charles's power, their fury ſhall | 


aſſwage. 
See! ſee! how decently the baſhful bride 
Does bear her conqueſt ; with how little pride 
She views that prince, the captive of her charms, 
Who made the North with fear to quake, 
Aud did that powerful empire ſhake ; 
Before whoſe arms, when great Guſtavus led, 
The ſrighted Roman Eagles fled, 
V 


Whatever then was his dee, 

His cannens did command in fire : 

Now he himſelf for pity prays, 

His love in timorous fighs he breathes, 

While all his ſpoils, and glorious wreaths. 
Of laurel, at her feet the vanquiſh'd warrior Jays 
Great prince! by that ſubmiſſion you 'I gain more 
Than e'er your haughty courage won before ; 
Here on your knees a greater tropliy gain, 
Than that you brought ſrom Lunſden's famous 
lain; : 
ire, when your brother, fired with ſucceſs, 
Too daringly upon the foe did preſs, 
And was a captive made, then you alone 
Did with your fingle arm ſupport the throne : 
Your gen' rous breaſt, with fury boiling o'er, 
Like lightning through their ſcatter'd troops you 

flew 
And from th* amazed foe the royal prize in tri- 
umph bore. 
VI. 
You have your anceſtors in this one act out- done, 
Though their ſucceſsful arms did this whole iſle 
oer · run. 
They, to revenge a raviſh'd lady, came, 
You, to enjoy one ſpotleſs as your fame : 
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Before them, as they march'd, the country fled, 
And back behind them threw 
© Their curſes as they flew ; 

On the bleak ſhore, expecting you, they ſtand, 
And with glad ſhouts conduct to land: 
Through gaping crowds you 're forc'd to preſs 

your way, 

While virgins ſigh, the young men ſhout, and old 

ones pray. 

Aud with this beauteous lady you may gain 
(This lady, that alone 

Of greater value is than any throne) 

Without that rapine, guilt, and hate, 
By a calm and even fate, 
That empire, which they did ſo ſhort a while 


_ ntain. 


O D E. 
ON THE SAME OCCASIONE, 


I, 


- LJ INC, hinc, Camœnæ, cedite inutiles, 
Nam cor potenti numine gaudium 
Afllavit, exultanſque pectus 
Corripuit meliore flamma. 
Taleſque cantus fundere geſtio, 
Iimene, quales auribus hauſeras 
Utriſque, quando Dithyrambis 
Peindarus incaluit ſolutis. 
Dum neicit æquo finmine gaudium 
Prolabi, et arctis limitibus, vage 
Nunc hue redundans, nunc retrorſum, 
Vorticibus furit inquietis. 
Adſis, triumphas dum caaimus tuos, 
Adſis, Cupido, illabere pectori: 
Dum perſonamus te, decoris 
Carminibus, bona Cypris, adſis. 
Cypron beatam ſperne volatilis, | 
Huc, huc Amorum ſepta cohortibus, 
Molire greſſus, ad Britannos 
Czxruleos age, Diva, currus. 
Fallor ? an ex lzva Convexi parte ſereni 
Diva vocata venit ? 
Ecce! citis magnum (pendens in verbere prona) 
Tranat inane rotis. 
Fronde comas,auroque premitpulcherrima, Martem 
Qualis adire ſolet, 
Gaudia, Blanditias, hilari vultuque renidens 
Spargit ubique Jocos. 
Laſcivus pictas jaQantior explicat alas 
Idaliuique puer. 
Adventu diſperſa Dex ſunt nubila, venti 
Nec fremuere minis. 
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From the“ Hymenæus Cantabrigienſis. Can- 
* tabrigiz, 1683.“ — ce the preceding poem by 
Mr. Montagu, m Engliſh, on the ſame occaſion. 
This Latin Ode (or rather MgpLity) is much 
"IV NAGTON, 


better than his Engliſh piece. 


1 


Dum Nymphas una ante alias formoſior omnes, 
Dignaque cura Deæ, 

Sic pæana canit, cœlum et modulamine complet 
Vox ſociata lyræ: 


« Egregiam laudem, Venus, et ſpolia ampla refertis 

Tuque, Puerque tuus; fi Virgo Britannica victa 

Agnoſcat numen (mentem jam ſaucia) veſttum. 

Si votis, ſi ſæ va ullis inſueta moveri, 

Aut precibus præbere ſuas tractabilis aures, 

Illum jam ſentit, quem non miſerata ſurorem eſt. 
Fervidus et Daniæ Prindeps, cui prælia curæ, 

(Deteſtata Tibi) pictis et ſplendor in armis, 

Qui nec militiam veſtram, nec caſtra, Cupido, 

. Novit, ſed flammas et inania ſpicula riſit, 

Dum trepidos Suecos ardens agit æquore campi, 

Jam Venerem accipiens invicto pectore totam, 

Extendit palmas ad numina læſa rebelles. ry 


Jam non bella placent, et lituo lyram 

Præſert, atque caput Itali caſſide ferrea 

Urgeri ſolitum, divitis Itali 
Unguentum redolens, ſuz 


Reclinat gremio Conjugis ; immemor 

Somni, dumque vagis luminibus Deam 

Perluſtrat, roſeis oſcula quz labriz 
Libavit ſitiens bibit, 

Deponitque gravi militia latus 

Defeſſum in thalamo lætus amabili : 

Hac mercede juvant vulnera, fic caput 
Objeciſle periculis. 


Plaudit, Dione, lzta Britannia, 
Olim cruentum nec meminit mare, 
Fuſosve Cives indecore, aut 
Regna Dano populata ſorti; 


Has dum renidens vindicat omnia 
Pulchris ocellis Anna, Georgium 
Ducenſque captivum catenis, 
Per thalamum graditur triumphans. 


Tuiſque ſurgit laudibus Haffuia, 
Volvendo retro ſecula præcinens. 
Cum Cimber Anglo junctus omni 
Det trepido ſua jura Mundo. 


I6 Dione ! Suecia jam canit, 
Pulſos colonos dum neque ſulgidis 
Deterret armis, nec tremendo 

Georgius indomitus tumultu. 


Vos, Par beatum, ter, ter et amplids, 
Vos obligatam ferte Dez dapem, 
Semperque amantes Hanc benignam 
Perpetuo celebrate plauſu !”* 
CAROLUs MoNTAGU, 
Generoſus, et A. M. Trin. Coll. 
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THE MAN OF HONOUR. 


OCCASIONED BY 
A POSTSCRIPT OF PENN'S LETTER» 


OT all the threats or favour of a crown, 
A prince's whiſper, or a tyrant's frown, 
Yor., III. 


FP 


* 
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Can awe the ſpirit, or allure the mind, 
Of him, who to ſtrict Honour is inclin'd. 
Though all the pomp and pleaſure that does 
wait 
On public places, and affairs of ſtate, 
Should foudly court him to be haſe and great; 
With even paſſions, and with ſettled face, 
He would remove the harlot's falſe embrace. 
Though all the ſtoł᷑ms and tempeſts ſhould ariſe, 
That church- niagicians in their cells adviſe, 
And from their ſettled baſis nations tear, 
He would unmov'd the mighty ruin hear; 
Secure in innocence contemn them all, 
And decently array'd in honours fall. 
For this, brave Shrewſbury and Lumley's name 


Shall ſtand the foremoſt in the liſt of fame ; 


Who firſt with ſteady minds the current broke, 

And to the ſuppliant monarch boldly ſpoke; 

Great Sir, renown'd for conſtancy, how juſt 

Have we obey'd the crown, and ſerv'd our truſt, 

Eſpous'd your cauſe and intereſt in diſtreſs, 

Yourſelf muſt witneſs, and our foes confeſs ! 

Permit us then ill fortune to accuſe, 

That you at laſt unhappy councils uſe, C 

* And alk the only thing we muſt refuſe. 

Our lives and fortunes freely we 'll expoſe, , i 

Honour alone we cannot, muſt not loſez 3 

Honour, that ſpark of the celeſtial fire, 

That above nature makes mankind aſpye'; 

Ennobles the rude pailions of our frame 

© With thirſt of glory and deſire of fame; 

The richeſt treaſure of a generous breaſt, 

That gives the ſtamp and ſtandard to the reſt. 

Wit, ſtrength, and courage, are wild dangerous 

- force, 

« Unleſs this ſoftens and directs their courſe ; 

And would you rob us of the nobleſt part? 

Accept a ſacrifice without a heart ? 

"Vis much beneath the greatneſs of 2 throne, 

To take the caſket when the jewel's gone; 

Debauch our principles, corrupt our race, 

« And teach the nobles to be falſe and baſe ; 

What coufidence can you in them repoſe, 

„Who, ere they ſerve you, all their valuc loſe? 

« Who once enflave their conſcience to their luſt, 

Have loſt their reins, and can no more be juſt. 
Ok honour, men at firſt like women nice, 

* Raiſe maiden ſcruples at unpractis'd vice; 

« 'Their modeſt nature curhs the ſtruggling flame, 

And ſtiſles what they wiſh to act, with ſhame : 

But once this fence thrown down, when they 

6 perceive | 

That they may taſte forbidden fruit and live; 

They itop not here their courſe, but ſafely in, 

« Crow ſtrong, luxuriant, and bold in fin; 

« Truc to no principles, preſs forward till, 

„And only bound by appetite their will: 

« Now fawn and flatter, while this tide prevails, 

% But ſhift with every veering blaſt their ſails, 

« Mark thoſe that meanly truckle to your 

power, 

“ They once deſerted, and chang'd ſides before, 

« And would to-morrow Mahomet adore. 

« On higher ſprings true men of honour move, 

Free is their ſer vice, and uubought their love: 


4 


| 
| 
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= When danger calls, and honour leads the way, 


« With joy they follow, and with pride obey : 
« When the rebellious foe came rolling on, 
« And ſhook with gathering multitudes the throne, 
„% Where were the minions then? What arm, what 
« force, | 
« Could they oppoſe to ſtop the torrent's courſe ? 
« Then Pembroke, then the nobles firmly ſtood, 
« Free of their lives, and laviſh of their blood; 
„But, when your orders to mean ends decline, 
« With the ſame conſtancy they all reſign.” 
Thus ſpake the youth, who open'd firſt the way, 
And was the Phoſph'rus to the dawning day ; 
Follow'd by a more glorious ſplendid hoſt, 
Than any age, or any realm can boaſt : 
So great theit ſame, ſo numerous their train, 
To name were endleſs, and to praiſe in vain 
But Herbert and great Oxford merit more; 
Bold is their flight, and more ſublime they ſoar ; 
So high their virtue as yet wants a name, 
Exceeding wonder, and ſurpaſſing fame: 
Riſe, glorious church, erect thy radiant head; 
The ſtorm is paſt, th' impending tempeſt fled; 
Had Fate decreed thy ruin or diſgrace, 
It had not given ſuch ſons ſo brave a race; 
When for deſtruction heaven a realm deſigns, 
The ſymptoms firſt appear in laviſh minds. 
"Chele men would prop a ſinking nation's weight, 
Stop falling vengeance, and reverſe ev'n fate, 
Let other nations boaſt their fruitful ſoil, 
Their fragrant ſpices, their rich wine and oil; 
In breathing colours, and in living paint, 
Let them excel; their maſtery we grant. 
But to inſtruQ the mind, to arm the ſoul 
With virtue which no dangers can control; 
Exalt the tiouzht, a ſpecdy courage lend, 
That Horror cannot ſhake, or pleature bend; 
"Theſe are the Engliſh arts, theſe we profeſs, 
To be the ſame in miſery and ſucceſs; 
To teach oppreſſors law, aſſiſt the good, 
Relieve the wretched, and ſubdue the proud. 
Such are cur ſouls : but what doth worth avail 
When kings comm't to hungry prieſts the ſcale ? 
All merit 's light when they diſpoſe the weight, 
Who either would emb1oil or rule the ſtate, 
Defame thoſe herocs who their yoke refule, 


Aud blaſt that honeſty they cannot uſe ; 


The ftrength aud ſaſety of the crown deſtroy, 
And the king's power againſt himſclf employ; 
Affront his friends, deprive him of the brave; 
Bereſt of theſe, he muſt become their flave. 
Men, like our money, come the moſt in play, 
For being baſe, and of a coarle ail. y. 

"Che richeſt medals, and the purcit gold, 

Of native value, and exacteſt mould, 

By worth conceal'd, in private cloſets fhine, 

For vulgar uſe too precious and too fine; 

Whilſt tin and copper with new ſtamping bright, 
Coin of baſe metal, counterſeit and light, 

Do all the buſineſs cf the nation's turn, 

P.ais'd in contempt, us'd and employ'd in ſcorn ; 
So ſhining vixtues are for courts too bright, 
Whole guilty actions fly the fearching light: 
Yich in themiclves, diſdaining to aſpire, 

C-:eat without pomp, they willingly retire z 
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Give place to fools, whoſe raſh miejudging fenſe 
Increaſes the weak meaſures of their prince; 

They blindly and implicitly run on, | 

Nor ſee thoſe dangers which the others ſhvn : 
Who, flow to act, each buſineſs duly weigh, 
Adviſe with freedom, and with care obey ; 

With wiſdom fatal to their intereſt, ſtrive 

"Fo make their monarch lov'd, and nation thrive. 
Such have no place where prieſts and women reign, 
Who love fierce drivers, and a looſer rein. 


n 


AN EPISTLE 
T 0 
CHARLES EARL OF DORSET, 


OCCASIONED BY 
HIS MAJESTY'S VICTORY IN IRELAND, 1690. 


WT” ſhall the king the nation's genius 
raiſe, 
And make us rival our great Edward's days; 
Yet not one Muſe, worthy a conqueror's name, 
Attend his triumphs, and record his fame? 
Oh, Dorſet! you alone this fault can mend, 
The Muſes' darling, confident, and friend; 
The poets are your charge, and, if unfit, 
You ſhould be fin'd to furniſh abler wit: 
Oblig'd to quit your eaſe, and draw again, 
To paint the greatelt hero, the beſt pen, 
A hero, who thus early doth out-ſhine 
The ancient honours of his glorious line ; 
And, ſoaring more ſublimely to renown, 
he memory of their pious triumphs drown 
Whoſe actions are deliver'd o'er to fame, 
As types and figures of his greater name. 
When Fate ſome mighty genius has deſign'd, 
For the relief and wonder of mankind, 
Nature takes time to anſwer the intent, 
And climbs, by fluw degrees, the ſteep aſcent : 
She toils and labours with the growing weight, 
And watches carefully the ſteps of fate; | 
Till all the ſeeds of providence unite, 
To ſet the hero in a happy light ; 
Then, in a lucky and propitious hour, 
Exerts her force, and calls forth all her power. 
In Naſſau's race ſhe made this long eflay ; 
Heroes and patriots prepar'd the way, F 
And promis'd, in their dawn, this brighter day; 
A public ſpirit diſtinguiſhed all the line, 
Succeſhve virtues in cach branch did ſhine, 
Till this laſt glory ruſe, and crown'd the great 
deſign. 
Bleſt be his name! and peaceful lie his grave, 
Who durſt his native foil, loſt Holland, fave ! 
But William's genius takes a wider ſcope, 
And gives the injur'd, in all kingdoms, hope; 
Born to ſubdue inſulting tyrants' rage, 
The ornament aud terror of the age; 


uA 1 N FORMA 643 


Relief ſrom thoſe oppreſſors of mankind, 
Whom laws reſtrain nut, and no oaths can bind. 
Him, their deliverer Europe does confeſs, 

All tongues extol, and all religions bleſs; 

The Po, the Danube, Betis, and the Rhine, 
United in his praiſe, their wonder join; 
While, in the public cauſe, he takes the field, 
And ſhelter'd nations fight behind his ſhield. 
His foes themſclves dare not applauſe refuſc : 
And ſh Il ſuch actions want a faithful Muſc ? 
Poets have this to boaſt: without their aid, ö 


The refuge where afflicted nations find 0 


The freſheſt laurels nipp'd by malice, fade, 
And virtue to oblivion is betray'd: 
The proudeſt honours have a narrow date, 
Unleſs they vindicate their names from fate. 
Bur who is equal to ſuſtain the part ? 
Dryden has numbers, but he ants à heart; 
Injoin'd a penance, which is too ſevere 
For playing once the fool, to perſevere. 
Others, who knew the trade, have laid it down ; 
And, looking, round, I find you ſtand alone, 
How, Sir, can you, or any Engliſh Muſe, 
Our country's fame, our monarch's arms, refuſe? 
' Vis not my want of gratitude, but ſkill, 
Makes me decline what I can nc'er fulfil. 
cannot ſing of conqueſts as I ought, 
And my breath fails to ſwell a loſty note. 
I know my compaG, and my Muſe's ſize, 
She loves to ſport and play, but dares not rife : 
Idly affects, in this familiar way, 
In eaſy numbers looſcly to convey, { 
What mutual friendſhip would at diſtance ſay. 
Poets aſſume another tone and voice, 
When victory's their theme, and arms their choice. 
To follow heroes in the chace of fame, 
Alks force and heat, and fancy wing'd with flame, 
What words can paint the royal warrior's face? 
What colours can the figure butdly raiſe, 
When, cover'd o'cr with comely duſt and ſmoke, 
He pierc'd the ſoe, and thickeſt ſquadrons broke? 
His blecding arm, ſtill painſul wich the ſore, 
Which, in his pcople's cauſe, the picus father bore; 
Wnom, cleaving through the troops a glorious 
Way, 
Not the united force of Frence and hell could ſtay. 
Oh, Dorſ:t! I am rais'd ! 'm all on fire! 
And, if my ſtrength could anſwer my dcfire, 
In ſpeaking paint this figure ſhoule be ſcen, 
Like Jove his grandeur, and like Mars his mien 
Aud gods deicending ſhould adorn the ſcene. 
Sce, [ce ! upon the banks of Boyne he ſtauds, 
By his own view a:)uſting his commands: 
Calm and ſcrent the armed wat ſurveys, 
Aud, in cool thoughts, the dulercut chances 
weighs 7 
Then, fir'd with ſame and eager of renown, 
Relvives to end the war and fix the throne. 
From wing to wing the ſquadrens bending ſtand, 
Ard cloſe their 1auks to meet their king's com- 
mand; 
The drums and trumpets ſlcep. the ſprightly noife 
Of neiphing Reeds, and cannons louder voice, 
Suſpended in attention, baniſh far 
All buſtit, feuuds, and huſk the din of War: 


The filent troops ſtretch forth an eager look, 
Liſtening with joy, while thus their general ſpoke : 
Come, tellow-ſoldiers, follow me once more, 
And fix the fate of Europe en that ſhore; 
Your courage only waits from me the word, 
But England's happineſs commands my ſword ; 
In her defence every part will bear, 
The ſoldier's danger, and the prince's care, 
And envy any arm an equal ſhare. 
Set all that 's dear to men before your ſight ; 
For laws, religion, liberty, we fight ; 
To fave your wives from rape, your towns from 
„flame, 5 
Redeem your country ſold, and vindicate her 
name: 


* At whole requeſt and timely call I roſe, 
« To tempt my fate, and all my hopes expoſe; 
« Struggled with adverſe florms and winter ſeas, 


That in my labours you might find your ealc. 
* Let other monarchs diQate from afar, 


And write the empty triumphs of the war; 


« In lozy palaces ſupinely ruſt ; 

« My ſword ſhall juſtiſy my people's truſt, 

For which—But I your victory delay; 

„Come on; I and my Genius lead the way.“ 
He ſaid, new life and joy ran through the hoſb 

And ſenſe of danger in their wonder loſt ; 

Precipitate they plunge into the flood, 

In vain the waves, the bauks, the men, withſtood : 

The king-leads on, the king does all inflame, 


The king—and carries millions in the name. 


As when the ſwelling ocean burſts his bounds, 

And foamivrg overwhelms the neigh»ouring 
gronns, „ 

The roaring deluge, ruſhing headlong on, 

Sweeps Cities in its courſe, aud bears whole ſoreſts 
down ; 

0 on the foe the firm battalions preſt, 

And he, like the tenth wave, drove on the reſt ; 

Fierce, gallant, young, he ſhot through every 
place, | 

Urging their flight, and hurrying on the chace; 

He hung upon their rear, or | ghten'd in their y 
face, | 

Stop L ſtop! brave Prince! allay that generous 

flame, 

Enough is given to England, and to ſame. 

Remember, Sir, you in the centre Hat. d, 

Europe's divided intereſts you command, 

All their deſigns uniting iv your hand!: 

Down frum your throne deſcends the golden 
chain, 

Which does the fabric of our world ſuſtain; 


That once diſſolv'd ty any [tal firoke, 


The ſcheme of all our happineſs is Lroke, 
Stop! ſtop! brave }'riuce flects may repair 
again, 
And 16uted armies rally on the plain: 
But ages are requir'd toraiſc ſo great a man 
Hear, hon the waves of French ambition roar, 
Diſdaining bounds, and breaking on the ſhore, 
Which you, o dain'd to curb their wiid del- 
tructièc power, 
That ſtrength remov'd; again, apain, they flow, 
Lay Eura waſle, wor law, not undte xu. 
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Stop! ſtop! brave Prince what, does your 

Muſs, Sir, faint? 

Proceed, purſue his conqueſts—ſaith, I can 't: 

My ſpirits fink, and will no longer bear; 

Rapture and fury carry'd me thus far 

Tranſported and amaz'd— 

That rage once ſper:t, I can no more ſuſtain ? 

Your flights, your evergies, and tragic ſtrain, 

But tall back to my natural pace again; \ 

In humble verſe provoking you to ) rhy me; 

I] with there were more Dorſets at this time. 

Oh! if in France this hero had been born, 

What glittering tinſcl would his acts adorn |! 

There 'tis immortal fame, and high renown, 

To ſteal a country, and to buy a town ; 

There triumphs are o'er kings and kingdoms ſold, 

And captive virtue led in chains of gold. 

If couraze could, like courts, be kept in pay, 

What ſums would Lewis give, that France might 
ſa 

Thot — ſollow'd where he led the way ? 

He all his conqueſts wovld for this refund, 

And take th' equivalent, a glorious wound. 

Then, what advice, to ſpread his rea! fame, 

Would paſs between Verſailles and Netredame ? 

Their plays, their ſongs, would dwell upon his 
wound, 

And operas repeat no ether ſound ; 

Boyn«. would, for ages, be the painter's theme, 

The Gobelins labour, and the poets dream: 

The wounded arm would ſurniſh all their rooms : 

And bleed for ever ſcarlet in the looms : 

Boileau with this would plume his ertful pen : 
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She walks above them all. Such is the ſcene 

Of the bright circle, and the brighter Queen. 

Theſe ſabjects do, my Lord, your {kill com- 
mand, 

Theſe none may touch with an unhallow'd hand: 

Tender the ſtrokes muſt be, and nicely writ, 

Diſguis'd encomiums mult be hid in wit, 0 

Which modeſty, like theirs, will e'er admit, 

Who made no other ſteps to ſuch a throne, 

But to deſerve, and to receive, the crown. 


WRITTEN AT ALTHROP, 
IN A BLANK LEAF OF WALLER'S POEMS, 


UPON "SEEING 


VANDYKE'S PICTURE OF THE OLD LADY 
t SUNDERLAND. 


ANDYRKE had colours, ſoſtneſs, fire, and art, 
When the fair Sunderland inflam'd his heart. 

Waller had numbers, fancy, wit, and fire, 

And Sachariſſa was his fond deſire. 

Why then at Althrop ſeem her charms to faint, 

In theſe ſweet numbers and that glowirg paint! 

This happy ſeat a fairer miſtreſs warms; 

This ſhining offspring bas eclips'd her charms : 

The different beauties in one face we find ; 

Soft Amoret with brighteſt Sachariila join'd. 


Ard can your Muſc be ſilent? Think again. As high as Nature reach'd, their art could ſoar ; 


Spare your advice; and ſincę you have begun, 
Finiſh your own deſign ; ; the work is done. 
Done! nothing 's done! nor the dead colours 
laid, 
And the moſt glorious ſceres ſtand undiſplay'd; 
A thouſand genercus actions cloſe the rear; 
A thoufans virtucs, di behind, ſtand crowding to 
appear. 
The Que er herſeli, the charming Qucen ſnould 
grace 
The neble piece, and in an artful place 
Folſten war's horror with her lovely face. 
Whocan omit the Queen” « auſpicious ſmile, 
"The pride of the fair ſex, the godde ſs of our iſle ? 
Who can forget, what all adnir'd of late, 
Her fears for kim her prudence ſor the ſtate ? 
Diſguiling cares, ſhe imooth'd her looks with 
grace, 
Dovbts in her heart, and j leaſvre in her ſace. 
As denger did approach, her fyirits roſe, 
And, pu*ting on the king, dilmay'd his foes, 
Now, all in joy, for pilds the chearſul court; 
In every glam ec Cegcenting ange ſport. 
As on the hills cf C ynthus, or the mcads 
GE cool Eur tas, when Diane leads 
The chorus ef her Ky mphe, who there advance 
8 thouſand ſhining nds, ard form the cance; 
he ſta:c ly Goudels with'a graceful pride, 
. and maje tHe, dees the fioure guide, 
Treadir g in juſt and ey meaſure rout a; 
1 n. fuer alTOWS ON er 20 viver fe ml; 


But ſhe ne'er made a finiſh'd piece before. 


VERT CS 


WRYT-TEN FOR THE TOASTING-GLASSES OF TRE 
KIT-CAT CLUB, 1703. 


Ducheſs of ST. ALBANS, 


F HT line of Vere, ſo long renown'd in arms, 
Concludes with juſlte in St. Albans charms. 
Her conquering eyes have made their race com» 

cat; 
They roſe in Valour, and in Beauty ſet, 


Dicht of BeavrorT, 
Ofieprirg of a tuneſul ſre, 


Pleſt with more that mortal fire; 

I tkenef> 64 a mether's face, 

Blefſ: with more than mortal grace; 
You with double charms terprize, 
With his wit, and with her cyes. 


Lady Many Crvunculli., 


Faireſt and lateſt of the beauteous race, 


face; 


Bleſt with your parents wit, aud her firit blooming 


— 


br; 


Fe 
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Born with our liberties in William's reign, 
Your eyes alone that liberty reſtrain. 


Ducheſs of RicumonD. 


Of two fair Richmonds different ages boaſt, 
Theirs was the firſt, and ours the brighteſt toaſt ; 
Th' adorers offerings prove who 's moſt divine, 
They ſacriſic'd in water, we in wine. 


Lady SUNDERLAND. 


All Nature's charms in Sunderland appear, 
Bright as her eyes, and as her reaſon clear: 
Yet till their force, to men not ſafely known, 
Seems undiſcover'd to herſelf alone. 


Mademoiſelle SpaNneMe. 


Admir'd in Germany, ador'd in France, 

Your charms to brighter glory here advance; 
The ſtubborn Britens own your beauty's claim, 
And with their native toaſts enrol your name, 


ON THE 


COUNTESS DOWAGER OF ####, 


OURAGE, dear Moll, and drive away deſ- 
ir. 
Mopſa, ba in her youth was ſcarce thought ſair, 
In ſpite of age, experience, and decays, 
Sets up for Charming, in her fading days; 
Snuffs her dim eyes to give one parting blow, 
Have at the heart of every ogling beau ! 
This goodly gooſe, all feather'd like a jay, 
So gravely vain, and ſo demurely gay, 
Laſt night, t' adorn the court, did overload 
Her bald buff forehead with a high commode : 
Her ſteps were manag'd with ſuch tender art, 
As if each board had been a lover's heart. 
In all her air, in every glance, was ſeen 
A mixture ſtrange, twixt fifty and fifteen. 
Admiring ſops about her crowding preſs ; 
Tlambden himſclf delivers their addreſs, 
Which ſhe, accepting with a nice diſdain, _ 
Owns them her ſubjects, and begins to reign ; 
Fair Queen of Fopland is her royal ſtyle; 
Fopland ! the greateſt part of this great iſle ! 
Nature did ne'er ſo equally divide 
A female heart, 'twixt piety and pride: 
Her waiting-maids prevent the peep of day, 
And, all in order, on her toilet lay 
Prayer-hooks, patch-boxes, ſermon notes, and 
paint; 

At once i' improve the ſinner and the ſaint, 
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Farewel, friend Moll: cxpect no more from me; 
But if you would a full deſcription ſee, 

You l find her ſomewhere in the Litany, 

With Pride, Vain-glory, and Hypocriſy. 


VERSES BY LORD HALIFAX, 
FROM DR. Z. GREY'S MSS. 


LL the materials are the ſame 
Of beauty and deſire, 
In a fair woman's goodly frame 
No brightneſs is without a flame, 
No flame without a ire. 
Then tell me what thoſe creatures are, 
That would be thought both chaſte and fair? 


Go aſk but thy philoſophy 
What gives her lips the balm, 
What makes her breaſts to heave ſo high 
What ſpirit gives motion to her eye, 
Or moiſture to her palm ? 
Then tell me, &c. 


Ah Czlia, then, be not ſo nice, 
For that betrays thy thoughts and thee 
There 's not a feature or a grace 
Bedecks thy body or thy face, 
But pimps within for me. 
Then tell me, &c, 


ON 
OO EP HEE Wha 
AND 


SIGNORA FRANCISCA MARGARITA. 


AlL, tuneful pair! ſay, by what wondrous 
charms, ; 
One *ſcap'd from hell, and one from Greber's arms? 
When the ſoft Thracian touch'd the trembling 
ſtrings, 
The winds were huſh'd, and curl'd their airy 
wings: 

And when the tawny Tuſcan rais d her ſtrain, 
Rook furls his ſails, and dozes on the main. 
Treaties unfiniſh'd in the office ſleep, 
And Shovel yawns for orders on the deep. 
Thus equal charms and equal conqueſts claim ; 
To him high woods and bending timber came, 
To her ſhrub Hcdges, and tall Nottingham, 


; 


— 
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